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Frangas  non  flecias. 

*'  The  business  of  fnankind  is  strangely  trifling  and  transient. 
Things  are  so  hollow,  and  so  quickly  hurried  off,  that  the  world 
looks  somewhat  like  a  scene  of  necromancy,  and  seems  to  be 
more  apparitioni  than  real  life."— Meditations  of  the  Bmperor 
Marcus  Antoniitus. 

Ridendo  dicere  vcrttm.— Horat. 

** Bubble !  bubble!  toil  and  trouble!  ^— Ma(;betu. 
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DEDICATION. 


TO  FRANCES  TROIXOPE. 

My  dear  Miig.  Ti^Qi<Lop|E, 

In  dedicating  this  book  to  you,  do  not  suppose  that  I  am  ac- 
tuated by  the  vanity  (laudable  aa  it  might  be)  of  publicly  associating 
my  name  with  youra^  or  even  that  lam  instigated  by  an  admiration 
of  your  talents;  no,  for  the  latter  feeling  I  long  ago  invested  in  the 
treasury  of  public  opinion,  fhrom  whence  you  derive  your  bme  ^  so 
that  since  I  have  had  the  real  honour  and  tiappiness  of  knowing  you 
personally,  you  have  received  nothing  further  from  me  on  (hat 
score;  indeed  I  have  almost  forgotten  that  you  have  talents,  so 
merged  has  my  affection  and  admiration  been  for  qualities  in  the 
possession  of  which  you  are,  alas !  almost  unique. 

Alphonse  Karr  says  in  one  number  of  his  admirable  ^'  Gu^pes," 
(hat  till  the  Emperor  of  China  went  to  war,  he  had  always  believed 
China  to  be  an  imaginary  place,  like  Swift's  Liiliput !  In  like  man- 
ner, till  I  knew  you,  I  confess  J  had  reason  to  believe  that  honesty 
and  justice  were  fabulous  virtues.  You  have  convinced  me  to  (he 
contrary,  and  my  gratiiude  is  as  immutable  as  your  integrity.  In 
your  eihics,  you  admit  but  two  principles,  right  and  wrong  ;  (tie 
former  has  been  your  choice,  and  neither  bribes  nor  threats  can 
ever  induce  you  from  expediency  to  discover  an  imaginary  inter- 
mediate path  that  may  eventually  lead  to  (he  laltcr.  But  while  all 
admire  your  incorruptible  honesty,  which  in  you  amounts  to  su- 
blimity, some  in  detracting  from  your  courage  confess  Ihcir  own 
moral  turpitude,  by  asserting  (hat  you  stand  too  high,  and  arc  too 
independent,  to  suffer  from  being  just  and  staunch  even  to  ihe ! 
You  do  indeed  stand  too  high,  but  not  from  the  reasons  they  assign  ^ 
but  because  your  unflinching  integrity  approaches  you,  on  all  oc- 
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casions  and  under  all  circumstances,  to  the  divine  source  from 
\vhence  it  emanates.  However,  in  expressing  my  gratitude  to  you, 
I  do  not  wish  to  appear  ungrateful  to  others  ^  for  their  kind  words 
to,  and  commiseration  of,  me,  I  thank  them  ^  and  for  their  timid 
silence  to  others  I  do  not  even  blame  them,  but  cannot  help  regret- 
ting the  truth  of  Ghamfort's  assertion :  ^^  Que  les  gens  faibles  sont 
les  troupes  l^g^res  de  Tarm^e  des  m^chants ,  ils  font  plus  de  mal 
que  Farmie  m^me,  ils  infestent  et  ils  ravagent.''  And  now,  fare- 
well, till  we  meet  on  our  pleasant  journey.  At  Venice  even  the 
walls  of  the  Inquisition  may  ^^  prate  of  my  whereabout,"  if  they 
please,  for  I  shall  be  with  you.  But  with  you,  or  away  from  you, 
you  will  ever  have  the  fervent  blessing  of, 

My  dear  Mrs.  TrolloIpe, 

Your  affectionate  and  grateful, 
Though  obliged^ 
RosiNA  Lytton  Bulwer. 
Paris»  July  13,  1840. 


PREFACE. 


This  Book  was  to  have  appeared  last  March.  As  usual,  every 
thing  possible,  and  almost  inipossible,  has  been  done  to  prevent 
its  appearing  at  all ;  but  as  I  merely  write  for  bread,  I  shall 
continue  to  write,  and  to  publish  what  I  do  write.  With  regard 
to  the  different  personages  of  the  **  Bubble  Family,''  I  have  no 
doubt  that  their  characters  will  be  thought  overdrawn — I  can 
only  assure  the  public,  for  whose  opinion  I  alone  care,  that  every 
one  of  their  sayings,  doings,  seeings,  and  adventures,  are  sub- 
dued far  under  the  originals.  I  think  it,  however,  right  ta  state, 
that  nOTe  of  them  live  in  Shropshire ;  and  furthermore,  that  I 
myself  have  never  been  there^  except  to  change  horses  at  Shrews- 
bury;— but  as  people  must  live  somewhere,  I  thought  it  as 
well  to  build  Bubble  Hall  where  ''cakes  and  ale"  still  abound. 
N.  B. — Lord  John  Bubble  is  not  Lord  John  Russell,  who,  though 
a  Whig,  I  believe  to  be  an  excellent  man  and  thorough  gentle- 
man, worthy  of  the  untainted  stock  from  whence  he  comes.  For 
the  abuse  heaped  upon  my  last  book,  I  return  my  sincere  thanks, 
as  it  came  from  those  whose  praise  is  a  blot,  and  whose  sup- 
port is  a  degradation.  As  I  am  on  my  way  to  Italy,  and  shall 
therefore  have  no  opportunity  of  correcting  the  proofs  of  this 
book,  I  make  a  generous  present  of  all  the  misprints  in  which  it 
may  abound,  to  the  liberal  ( ! )  press  as  a  foundation  whereupon 
to  erect  a  colossal  superstructure  of  invective;  and  to  the  un- 
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bought  andanbajcaUe  part  of  the  preM,  the  ^'DiomodeoB  Aves," 
—in  fact*  who  had  the  courage  and  the  justice  to  defend  me, 
against  the  literary  and  political  Hectors  of  Cliqueism  on  a  for- 
mer occasion, — I  gratefully  commit  myself  on  this,  convinced 
,that  there  will  be  more  than  one  MacedoniusAimongst  them,  ca- 
pable of  victoriously  carrying  off  and  destroying  the  consecrated 
palladium  of  puffery  and  party. 

Paris,  July,  1840. 


THE  BUDGET 


THE  BUBBLE  FAMILY. 


CHAPTER  I. 

a  stage  coach .'-'sihpsom  amd  co/s  ngurss,  without  tropes.*— <' tsars  of 
boyhood's  tears." 

At  an  epoch  like  the  present,  when  the  political  hemisphere  of 
Great  Britain  is  dazzling  the  world  with  its  brightness,  owing  eo<- 
tirely  to  those  stars  of  the  Bubble  Family  which  now  sway  its  des- 
tinies— it  woQld  be  superfluoas,  if  not  impertinent,  to  descant, 
physiologically,  or  even  historically,  upon  their  well-known  attri- 
buted ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  they  have  been  from  time  immemorial 
WfUgS'—di  (erm  in  itself  comprising,  and  implying  that  love  of  civil 
and  religious  liberty,  which  makes  men  Arians,  or  any-thing- 
Arians,  as  occasion,  or  that  most  colossal  of  Whig  bulwarks,  expe- 
diency, may  require.  Of  the  antiquity  of  this  widely-spread,  and 
most  aristocratic  family,  no  one  can  be  ignorant,  who  is  even 
slightly  acquainted  with  sacred  or  profane  history^  in  the  former 
they  may  trace  their  descent  from  Jacob ;  and  every  Bubble  can,  to 
this  day  say  with  him,  ''  I  am  a  smooth  man,"  being  equal  adepts 
in  pseudology,  with  that  brother-cheating  patriarch.  In  the  latter 
it  will  be  seen  that  their  blood  has  flowed  through  qountless  ages  in 
the  veins  of  the  most  distinguished  poels,  painters,  warriors,  phi- 
losophers, and  statesmen ;  but  why  should  I  go  back  to  Sallust  or 
Alcibiades,  when  a  subject  the  Bubbles  have  always  had  most  at 
heart,  now  engrosses  my  attention, — I  mean  their  own  aCTairs;  but 
this  I  say  in  strict  confidence  to  you,  my  dear  reader,  for  it  is  one 
of  the  greatest  charms  of  their  name  that  they  always  appear  more 
interested  about  others  than  themselves  ^  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
it  was  some  of  their  Norman  ancestors  who  first  gave  our  Gallic 
neighbours  the  idea  of  that  tapestry  for  which  they  have  since  been 
30  celebrated,  and  wherein  are  produced  the  most  high-coloured,. 
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smooth,  and  beautiful  effects,  od  the  outward  and  visible  side,  by 
the  most  cross-grained  and  contradictory  workings  on  the  reverse 
or  invisible  one.  But,  I  forget  myself!  a  most  unpardonable  thing 
to  do^  especially  in  ladies'  society,  as  I  venture  to  hope  I  now  am. 

Our  hero,  Mr.  Cecil  Bubble  Howard's  mother,  was  a  very  distant 
connexion  of  the  Bubble  Family ;  but,  being  both  a  beauty  and  an 
heiress,  and  marrying  his  father,  then  a  man  about  town,  an  ^  ha- 
bitu^'  of  Carlton  House,  a  flash  speaker  in  the  House,  a  boon  com^ 
panion  of  l^o\  and  Sheridan,  the  third  wit  at  Brookes's^  and  in  the 
nominal  receipt  of  ten  thousand  a-ycar,  the  whole  family  took  care 
to  cousin  her,  while  they  cozened  him  still  more  -,  for  the  Whigs 
of  his  day  were  not  sufficiently  pure  to  shudder  at  poor  relations, 
as  they  have  virtuously  done,  since  patronage  has  succeeded  pa- 
triotism in  their  calendar. 

As  for  Cecil  I  confess  he  had  little  of  the  Bubble  in  him,  and  had 
therefore  a  much  more  natural  leaning  towards  the  Howards,  not- 
withstanding that  from  the  Bubbles  came  rocking-horses,  and  Shet< 
land  poQies.,  which  gifts  were  sweetened  and  cemented  with  forty- 
thieve-like  jars  of  marmalade  and  strawberry  jam,  and  golden  tips, 
upon  each  of  his  half  yearly  flittings  from  Upper  Brook  Street  to 
Eaton.  Children  proverbially  delight  in  Bubbles;  it  was  a  wonder 
then  that  he  should  not  have  doaled  on  such  great  and  glorious  ones 
as  these ;  even  the  great-unknown,  who  lived  in  the  English  Sibe- 
ria, Suffolk  and  Norfolk,  forget  not  their  Christmas  contributions  of 
turkies,  hams,  and  Ripston  pippins ;  and  had  '  detur  pulchriosi ' 
been  inscribed  upon  each  of  them,  they  could  not  have  occasioned 
greater  discord  between  his  brothers  and  himself  than  they  inva- 
riably did. 

The  only  one  of  the  family  he  ever  came  personally  in  contact 
with,  was  Lord  John  Bubble,  a  personage  eminently  disqualified  for 
winning  the  youthful  heart,  whether  male  or  female ;  his  face  al- 
ways reminded  him  of  the  scales  of  his  mother's  medicine  chest,  in 
which  her  maid  used  with  dun-like  punctuality  to  weigh  out  for 
nursery  consumption,  three  limes  a-week,  equal  portions  of  rhu- 
barb and  magnesia  -,  for  his  hair  was  of  a  dingy  red,  and  his  face  of 
spotless  white,  with  a  good  substratum  of  bilious-looking  brass, 
like  the  scales  aforesaid ;  and  his  long,  lanky,  spiral  figure  was  not 
inaptly  represented  by  the  narrow  shadowy  strings-,  his  hands 
were  particularly  odious,  being  large,  flat  and  freckled,  like  the 
back  of  a  plaice  ^  and  in  order  effectually  to  keep  them  from  pick- 
ing and  stealing,  he  always  kept  them  in  his  pockets — which  were 
in  those  days  as  empty  as  his  head.  His  summer  dress  invariably 
consisted  of  obliterated  nankeens,  and  gaiters  to  match,  terminated 
by  very  thick-soled  shoes,  badly  cleaned,  a  bottle-green  coat,  gilt 
buttons,  white  cravat,  and  byff  marsalla  waistcoat,  spotted  like  a 
eecd-cake.  At  the  lime  alluded  to,  Lo/d  John  was  five-and-thirly, 
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and  eoDridered  even  by  his  own  party  a  most  unpromising  youtA, 
bat  he  hag  since  attained  to  office  and  to  fifty,  and  he  is  now  looked 
upon  by  them  as  a  most  promising  young  man;  his  voice  was 
thin  and  hollow,  like  the  north  wind  whisding  through  a  key-hole ; 
and  he  had  the  very  disagreeable  peculiarity  of  never  smiling  when 
he  bowed,  though  I  firmly  believe  he  was  solely  indebted  to  this 
hiatus  in  good-breeding  for  having  since  obtained  the  character  of 
a  great  statesman  and  a  profound  thinker.  At  least  I  do  not  know 
what  else  it  has  arisen  from,  as  the  world  in  general  is  still  unac- 
quainted with  the  fact  of  his  once  having  given  Cecil  a  tip  of  ten 
pounds  for  murdering  Demosthenes'  oration  for  the  liberty  of  the 
Rhodians,  while  he  and  Mr.  Howard  were  prosing  over  their  claret. 
At  that  moment  Cecil  certainly  thought  him  the  wisest  and  best  of 
men ;  and,  had  the  matter  been  put  to  the  ballot,  he  would  un- 
doubtedly have  voted  to  that  effect ;  but  a  boy  of  fourteen  may  be 
forgiven  for  forming  a  hasty  judgment;  and  ten  pound  voters  then 
were  not  a  whit  wiser  than  they  are  now. 

Things  were  progressing  in  this  state,  when  his  poor  mother 
caught  a  severe  cold  at  a  ball,  of  which  in  a  few  days  she  died,  leav- 
ing his  father  the  most  resigned  of  widowers,  and  an  example  to  all 
those  ill-regulated  minds  who  are  wont  to  indulge  in  ordinate  sor- 
row on  such  occasions.  His  mourning  was  irreproachable ;  and  his 
respect  to  his  wife's  memory  equally  so,  for  he  never  married  again, 
but  devoted  himself  entirely  to  patriotism,  that  is,  giving  dinners  to 
his  friends,  spending  thousands  at  elections  to  forward  the  interests 
of  political  aspirants  of  his  own  party,  and  beef-staking  it  at  Bella- 
my's every  day  of  a  great  ^  delicte.'  What  was  the  self  immolation 
of  M.  Curtius  to  this  ?  And,  verily,  he  had  his  reward,  for  he  lived 
to  see  the  reform  bill  passed,  his  friends  in  office,  and  himself  fpr- 
gotten !  The  relatis^e  position  of  the  first  Whig  premier  prevented 
his  doing  any  thing  for  him,  even  the  trifling  favour  of  getting  his 
son  Cecil  made  paid  ^  attach^,'  after  fourteen  years  pen-nibbing  in 
Spain,  Vienna,  the  United  Slates,  and  elsewhere  *,  and  ea^h&ucceed- 
ing  Whig  cabinet  were  too  indefatigably  employed  evincir^  their 
greatness  of  mind  in  conciliating  their  enemies,  to  be  guflly  of  Ihe 
vufgar  prejudice  of  attending  to  their  friends. 

There  is  something  exceedingly  martial  in'  the  tactics  of  Whig 
policy ;  all  their  achievements  arc  conducted  upon  the  plan  of  a 
siege,  wherein  the  scahng-ladder  is  of  no  use  when  once  the  for- 
tress is  gained,  and  may  be  thrown  aside  as  soouas  possible ;  while 
the  weapons  so  lately  hosiilely  pointed  against  them  are  secured 
without  loss'of  time,  and  taken  every  possible  care  of,  as  the  chief 
dependance  of  those  at  whose  destruction  they  so  long  had  aimed. 
But  death  ^  aequo  pede '  knocks  at  the  door  of  the  hnppy  and  the 
unhappy,  the  prince  and  the  pauper,'  the  fortunate  and  the  unfor- 
tunate; and  he  (iq||ed  upon  Cecil's  father,  jusl>9s  his  other  friends 
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had  begun  to  be  less  frequent  in  their  visits.  Peace  be  to  his  manes ! 
He  died,  leaving  our  hero  his  broken  Torlunes,  two  brothers,  and  a 
sister  unprovided  for  -,  and  the  bitter  fruits  of  his  dear-bought  expe- 
rience. To  do  the  world  justice,  for  the  first  few  months  after  bis 
father's  demise,  before  the  house  in  town,  and  the  villa  at  Wimble- 
don were  sold,  and  it  was  ascertained  without  a  doubt  that  they 
were  beggars,  it  was  more  assiduous  than  ever  in  its  attentions,  and 
proffers  of  kindness ;  but  the  world  is  a  shrewd  world,  and  seems 
to  have  the  Spanish  proverb  always  ringing  in  its  ear,  which  says, 
^^  Never  take  to  thy  arms  him  upon  whom  fortune  frowns,  lest  her 
displeasure  extend  to  thyself^  for  misery,  like  the  plague,  is  apt  to 
be  contagious.''  AH  that  astonished  him  was,  that  that  portion  of 
so(^*^ety,  which  is  always  deemed,  and  which  he  had  always  thought^ 
thci  most  heartless  and  hollow,  namely,  the  great  and  the  gay,  were 
theVonly  portion  of  it  that  continued  towards  them  any  particle  of 
that  kindness,  and  good-will,  which  had  formerly  greeted  them  on 
every  side,  while  the  low  parasites,  whom  their  former  bounty  had 
fed,  fled  from  them  like  rats  from  a  sinking  ship— thereby  proving 
that  puddle-blood  will  tell  in  them  as  in  beasts. 

Lady  John  Bubble— for  Lord  John  had  lately  accumulated  a  wife 
—and  a  hundred  and  twenty-two  thousand  pounds,  kindly  recom- 
mended that  his  sister  Gertrude  should  go  ^  en  pension '  to  some 
school  where  she  might  live  cheaply,  by  assisting  in  the  tuition  of 
the  pupils!  While  Lady  Mary  Leslie,  whom  Lady  John  had  been 
indefatigable  in  warning  her  against,  as  a  heartless,  extravagant, 
and  improper  companion,  now  came  forward  in  the  kindest  manner, 
pressing  her  to  live  with  her,  and  assuring  her  that  the  obligation 
was  all  OD  her  side,  as  she  was  too  happy  to  have  such  a  clever, 
handsome,  and  agreeable  girl  staying  with  her. 

Both  his  brothers  were  abroad,  and  poor  Gertrude  being  thus  in 
a  manner  provided  for,  Cecil  resolved  upon  visiting  some  of  the  nu- 
merous zoologicals  of  his  mother's  family,  scattered  about  the  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  United  Kingdom.  Previous  to  his  leaving  Lon- 
don, he  however  resolved  to  make  one  more  effort  to  obtain  his 
brother  George's  promotion,  who  had  been  broiling  as  a  Lieutenant 
for  the  last  ten  years  in  India.  He  was  sanguine  of  success,  from  a 
great  friend^of  his  father's,  an  old  Colonel  Dragglefar,  who  being 
Bepuly-Adjutanl-General,  albeit  unlike  most  old  Colonels,  was  the 
most  sentimental  of  men,  and  romantically  chivalric  in  his  defence 
of  the  oppressed,  provided  their  wrongs  were  literary,  or  had  be- 
come historical.  With  regard  to  the  living  he  was  more  prudent, 
always  bearing  in  mind,  that  "discretion  is  the  wisest  part  of  va- 
lour." His  magnanimity  with  regard  to  the  injured,  extended  even 
to  works  of  supererogation ;  for  long  after  Lord  Byron  had  ceased 
to  be  altackedj—bul,  on  the^contrary,  when  a  re-action  had  taken 
place  in  his  favour, — he  published  an  elaborate  defence  of  him, 
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which,  however,  had  the  bad  effect  of  throwing  an  odium  upon  that 
mighty  name,  which  its  bitterest  enemies  had  never  been  able  to  do 
before — that  of  ridicule.  However,  love  and  literature  were  the  poor 
Colonel's  stumbling-blocks,  and  he  was  eternally  floundering  over 
the  one  or  the  other ;  and  such  sympathy  was  there  in  both,  that  the 
former  always  produced  the  same  effect  as  the  latter,  and  the  latter 
as  the  former — laughter !  but  what  was  all  this  to  Cecil,  when  he 
recollected  that  in  bis  boyish  days,  he  was  wont  to  rate  him  as  an 
embryo  Cicero;  and  that,  moreover,  upon  once  landing  at  Ply- 
mouth, where  he  was  only  to  remain  two  days,  he  had  taken  the 
trouble  of  posting  all  the  way  to  Eaton,  to  see  him  for  half-an-hour ! 
These  were  obligations  not  easily  forgotten,  at  least  by  one  who  had 
never  as  yet  received  greater  from  any  of  his  fellow-creatures  5  so 
accordingly  to  the  Horse-guards  he  repaired  by  twelve  the  next 
morning,  and  urged  his  request  with  all  the  eloquence  he  was 
master  of.  Nothing  could  be  more  hand-shakingly  kind  than  Drag- 
glefar's  reception  of  him  5  still  he  could  not  but  observe,  that  in- 
stead of  his  former  professions  of  going  through  fire  and  water  to 
serve  him,  capped  with  a  climax  of — "Sir,  the  word  difficulty  is 
not  to  be  found  in  my  vocabulary,  where  a  friend  is  to  be  served," 
— ^he  had  an  oracular  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  and  an  owl-like  ele- 
vation of  his  ludicrously  arched  eyebrows,  as  a  sort  of  running  ac- 
companiment to  "Why,  you  see  my  dear  fellow,  the  bars  of  mili- 
tary favour  are  very  unbending,  but  on  the  wool^'"  (as  he  always, 
called  whole),  "  Til  see  what  can  be  done  for  you  \  so  don't  leave^ 
town  till  you  hear  from  me ;  where  are  you?  eh?" 

"At  No.  —  Wilton  Street,"  said  Cecil,  putting  out  his  hand  as  he 
rose  to  depart. 

"Goodbye,  good  bye,'*  said  the  Colonel,  going  with  him  to  thtj 
door,  where  stretching  his  neck  into  the  passage,  his  adieu  termi- 
nated in  "  Ho !  Orderly,  take  this  up  to  the  Commander-in-Chiefs 
office,"  placing  a  large  official  packet  in  the  soldier's  hand,  and 
weaving  his  own  to  Cecil,  as  he  retraced  liis  steps  into  the  room^  and 
closed  the  door.  Formerly  he  would  have  accompanied  him  across 
the  court,  and  have  given  him  a  protocol  of  farewells  and  prolis- 
sions  at  the  last  gale,  but  ^  non  sum  qualis  eram,'  thought  he  \  and, 
how  could  he  expect  to  find  others  less  changed  than  himself.^ 

The  now  faint  hope  of  doing  something  for  his  brother  George, 
detained  him  three  weeks  longer  in  town  ^  and  having  resolved  upon 
a  visit  to  the  sister-kingdom,  he  determined  upon  distributing 
himself  among  his  relations,  and  therefore  selected  some  of  the 
Shropshire  Bubbles  for  his  first  experiment,  as  he  could  take  them 
^chemin  faisant.'  Accordinglf'he  dispatched  an  epistle  to  Sir  Ro- 
mulus Bubble,  Bart.,  of  Bubble  Hall,  Shropshire,  a  forty-fifth  cou- 
sin of  his  mother's,  duly  apprizing  him  of  his  intention,  to  which 
Ue  received  the  follc||png  answer  by  return  of  post : — 
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''To  Cecil  Bubble  Howabd,  Esq. 
'*No.  — Wilton  Street, 
"  Beigrave  Square, 

"London. 
"Dear  Cousin  Howard, 

"In  reply  (o  your's  of  yesterday,  I  have  to  say,  that  I  and 
Lady  B.  shall  be  happy  to  see  you  here  as  soon  as  suits  conve- 
nience, (your  convenience  understood),  as  well  your  cousins  Cosmo, 
Betsey,  and  Lucy,  also  their  uncle  and  aunts,  my  brothers  and 
sisters,  Marmaduke,  Lucretia,  and  Prudence.  Sorry  to  hear  of  your 
dreadful  accident,  hope  you  won't  be  the  worse  of  it  all  your  life ; 
glad,  however,  that  your  sister  is  going*  to  be  so  well  married, 
though  cork-legs  are  now  brought  to  such  exactness,  no  one  would 
ever  be  the  wiser  as  I'm  told.  Have  goodness  to  bring  me  the  last 
number  of  the  Sporting  Magazine,  and  si  guinea  cannister  of  Lun- 
dy foot's  Irish  Blackguard,  which  is  to  be  had  at  Pontefs  in  Pali- 
Mall. 

'^  Your  afifectionate  Cousin, 

''Romulus  Bubble. 

"1^.  S.  Dine  at  seven  precisely. 

"  P.  S.  Though  I  hope  no  pharisee,  I'm  certainly  not  a  scribe  as 
you'll  sec  •,  for,  on  looking  over  this,  I  find  I've  put  the  cork-leg  in 
the  wrong  place,  but  of  course  you'll  understand  its  meant  for  you, 
and  not  your  sister,  or  the  marriage." 

Had  this  precious  document  been  written  in  Hebrew,  it  would 
have  been  equally  intelligible  to  Cecil;  and  the  explanatory  post- 
script respecting  himself  and  the  cork-leg,  only  made  '  confusion 
worse  confounded  ;'  however,  the  part  he  did  understand,  namely, 
that  about  the  commissions,  he  lost  no  time  in  attending  to— -sa 
having  ordered  his  servant  Girouette  (who,  though  a  Frenchman 
and  a  fop,  would  not  forsl^e  him  in  his  fallen  fortunes),  to  lake 
places  in  the  Salopian  coach  for  the  next  morning,  he  sallied  forth 
to%tecule  the  worthy  Baronet's  commissions.  Just  as  be  was 
crossing  from  the  colonnade  of  the  Opera  to  go  to  Ponlet's,  Drag- 
glefac,  ''with  his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle,"  gallopped  past  him 
at  such  a  rate,  that  he  nearly  rode  over  him  -,  but  seeing  him,  or 
rather  two  very  pretty  women  getting  out  of  their  carriage  to  go 
into  a  shop,  he  pulled  up  with  an  "Ah,  my  dear  Howard,  delighted 
to  see  you.  Soiry  I've  been  unsuccessful  about  your  brother,"  (this 
was  his  first  intimation  of  the  fact.)  ^Tve  called  on  you  repeatedly 
at  Brookes's,  but  have  never  been  fortunate  enough  to  find  you." 

"  I  don't  live  at  Brookes's,"  said  Cecil  coldly,  and  fixing  his  eyes 
steadily  upon  him. 

"  Ah  true— well,  a— but  I've  not  been  very  #ell,"  said  this  vera- 
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cious  friend,  stroakiog  the  gold  lace  down  his  right  ieg^  Ibough  he 
he  had  met  him  on  an  average  three  times  a-^eek  riding  out  to 
Richmond,  **and  a — I — a  cou)d  not  get  as  far  as  your  end  of  the 
town." 

"Good  morning,  Colonel  Dragglefar,"  said  Cecil,  taking  off  his 
hai  in  the  most  respectful  raaaner,  as  he  turned  into  Pontet^s,  in 
quest  of  the  other  blackguard  specified  in  Sir  Romulus  Bubble's 
commission. 

On  his  return  home,  he  found  Girouctte  surrounded  by  a  chaos 
of  portmanteaus,  carpet-bags,  and  dressing-boxes,  perched  upon 
one  of  the  former,  mopping  his  forehead  with  a  silk  poekel-hand- 
kerchief,  and  looking  the  very  type  and  picture  of  desolation.  "Well 
Girouette,"  said  he,  "  have  you  taken  the  places  for  to-morrow  ? " 

"  Ah  yes,  I  lake  dem,  but  a— Monsieur  nevere  like  him ! " 

"Like  who?"  said  Cecil. 

"  Dal  vieille  canaille  de  coach. " 

"  Why?"  enquired  his  master,  endeavouring  not  to  laugh. 

"  Ah  bah!  c'est  une  chose  ridicule  m^me  k  voir.  No  reading 
lamp,  no  mani^re  de  faireune  dormeuse. — ^No,  noting  tall." 

"  As  to  that,  Girouette,"  said  he  soothingly,  "  one  cannot 
expect  a  public  conveyance  to  be  either  as  convenient  or  as  com- 
fortable as  one's  own  carriage." 

"Ah  yes,  dere  it  is  comfortable  comfortable;  et  ce  maudit 
coach,  he  know  noting  tall  bout  comfortable;"  and  hero  poor 
Girouette  recommenced  folding  and  unfolding  divers  and  sundry 
waistcoats  and  pairs  of  stockings  which  lay  macadamized  about  the 
room—- lightening  his  labours  with  a  few  half  muttered  ^  sacres,' 
which  burst  into  audible  thunder  at  some  half-dozen  succes^|AL, 
knocks  at  the  dressing-room  door — all  of  which  heralded  iff  l^fft 
parallelogramish  bluish  paper  letters,  branded  with  the  dim  in- 
signia of  red  and  yellow  wafers,  which  instead  of  handing  to  hia 
master,  he  pettishly  threw  upon  the  table. 

"  Who  are  those  letters  for? "  said  Cecil. 

"  Pardon ,  Monsieur,  they  are  no  lellre  tall ,  dey  are  only  bills." 

"  I'm  afraid,"  said  he  smiling,  as  he  walked  over  to  the  talie, 
and  opened  them  one  after  another,  "  they  have  been  ordered  to 
lay  on  the  table  so  often  that  they  must  be  passed  at  last." 

"  Well ,  den ,  sairc ,  pass  dem  over  till  your  return  to  town." 

Ho  bad  idea  this,  but  like  many  other  fine  conceptions,  it  was 
admirable  in  theory,  with  the  slight  drawback  of  being  impracti- 
cable, t 

^'  I  have  no  time  just  no^^  the  hurry  of  packing,  for  meta- 
physics," thought  Cecil*,  Jflp  query,  did  Bishop  Berkeley,  or 
Kant,  ever  pay  a  bill? — I^PQ.  E.  D.— or  they  never  would  have 
raved  the  anti-reality  nonsense  they  did ;  for  when  one's  purse  be- 
coines  a  Republic,  and  one's  last  sovereign  has  quitted  the  ^  bel 
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reliro'  of  its  silken  domicile ,  in  the  discharge  of  some  odious  debt 
—how  touching  is  the  Ophelia-like  vacuity  of  that  purse!  to  look 
upon  it,  one  could  almost  fancy  we  heard  it  exclaim  with  Medora, 
^  It  is  no  dream  and  I  am  desolate ! '' 

Apropos  of  dreams,  having  to  rise  at  six  the  next  morning,  Cecil 
thought  it  as  well  to  go  to  bed  at  a  primitive  hour,  but  alas!  like 
the  hero  in  Lover's  charming  song  of  Molly  Carew  :  — 

<*  Tbere  was  no  use  at  all  in  his  going  to  bed. 
For  'twas  dreams  and  not  sleep  tbat  came  into  his  head." 

He  turned  and  tossed,  and  tossed  and  turned,  and  in  that  half- 
real  half-imaginary  phantasmagoria  which  passes  through  one's 
brain  between  sleeping  and  waking— at  one  moment  he  beheld 
Lord  John  Bubble  in  all  his  senatorial  dignity,  standing  up  in  his 
place  in  the  House,  advocating  the  rights  of  his  injured  country- 
men ;  and  proposing,  in  a  torrent  of  eloquence,  which  came  on 
his  sleeping  ear  like  the  sound  of  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  as  heard 
forty  miles  off— that  the  tax  be  taken  off  French  brandy,  and  laid 
upon  English  mouse-traps — ^^  heavy  Iiear,'  from  the  opposition 
benches,  whilst  a  murmur  of  disapprobation  arose  among  the  tail, 
and  Mr.  O'ConnelFs  voice  was  heard,  sweet  as  the  '^  first  flower  of 
the  earlh,"  and  clear  as  the  first  *^  jim  of  the  say,**  above  it  all, 
exclaiming  *'  Oh  murder,  murder,  he'll  be  at  the  rat-traps  next, 
and  that'll  be  contimpt  of  the  House.  Sure,  and  then  we'll  have  to 
divide  (no  great  matter  for  that,  to  be  sure,  as  I'll  still  govern),  but 
if  we've  to  take  the  sense  of  the  House,  what'll  we  do  then?  for  ^ex 
nihilo  nihil  fit;  for,  as  the  landlord  of  the  Grown  and  Py,  said  of 
VbSi  small-beer,  the  last  time  I  went  down  to  Derrynane,  ^Sure 
whafs  in  it  is  out.' "  Slill  Lord  John's  eloquence  flowed  "  on  and 
on  for  ever,"  like  the  mighty  torrent  already  alluded  to,  and  still 
bis  right  hand  thumped  with  convincing  effect  the  table-rock  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  while  his  ample  shirt-coUar  rising  like  the 
white  cliffs  of  his  native  isle,  far  above  his  ears,  seemed  to  give  a 
broad  and  decisive  negative  to  any  modern  Marc  Antony  who  should 
asl  him  to  ^^  lend  him  his  ears."  But  lo!  '^  a  change  came  o'er 
the  spirit  of  his  dream " — St.  Stephen's  vanished,  Lord  John's 
voice  was  hushed,  and  Cecil  himself  was  bounding  about  a  smooth 
green  ^'  plaisaunce"  with  Betsey  Bubble,  whose  hands  he  thought 
were  red—but  oh  her  nose  was  redder.  Lucy  was  thumping  Sir  Ro- 
ger Be  Coverly  on  a  spinet ;  and  Lady  Bubble,  a  sort  of  tableau- 
vivant  of  the  dbme  of  St.  Paul's — her  face  being  the  cross  on  the 
top  of  it,  was  playing  piquet  with  an  umbrella-like  looking  old 
gentleman  by  the  fire;  which,  strange  to  say,  with  the  spinet, 
formed  part  of  the  alfresco  paraphernalia  of  Bubble  Hall,  as  repre- 
sented in  his  dream.  Presently  Sir  Romulus  himself  entered.  His 
^  abord'  was  pie-bald  with  awe  and  affability  :  he  advanced^^Ho- 
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ward  advanced — he  extended  his  hand,  Cecil  extended  his,  and 
grasped— an  enormous  cork-leg ! — this  was  loo  much!  He  awoke 
with  a  start,  and  found  Girouette  shivering  by  his  bed-side,  telling 
him  that  the  sun  had  risen,  and  it  was  time  he  should  follow  his 
example,  as  the  Rocket  coach  started  at  six. 

"  Starts  at  six  does  it?"  said  he,  starling  with  horror,  as  he 
jumped  out  of  bed  and  began  his  hasty  toilet. 

Arrived  at  the  While  Horse  Cellar,  Cecil  looked  in  vain  for  one 
of  those  pretty,  interesting,  mysterious,  and  captivating  looking 
young  ladies,  who  invariably  form  one  of  the  passengers  of  every 
mail-coach  in  a  novel- — ^but  alas  !  he  only  saw  a  very  fat  lady  in  a 
snuff-coloured  clolh  pelisse,  the  waist  of  which  resembled  "the 
soul  of  wit,"  inasmuch  as  that  brevity  was  its  chief  cliarasterislic. 
Her  head-gear  consisted  of  what  (he  has  since  learned  from  Sally 
the  house-maid  at  Bubble  Hall),  is  called  a  Tuscan  straw-bonnet, 
and  black  lace  veil  5  her  capillary  ornamentsi  were  a  few  mangy 
looking  dun-coloured  ringlets,  ycieped  by  ladies  on  the  other  side 
Temple  Bar,  '  a*  front  5' — her  eyes  were  a  lightish  green,  some- 
thing like  badly  bottled  gooseberries,  to  which  her  ample  and  peony 
tinged  cheeks,  formed  a  glowing  contrast,  rising  rampant  as  they 
did  on  either  side  of  a  nose,  not  unlike  a  white- washed  ace  of  clubs ; 
k^her  under  lip,  notwithstanding  it  projected  like  the  spout  of  a  but- 
ter-boat, was  nevertheless  ecHpsed  by  the  upper  one,  which  had 
two  long  buttress-like  teeth  to  prop  it  up  or  rather  out — her  wrists 
were  protected  against  the  morning  air  by  a  pair  of  buff  worsted 
*'  conaforters,'*  which  forming  a  border  as  it  were  to  her  fresh,  red, 
raw,  damp-looking  fat  hands,  gave  them  the  exact  appearance  of  a^ 
nice  tender  beef-steak  just  severed  from  the  rear  of  a  defunct  ox  * 
in  Mr.  Giblet's  shop ;  while  the  thick  aud  tightly  laced  black  leather 
boots  in  whieh  her  feet  were  ensconced,  evinced  that  feline  anli- 
palhy  lo  wet  feel,  which  most  of  the  biped  portion  of  the  tribe 
have  in  common  with  their  quadruped  peers.  A  flat,  narrow,  and 
high  covered  basket,  a  green  cotton  umbrella,  and  a  short  stumpy 
appIC'puddiMfcfaced  boy,  with  a  white  night-cap  surmounted  by  a 
brown  bealr  hat,  secured  to  his  head  by  the  protecting  medium 
of  a  pink  and  while  cross-barred  collon  pocket-handkerchief, 
seemed  the  peculiar  care  of  this  "  interesting  female,"  as  the  police^' 
reports  have  it,  in  cases  of  infanticide.  Just  as  he  arrived,  the 
guard  was  in  the  act  of  shampooing  the  Tat  lady  into  the  coach, 
while  the  coachman  was  bawling  out,  "I  say,  Marm,  that  ere 
basket  of  happles  can  never  go  hinside,  unless  so  be  as  the  young 
gemman  likes  to  go  houtside,  for  there  haint  no  room  for  il, 
haint  indeed." 

"Ho!  dear,  ho!  dear,"  said  the  fat  lady  almost  retrograding, 
to  the  frustration  of  the  guard's  long  and  arduous  labours,  ^^ho! 
dear,  my  James  can  nwer  go  for  to  ride  houtside.   What  would 
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Mrs.  Whabble  and  the  Major  «ay,  if  Ihey  heerd  on  it?  for  poor 
dear  child  he's  so  delicate  like,  and  haint  been  used  to  no  such 
thing/* 

^'  Yel  then,  marm/'  responded  John,  with  a  chuckle  at  his  own 
wit,  as  he  shoved  the  basket  of  apples  on  the  top  of  the  coach. 
'*  the  happles  wont  take  no  hurt  from  a  little  fresh  hair;  cause  vy  ? 
they  been  used  to  be  houtside  passengers/*  This  important  mailer 
being  arranged,  and  '^  James'*  having  been  slowed  by  the  side  of  the 
fat  lady  (who  from  the  reverential  fears  expressed  by  her  of  Mrs. 
Whabble  and  the  Major,  was  evidenlly  not  the  maternal  perpetrator 
of  the  night-capped  youth),  Cecil  turned  to  reconnoitre  his  other 
^  compagnon  de  voyage,*  who  was  patiently  wailing  his  turn  to  gel 
into  the  coach.  He  was  a  tall,  dingy,  bilious-looking  man,  of 
about  six-and-twenly,  who,  judging  by  his  unshorn  chin  and  ebony- 
tipped  nails,  laboured  under  a  sort  of  personal  hydrophobia ;  a 
iong  French  cloak  was  flung  over  his  left  shoulder,  while  a  large 
anchor  of  brilliants,  attached  by  a  chain  to  an  ample  heart,  of  the 
same  costly  gems,  transtixed  with  an  arrow  (which  gave  it  much  the 
appearance  of  a  plump  widgeon  ready  skewered  for  the  spit), 
adorned  a  rather  Ethiopian  looking  shirt  ^  under  his  arm  was  a 
bright  purple  silk  umbrella,  with  a  pink  border,  carefully  pro- 
tected by  a  cover  of  the  same  ^  in  his  right  hand  was  what  (if  we 
<;ould  have  suspected  a  man  of  his  appearance  of  such  a  thing),  would 
have  been  taken  for  a  dressing-box.  Seeing  a  large  brass  plate  upon 
it,  Cecil  could  not  resist  reading  the  following  inscription  : ''  Waller 
Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson,  Esq.  M.  C.  B.  W.  NewYork." 
While  he  was  puzzling  his  brain  to  know  what  the  M.  C.  and  B.  W. 
could  possibly  mean,  and  just  as  he  was  deciding  that  M.  C.  stood 
godfather  to  master  of  the  ceremonies  all  the  world  over,  Mr.  Wal- 
ter Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson  put  down  the  box  in  question, 
and  withdrew  from  a  fob,  deep,  dark  (and  it  might  be  dangerous) 
as  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  a  blue  enamel  watch,  set  round  v/ith  pearls, 
the  watch  itself  being  about  the  size  in  diameter  and  flatness  of 
a  breakfast  plate.  Instead  of  the  ordinary  black  Roman  numbers, 
which  designate  the  hours,  they  were  allegorically,  poetically,  and 
tastefully  represented  by  small  roses,  and  ''Forget-me-nols," 
wreathed  into  figures  on  the  showy  dial  plate ;  in  the  centre  of  which, 
in  plain  unadorned  black  copperplate,  stood  the  following  announce- 
ment : — 

John  Scraggs,  Maker, 
Philadelphia. 

This  beautiful  touch  of  siraplicily,  in  the  midst  of  so  much  mag- 
nificence, could  not  fail  to  remind  one  of  the  story  of  the  eastern 
king,  who  caused  a  triumphal  arch  of  the  utmost  splendor  to  be 
built,  whereon  was  emblazoned  his  name  and  his  achievements ! 
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But  lo !  Ibe  tide  of  ages  swept  over  it,  the  splendor  vanished,  and 
dust  was  in  its  stead  ^  but,  within  the  keystone  of  (he  areh,  appeared, 
what  the  pomp  of  its  former  greatness  had  hitherto  concealed ,  the 
name  of  the  architect,  in  small  deep  unoblAisive  letters.  So,  thought 
Cecil,  will  it  be  with  Mr.  Walter  Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson's 
watch,  when  its  flowers  shall  have  faded,  "  as  fade  they  must;" 
and  when  its  glories  shall  have  passed  away,  then  shall  the  name 
(hallowed  by  the  classic  touch  of  time)of  JohnScraggs  alone  stand 
forth  to  tell  of  the  mighty  things  that  were !  There  is  no  know- 
ing to  what  altitudes  such  a  sublime  train  of  thought  might  have  led 
him,  had  not  Mr.  Walter  Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson,  at  that 
moment  having  finished  winding  his  beautiful  parterre  of  a  watch, 
and  replunged  it  into  its  broad-cloth  abyss,  accosted  him  with  much 
nasal  dulcetness  in  the  following  words :  — "  Are  you  part  of  our 
fare,  sir,  cause  I  calculate  we're  full  late  as  it  is,  so  you'd  better  get 
in,  unless  you  are  going  outside." 

Cecil  having  proclaimed  his  destination  to  be  inside,  he  made 
way  for  Mr.  Walter  Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson  to  enter  the 
vehicle ;  but  he  with  equal  consideration  and  good-breeding  gave 
place  to  him,  which  was  an  additional  corroboration  in  his  mind, 
of  his  being  a  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  with  whom,  as  he  once 
heard  an  old  lady  at  Margate  remark,  "  manners  is  e\ferything*^ 
So  in  he  got,  followed  by  Simpson  and  Co.  that  is,  himself,  his 
watch,  his  diamond  shirt  anchorage,  his  brass-plated  box,  and  his 
cerulean  umbrella.  The  fat  lady  was  busily  employed  in  tugging  at 
Master  Whabble's  nose,  with  a  thick  cotton  pocket-handkerchief, 
which  had  other  military  symptoms  about  it  besides  being  scarlet, 
for  it  had  evident  marks  .of  having  been  for  some  lime  on  active 
service.  After  every  blow.  Master  Whabble  impartially  divided  his 
attentions  between  a  large  Bath  bun  that  he  held  in  his  right  hand, 
and  a  large  green  apple  that  graced  his  left  \  and  the  considerate  fat 
lady  filled  up  the  interstices  by  cramming  lumps  of  Spanish  liquo- 
rice into  his  mouth — announcing  as  she  did  so,  that  it  was  the  best 
possible  thing  for  a  cold  -,  while  the  liquorice  oozing  out  of  the  coiv 
ners  of  his  mouth,  ^^  cast  a  browner  honour"  over  his  already 
lachrymose  face.  A  negative  turn  of  the  head  on  the  part  of  the  for- 
tunate youth,  had  just  given  his  fat  friend  unequivocally  to  under-* 
stand  that  he  "  could  no  more  j"  Mr.  Waller  Scott  Byron  Wash- 
ington Simpson  had  buttoned  the  last  button  of  his  bran-new  and 
most  respectable  spinach-green  surtout ;  Cecil  had  pulled  down  the 
moleskin  ears  of  his  green-velvet  travelling  cap,  and  all  things 
seemed  ready  for  their  departure,  when  Girouette  opened  the 
coach-door,  leading  poor  Bruno,  a  large  black  blood-hound  of  his 
master's,  by  a  silk  handkerchief,  and  thrusting  his  head  into  the 
vehicle,  extended  his  hand  with  an  inviting  air  to  Master  Whabble, 
while  he  addressed  the  fat  lady  in  the  blandest  tones  to  the  followlhg 
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effect :  — ''  If  de  lillle  bon  homme  wil  come  on  de  lop,  it  will  fae 
more  '  agr6able'  to  Monsiear  to  haye  de  dog  inside."  Tlie  substance 
of  this  speech  had  to  be  repeated  twice,  before  the  fat  lady  could 
prevail  upon  herself  to  comprehend  that  such  an  inhuman  proposi- 
tion could  be  addressed  to  her ;  however,  at  length  closing  her  lips, 
as  nearly  as  her  teeth  would  allow,  in  order  to  open  them  again, 
with  a  torrent  of  abuse  upon  poor  Girouette,  she  (hus  began  : 
"  Why  did  I  ever  I  veil  such  a  piece  of  hinsolence  I  never  heerd 
on  in  hall  my  born  days^  but  all  them  furrineers  is  the  most  hun- 
natteralist  houllandishe$:t  creturs  as  hever  vas,  for  to  go  for  to  (urn 
hout  a  christian  to  make  room  for  a  dum  hanimal  has  haint  paid 
for  his  place  nor  nolhink — but  its  plain  to  see,  munseer,  as  you 
haint  no  nature,  or  children,  or  wife,  or  nolhink."  Here  the  elo- 
quent speaker  was  compelled  to  pause  for  want  of  breath ;  but  true 
to  her  charge,  she  kept  a  convulsive  grasp  of  Master  Whabble's 
shoulder. 

"  Why  no,"  said  Girouelle,  with  the  most  provoking  calmness, 
as  he  pushed  Bruno  into  the  coach,  '^  I  have  not  got  no  natural 
children,  but  for  a  wife,  yes^  I  have  been  married  dese  ten  year; 
my  wife  is  dirty  (thirty),  and  I  am  dirty  two." 

^' Oh!  as  to  that,"  said  (he  fat  lady,  '^  I  haint  no  doubt  whatever 
of  you  and  your  wife  both  being  dirty,  for  hall  you  furrineers  his 
nasty  filthy  creturs." 

Here  she  gave  a  practical  illustration  of  the  superiority  of  English 
cleanliness,  by  another  tug  at  Master  Whabble's  nose,  with  the 
antique  Tyrian  purple  handkerchief  aforesaid.  As  soon  as  the  con- 
vulsion of  laughter  Cecil  was  in  would  allow  him  to  speak,  he  in- 
terfered, commanding  Girouette  to  take  Bruno  oulside  with  him, 
and  leave  Master  Whabble  in  unmolested  possession  of  the  place  he 
had  paid  for.  Mr.  Walter  Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson,  at  the 
same  time  turning  to  him,  and  observing,  as  he  pantomimically 
washed  his  hands,  ''Well  sir,  I  think  you've  done  the  right,  thing, 
for  we  gentlemen  must  not  allow  the  ladies  to  be  annoyed  in  any  way 
we  can  prevent.  I  hope,  ma'am,  my  legs  are  not  in  your  way?" 
continued  he,  addressing  the  fat  lady  with  a  graceful  jerk  of  the 
knees,  which  Cecil  thought  could  only  belong  to  the  master  of  Ihc 
ceremonies  at  New  York. 

''Oh  dear  no,  not  at  all, 'sir,  by  no  means,"'  responded  the  fal 
lady,  "  I  have  been  so  used  to  Mr.  Jinks,  my  usband's  legs,  which 
is  so  terrible  long,  that  I  thinks  nolhink  of  any  one  helses." 

Peace  being  restored  through  "the  polite  attentions,"  or  as 
Mrs.  Jinks 'expressed  it,  the  genteel  behaviour  of  Mr.  Walter  Scott 
Byron  Washington  Simpson •,  and  the  "all  right"  of  Ihe  guard 
having  been  answered  by  the  crack  of  the  coachman's  whip,  the 
party  at  length  found  themselves  '  en  route.' 

Cecil  was  lost  in  a  reverie,  painting  the  Miss  Bubbles  in  the  co- 
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lours  of  his  imagination. — Belsy  he  had  dashed  in,  in  good  broad 
touches,  as  a  brown  bouncing  dairy -maid-looking  girl  ^ — ^Lucy  was 
iSilU  Tair,  and  sentimental,  with  those  half  soft,  half  sparkling  play- 
the-d— 1  kind  of  eyes,  which  always  convey  Jo  one  the  idea  of 
nalure's  having  paused  over  their  creation,  uncertain  whether  their 
possessor  should  be  a  victim  or  a  vixen  \  and  budding  and  blooming 
like  a  moss  rose  in  June,  all  blushes,  dimples,,  and  timidity.  He  was 
just  giving  the  last '  piquante'  turn  to  her  nose,*when  he  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  nasal  tones  of  Mr.  Walter  Scolt  Byron  Washington 
Simpson's  voice  propounding  the  following  query: — "Going  all 
Ihe  way  to  Ireland,  sir,  or  only  going  as  far  as  Shropshire?'' 
Recollecting  Benjamin  Franklin's  grand  junction  preventive  safety- 
valve  for  Yankee  curiosity,  he  adopted  it,  by  responding  in  a  clear 
and  audible  voice, 

^'I  live  in  Wilton-street  when  in  London;  I  am  not  going  (o 
Ireland  at  present,  but  intend  doing  so  eventually ;  to-day  I  go  no 
further  than  Bubble  Hall,  in  Shropshire,  on  a  visit  to  a  relation  of 
miner 

"Oh  indeed,  sir!"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  evidently  disappointed  that 
he  had  not  been  allowed  transatlantically  to  acquire  this  important 
intelligence  by  interrogatory  instalments ;  and  then  ensued  a  pause 
of  some  minutes,  when  Simpson  resumed,* — "  This  is  my  first  visit 
to  Europe,  sir,  and  I  confess  I  am  much  surprised  at  the  freedom 
and  immorality  of  Europeyan  (vulgo  European)  manners." 

"Bad  enough,  certainly,"  agreed  Cecil. 

"  Then  Fm  also  greatly  surprised  at  the  effeminacy  of  English 
gentlemen  ; — you'll  excuse  me,  sir,  but  I  mean  in  high  life.''  (!) 

"  I  cannot  coincide  in  that  opinion,"  replied  Cecil,  "for  I 
think  manliness  of  character  and  bearing  is  almost  the  only  an- 
cestral virtue  left  to  us ;  but  what  is  it,  may  I  ask,  that  has  im- 
pressed you  with  such  an  unfavourable  idea  of  us?" 

"  Oh  sir,"  responded  Mr.  Simpson,  still  politely  taking  the 
utmost  pains  to  exclude  Cecil  from  the  upper  classes ;  "  I  only  mean 
those  chaps  in  the  fashionable  world ;  for  what  can  be  more  effemi- 
nate than  shaving  every  day,  and  dressing  for  dinner?" 

With  difficulty  preventing  himself  from  laughing  outright,  Mr. 
Howard  ventured  to  suggest,  that  according  to  his  notions,  there 
could  not  well  be  a  more  unfeminine  proceeding  than  that  of 
shaving,  but  his  Yankee  opponent  was  not  to  be  bearded  out  of  his 
opinion.  Curiosity  certainly  must  be  infectious,  for  Cecil  was 
waxing  exceedingly  anxious  to  know  the  exact  meaning  of  the 
mystic  letters  inscribed  upon  Mr.  Simpson's  dressing  box,  or  what- 
ever box  it  was  he  held  upon  his  knee  5  but  not  having  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  born  at  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  he  was 
Tainly  endeavouring  to  hit  upon  an  expedient  whereby  he  might 
appease  his  curiosity,  when  Master  Whabble,  for  the  first  time, 


14  THE   BUDGET  OF 

fayoured  them  wilh  the  sound  of  his  voice,  by  saying >  as  he 
crammed  (he  last  lump  of  apple  into  his  mouth,  and  pointing  ^wilb 
hts  thereby  vacant  hand  lo  Mr.  Simpson's  box, — 

"I  say,  gran  ma,  what  do  them  letters  mean?" 

^'My  dear  James,  niver  pint,''  said  the  Chesterfleldian  Mrs. 
Jinks,  without  even  attempting  to  convey  to  her  grandson  Ibe 
knowledge  for  which  he  was  thirsting;  "it  haint  genteel;  but 
I'm  sure,  sir,  you're  too  purlite  not  to  hexcuse  him?" 

Simpson  nodded  assent;  while  James  returned  to  (he  charge,  by 
reiterating  in  his  former  contralto  drawl,  "Yes,  but  I  say,  what  are 
them  letters  though?" 

"  Those  letters,  my  little  man,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  with  the  most 
winning  affability,  "  those  letters  after  my  name,  stand  for,  Mem- 
ber of  Congress,  Broadway,  New  York; — Walter  Scott  Byron 
Washington  Simpson,  Member  of  Congress,  Broadway,  New  York." 

"  Oh !"  grunted  James,  evidently  no  wiser  than  he  had  been  be- 
fore, as  he  leant  his  head  on  Mrs.  Jinks's  shoulder,  and  returnedj 
tenderly  and  confidingly  into  his  left  hand  the  only  thing  on  the' 
world  that  he  did  seem  to  understand,  namely,  the  Bath  bun,  whichi 
he  had  been  previously  discussing.  From  the  moment  Cecil  Howard 
discovered  the  interesting  fact  of  Mr.  Simpson's  being  a  member 
of  Congress,  the  conversation  became  political ;  Mr.  Walter  Scott 
Byron  Washington  Simpson  lauding  a  republic  beyond  every  other 
form  of  government,  and  stoutly  rehiting  Cecil's  objection,  thai! 
some  nations  were  essentially  anti-republican  in  their  feeling.        | 

"No,  sir,  no,"  said  Mr.  Simpsbn,  emphatically  thumping  thel 
large  square  box  on  hts  lap;  "  I  will  never  believe  that  a  republic 
is  not  the  natural  order  of  things ;  why  the  very  birds  of  the  air  give 
us  an  example  of  this ;  storks,  for  instance,  will  only  live  in  repub- 
lics or  free  states." 

"  I  am  aware,"  said  Cecil,  "  that  this  was  an  old  notion,  contrived! 
to  advance  the  opinion  of  popular  policies ;  and,  from  antipathies 
in  nature,  to  disparage  monarchical  governments ;  but  that  therq 
was  no  truth  in  these  assertions,  I  think  may  be  clearly  proved ;  for 
instance,  Pliny  assures  us,  that  among  the  Thessajians,  who  were 
governed  by  kings,  and  much  abounded  with  serpents,  it  was  no 
less  than  capital  to  kill  a  stork;  and  that  the  ancient  Egyptians  ho- 
noured them,  whose  government  was  from  all  times  monarchical. 
Bellonius,  too,  asserts  that  the  Gauls  used  to  make  nests  for  them  ] 
besides,  in  Persia  and  Turkey  they  abound  5  and  even  Jeremiah 
speaks  thus  to  his  countrymen,  whose  government  was  at  that  time 
monarchical  :  'The  stork  in  the  heavon  knowelh  her  appointed 
times;'  all  of  which,  I  think,  proves  beyond  dispute,  that  storks, 
as  well  as  statesmen,  may  flourish  under  a  monarchical  govern- 
ment." 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  gracefully  drawing  the  back  o| 
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his  hand  aeross  his  nose,  '^  you've  got  a-head  of  me  there  I  confess ; 
and  I  suppose  the  fable  of  king  Log  and  king  Stork  had  its  origin 
in  the  facts  you  have  just  adduced,''  coiftinued  he,  chuckling  at 
what  he  thought  a  keen  and  brilliant  piece  of  satire  ^  ^^but  in  litera- 
ture, sir,  in  literature,  it  is  different  -,  genius  can't,  and  won't  be 
fettered,  for  which  reason  you  hear  of  the  republic  of  letters,  and 
not  the  kingdom  of  letters.''* 

'^l  rather  suspect,"  rejoined  Cecil,  smiling,  ^^  Hood's  derivation 
of  th9t  phrase  is  the  true  one." 

"What  may  that  be,  sir?"  asked  Mr.  Simpson. 

*^  Why  that  it  is  called  the  republic  <rf  letters,  because  authors 
are  such  poor  devils,  that  they  have  not  a  sovereign  amongst 
them." 

Mr.  Simpson  was  bent  upon  supporting  his  dignity;  conse- 
quently, instead  of  the  laugh  Cecil  expected,  he  assumed  a  most 
owMike  gravity,  and  waving  the  subject  altogether,  after  rum- 
maging for  some  lime  in  his  right-hand  waistcoat  pocket,  he  with- 
drew from  it  a  large  round  copper  medal,  which  he  handed  to  his 
companion,  saying, — 

**A  beautiful  thing,  sir,  is  it  not?" 

In  the  centre  of  the  medal  stood  a  lion,  with  a  tail  that  looked  as 
if  it  had  discovered  the  longitude;  over  him  was  the  following  in- 
scription : 

MY  STRENGTH  IS  IN   MY 

the  Greek  word  for  tail ;  while  round  this  beautiful  and  truly  origi- 
nal device,  was  a  border  of  round  spots  and  shamrocks. 

'^  What  may  it  allude  to?"  inquired  Cecil. 

''The  reverse  side  will  tell  you,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Simpson, 
waving  his  hand  with  great  dignity ;  and  accordingly  he  turned  Ihe 
medal,  and  read  the  following  inscription  : — 

TO  DANIEL  (VCOSNELL, 

THB    GREATEST    MAN    OF    THE   AGE, 

THE  AGITATOR  OF  IRELAND 

AND   THE   RULER   OF   ENGLAND; 

THIS   TRIBUTE  OF 

ESTEEM  AND  APPROBATION 

IS  INSCRIBED 

BY   TWENTY    AMERICAN    6BNTLSMEN ! 

Never  did  mortal  run  so  great  a  risk  of  being  choked  by  sup- 
pressed laughter,  as  did  Cecil  H(^ard,  after  the  perusal  of  this 
grandiloquent  inscription,  terminating  in  twenty  American  gentle- 
men! for  he  could  not  help  applying  to  it  Horace  Walpole's  cri- 
tique upon  '^VHonn^te  Criminel:"  ''Mais  cequeje  trouved6- 
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lectable^  c'est  le  langage,  qui  est  partout  dun  prosaKque  bas,  et 
m^me  rampant."  Bdt  burying  his  face  wittiin  (he  friendly  folds  of 
his  pocket  handkerchieC^  he  at  length  ventured  to  ask  what  the 
round  spots  between  the  shamrocks  might  signify  ? 

^^  That,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Simpson  triumphantly,  ^'  is  the  most 
beautiful  part  of  the  design ;  it  is  a  complimentary  allusion  to 
Mr.  O'ConnelFs  favourite  quotation  of  *  First  flower  of  the  earth, 
and  first  gem  of  the  sea  :'  the  allusion  is  this,  sir,  that  the.  Sham- 
rock is  the  first  flower  of  the  earth ;  and  those  round  spots  are 
meant  for  pearls,  which  are  unquestionably  the  first,  and  indeed, 
I  believe,  the  only  gems  of  the  sea ;  for  coral  can  scarcely  be  called 
a  gem,  and  those  that  have  got  to  the  bottom  of  it  by  shipwrecks, 
of  course  don't  count.*' 

This  was  too  much  ]  and  Cecil  was  compelled  to  put  his  head 
out  of  the  window  and  laugh  at  his  ease ;  when  he  drew  it  in 
again,  Mr.  Simpson  had  replaced  the  medal ; — ^and  Mrs.  Jinks  was 
gently  chiding  Master  Wbabble  for  kicking  the  flat  square  basket 
which  reclined  at  his  feet ;  and  then  turning  to  Mr.  Simpson,  her 
face  glowing  with  virtuous  indignation,  she  exclaimed, — 

''I  must  say,  sir,  begging  your  pardon,  they  can  have  but  very 
little  sense  in  Amerrykey,  to  be  giving  of  medals  to  sich  a  feller 
as  Ho'Connell,  the  most  desperatest,  deceivingest  Radical  as  ever 
was ;  Fve  no  patience  with  him,  I  can't  a  bear  his  very  name;  no 
wonder  them  poor  hignorant  Hirish  goes  on  cutting  heach  bother's 
throats,  when  sich  a  feller  as  that  leads  them  by  the  nose  *, — no,  no, 
as  my  son-in-law.  Major  Wabble,  says,  king  and  country  is  my 
motter,  or  queen  and  country  I  'spose  it  is  now  ;  but  dear,  dear,  to 
think  if  the  major  know'd  of  Ho'Gonnell  getting  a  medal,  Hi'me 
sure  he'd  never  wear  his  own  Waterloo  or  Talewera  medal  again ; 
— James,  my  love,  don't  ee  kick  that  ere  basket  so,  there's  a  good 
feller." 

*'  Why,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Simpson  with  a  smile  of  pitying 
contempt,  ''  I  am  sorry  to  differ  from  the  ladies  whenever  it  can 
be  avoided,  but  in  this  instance,  I  must  say  I  differ  '  in  toto;'  and 
I  think,  if  you  live  lo  eat  a  few  more  Christmas  dinners,  so  will 
you ; — for  as  oue  of  our  great  American  poets  beautifully  ob- 
serves— 

*  A  yellow  stream  of  golden  light  now  floods  the  world.' " 

''I  don't  know  if  it  is  a  yellow  stream  of  golden  light,"  said 
Cecil,  "  but  a  yellow  stream  of  something  certainly  floods  the 
coach-,  for  look  here,"  continued  he,  lifting  up  the  corner  of 
Mr.  Simpson's  long  spinach-colfured  vestment,  which  was  dabbled 
in  a  saffron  tide. 

"Oh  dear!  oh  dear!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jinks,  *'if  you  haint  a 
broke  all  them  new  heggs,  James,  as  hi  was  a  taking  to  your  poor 
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ma*, — dear  sir!  Hi'me  so  sorry,  but  your,  coat  won't  bo  nothink 
the  worse  if  you'll  let  me  rub  it  a  bit  ? " 

Here  tbe  handkerchief  that  had  been  so  indefatigably  active  and 
zealous  in  the  service  of  James'  nose,  was  stretched  out  for  the  pur^ 
pose^  but  even  Mr.  Simpson,  with  all  his  transatlantic  notions  of 
freedom,  and  prejudices  in  favour  of  a  community  of  goods,  shrank 
from  the  contamination  of  its  touch,  a9  he  vented  his  »pleen  with 
— '^  Well!  I'  ve  heard  of  coals  to  Newcastle,  but  I  never  before 
heard  of  taking  eggs  from  Londion  to  the  country ! '' 

^'Oh!  law,  sir,  my  Jane,  like  myself,  was  born  in  Luunun,  and 
she  never  fancies  heggs  nor  jiothink  else  good  hout  of  Lunnun ; 
but,  indeed,  sir,  Hi'me  sorry  for  your  coat.  James,  my  dear,  I  was 
afear'd  you'd  break  'em  a  kicking  of  the  basket  so,  but  tell  the 
gentleman  as.  you're  sorry  for  it,  and  don't  cry,  don't  ee,  there's  a 
dear.  I  knew  no  good  would  come  of  talking  of  that  feller  Ho' 
Conneli,"  muttered  Mrs.  Jinks,  as  she  mopped  up  '^  the  golden 
flood"  with  the  handkerchief  of  all  work. 
'^  Pooh !  what  a  smell ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Simpson* 
'*  'There  is  something  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark, '"  said 
Howard,  opening  the  window  to  let  in  a  little  fresh  air. 

''  Egzacly,'  cried  Mrs.  Jinks,  "  that's  jist  what  the  msgor  always 
says  ( out  of  some  play-book,  you  know,  sir)  whenever  he  reads  of 
Ho'Connell's  goings  hon  in  the  noosepapersc" 

Mr.  Simpson,  as  much  to  put  an  end  to  Mrs.  Jinks's  animad- 
versions on  Ho'Gonnell,  as  to  evince  his  forgiving  spirit,  turned  to 
Master  Whabble  with  Utopian  benevolence,  begging  he  would  dry 
his  tears,  as  his  coal  was  of  no  consequence. 

^'  I  haint  crying  about  your  coat,''  responded  that  amiable  youth, 
^'  I'm  crying  for  ma's  eggs,  for  I  know  she'd  have  given  me  five 
shillings  for  remembering  them,"  and  so  saying,  he  turned  his 
right  shoulder  full  in  Mr.  Simpson's  face  ^  but  philanthropy  like 
his  was  not  to  be  vanquished  by  a  cold  shoulder  -,  therefore,  resum.  - 
ing  with  a  seraphic  smile,  he  said, 

^^  Come,  my  little  man,  let  us  see  if  you  and  I  can't  find  out 
something." 

^'  What?"  drawled  Master  Whabble,  half  turning  his  face  round 
with  a  conflicting  expression  of  sulk  and  curiosity. 

'^  Why,  suppose  now,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  making  a  pendulum 
of  the  fore-finger  of  his  right  hand  against  the  thumb  of  his  left, 
''  suppose  Queen  Anne  had  given  500/.  among  her  soldiers  that 
were  wounded  at  the  battle  of  Hochsted,  and  that  there  were  in  alt 
three  hundred  men  •,  that  is,  two  hundred  and  seventy-five  privates, 
twelve  Sergeants,  three  Ensigns,  four  Lieutenants,  and  two  Cap- 
tains, and  that  each  Sergeant  had  three  limes  as  much  as  a  private, 
each  Ensign  five  times  as  much,  each  Lieutenant  seven  times  as 
muchv  and  a  Captain  nine  times  as  mUch,  how  much  would  each 
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of  Ihem  have  had,  ch? ''  asked  Mr.  Simpson,  who,  like  Sir  Renelm 
Digby,  seemed  a  ''  gentleman  absolute  in  all  numbers/* 

No  answer  from  Master  Whabble,  but  his  eyes  and  mouth  opened 
wide  and  vacantly,  after  the  fashion  of  a  galvanized  corpse. 

''  Weil,  then,"  resumed  Mr.  Simpson,  '^  I  think  it  must  be  this 
way.  Suppose  each  private  soldier  had  IZ.,  then  the  number  of 
them  being  two  hundred  and  seventy-nine,  they  must  have  had 
2792.  amongst  them,  the  twelve  Sergeants  86/.,  the  three  Ensigns 
15/.,  the  four  Lieutenants  28/.,  and  the  two  Captains  24/.;  now  all 
this  makes  but  382/.,  and  it  should  have  made  500/. ;  therefore  say 
by  a  rule  of  three  if  382/.  are  derived  from  one,  whence  are  derived 
500/.  ?  and  you  will  find  777  or  1/.  6s.  H  for  each  soldier's  share, 
which  being  known,  all  the  rest  is  easily  known." 

Here  Mr.  Simpson  paused,  stroking  his  chin  most  complacently. 
Cecil  DO  longer  wondered  at  the  frequent  use  the  Americans  make 
of  the  phrase  '^  I  calculate ;''  but  this  arithmetical  problem,  which 
Mr.  Simpson  had  solved  so  much  to  his  own  satisfaction,  seemed 
to  have  a  very  different  effect  upon  Master  Whabble,  for,  bursting 
into  a  roar  of  crying,  his  face  was  again  hid  upon  Mrs.  Jinks's 
shoulder. 

'^  James,  my  love,  James,  what  his  the  matter?  the  gentleman 
was  only  trying  in  the  purlitest  manner  to  amuse  you.'' 

'^  I  know  he  was  mocking  me,"  whimpered  James,  ^*  for  I  can't 
a  bear  rethmatic,  and  he  knows  it." 
^'  Oh,  fie!  fie!  James,  my  dear,  how  should  he  know  it?" 
^^  'Gaqse.  every  body  knows  it,"  logically  responded  James. 
'^Law,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Jinks,  soothingly,  applying  the 
eternal  handkerchief  to  James's  eyes,  ^^  I'm  sure  the  genQeman  is 
too  genteel  not  to  take  you  for  a  better  scholard  than  to  spose  sich 
a  think  as  you  could  dislike  rethmaiic,  and  I  bt)pe  you  will  never 
let  your  grand-father  Jinks  hear  you  say  nothink  of  the  sort,  for 
how  would  he  a  made  all  his  money  if  it  hadn't  been  for  rethmatic? 
and  Hi'm  sure,  sir,"  continued  she,  turning  to  Mr.  Simpson,  '^  my 
Jinks  would  have  been  hedified  had  he  heer'd  your  puxzle,  for^he'd 
a  hunderstood  hevery  cipher  of  it,  and  tho'  it  was  quite  beyond 
my  conception  and  hunderstadding,  yet  I  feel  hextremely  him- 
proved  and  obleeged  lo  you  for  it." 

Mr.  Simpson  looked  appeased  at  this  just  and  flattering  tribute 
to  his  talents,  and  nothing  of  any  further  importance  occurred  till 
they  reached  Cheltenham,  where,  while  changing  horses  at  the 
Plough,  Mrs  Jinks  presented  Master  Whabble  with  a  lump  of  bread 
and  two  legs  of  cold  goose,  observing,  as  she  placed  one  in  either 
hand,  '^  that  she  was  sure  the  poor  dear  child  must  be  starved ! " 
Girooette  opened  the  door  to  know  if  his  master  wanted  any  thing, 
and  received  an  order  for  sofcne  soda  water,  which  having  brought, 
the  coach  again  (H*oceeded,  and  Mr.  Simpson  dropt  into  an  abstruse 
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Sleep  :  his  example  soon  after  beiog  followed  by  Mrs.  Jinks  and 
her  grand-son,  a  charming  concert  ensued,  which  lasted  an  the 
way  to  Shrewsbury ;  the  thorough-bass  of  Mr.  Simpson,  acconw 
panied  as  it  was  by  Master  Whabble's  tenor,  and  Mrs.  Jinks's  fal- 
setto^ formed,  "  take  it  all  in  all,"  a  melody  riot  likely  to  be  heard 
again  in  that  short  span  of  time  the  life  of  one  individual  ;*-^  and, 
therefore,  being  like  the  Apollo  of  Belvidere,  unique,  it  Icmg 
retained  a  chamber  to  itself  in  the  memory  of  Cecil  Howard. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

'*  Trouble  not  yourself  with  wisbiilg  that  things  may  be  just 
s  yoQ  would  Have  them,  but  be  well  pleased  they  should  be  Just 
8  they  are,  and  tlwo  you  wiUlif  e  easie.''>— EncTXTvai 

**  Authority  and  leaMo  od  her  wait."— Miltor. 

'*  Poor  legs .'  bow  should  they !  such  an  unmerciful  load : " 
Scboler'b  PiecolomUU, 
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LATIVB  P0SITI0N8.^-^UFPE1^-^AN]>  SOTPOSITIOlfS.— tLADT  BUBBLE,  W&O  BAD  BHKll  A 
(  IN  1798. 


It  was  dark  when  the  coach  stopped  at  the  Talbot,  at  Shrews- 
bury ;  therefore  the  friendly  wag  of  welcome  thfi^broken  tail  of  the 
stone  dog  gives  to  every  vehicle  that  drives  up  to  the  door,  ftrom 
the  motion  occasioned  thereby,  was  lost  on  Cecil  and  his  travelling 
companions. 

"  Well,  so  here  you  are  at  last,  and  I've  been  here  with  the 
gig  this  half  hour-— heavy  baggage  always  slow,  as  I  tell  Mrs.  W  : 
ha!  ha!  ha!'' 

This  speech  was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Jinks  by  a  lanky  gentleman 
much  ressembling  a  snipe  upon  a  hop-pole,  in  a  foraging  cap, 
blue  military  surtout,  and  sash,  whose  identity  was  proved  as  that 
of  Major  Whabble,  by  James  having  addressed  to  him  the  endear- 
ing epithet  of  '^  pa,"  as  he  clapped  his  hands,  kicked  Mr.  Simpson's 
ancles,  and  vociferated,  '^  take  me  out,  take  me  out!"  No  sooner 
had  James  been  placed  on  terra  firma,  and  desisted  from  clawing 
his  father,  than  the  latter  held  out  both  his  hands  to  help  Mrs.  Jinks 
to  alight,  Mr.  Simpson  kindly  applying  his  knee  to  her  back,  and 
his  hands  to  her  shoulders  from  within,  to  assist  in  the  ^  tableau 
vivanl'  of  Midtum  inpan^o  which  she  had  got  up  in  the  door 
way  of  the  coach.  The  first  step  had  been  reached,  with  a  loud 
^'  Oh!  "  of  great  exertion  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Jinks,  when,  un- 
fortunately, her  nether  drapery  hitched  against  an  iron  knob,  and 
displayed  such  an  unusual  portion  of  her  ancles,  that,  although 
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she  herself  could  see  nothing,  the  delicacy  of  her  feelings'  caused 
her  nerves  to  be  much  more  overcome  than  those  of  the  waiter  and 
Boots,  who  stood  with  a  candle  at  each  side  of  her  feet.  >  Now  it  so 
happened  in  this  delicate  distress,  she  called  so  loudly  and  inco- 
herently for  assistance,  that  the  chivalric  gallantry  of  both  waiter 
and  Boots  clashed  upon  the  occasion,  and  in  their  hurry  to  seize 
Mrs.  Jinks's  rebellious  garment  and  bring  it  down  to  its  proper 
level,  the  candles  met,  and  the  wind  (which  also  seemed  hurried 
oat  of  its  usual  course)  blew  the  flame  upwards,  which,  with  the 
subtilty  of  that  mysterious  element,  was  the  first  to  catch  Mrs. 
Jinks's  truant  petticoat,  and  circle  it  in  its  destructive  clasp.  Des- 
perate cases  require  desperate  ^medies.  Boots,  who,  albeit,  was 
no  Hercules,  rushed  forward,  dropped  the  sheepish  incendiary, 
and  honorably  determining  to  smother  (he  flame  he  had  so  un- 
intentionally raised,  clasped  Mrs.  Jinks's  Morso*  in  his  arms! 
Belwixt  fire  and  fuslian  never  had  she  endured  so  warm  an  embrace 
before.  What  wonder,  then,  if  her  feelings  overpowered  her?  and 
with  one  mighty  effort  she  emancipated  herself  from  the  door  way. 
The  shock  was  electric,  and  communicated  itself  to  her  gallant 
extinguisher,  who  instantly  measured  his  full  length  on  the  pave- 
ment, flooring  in  his  downward  course  the  elongated  figure  of 
Major  Whabble^  ftod.thfire  they  both  lay,  bruised  and  breathless, 
surmounted  by  the  '•  too,  toosolid  flesh"  of  Mrs.  Jinks ! 

'^  Bless  me,  mdm,''  said  Mr.  Simpson,  springing  out  of  the 
coach,  ''  I  hope  jo«Ve  not  hurt?" 

"Hurt!"  gasped  Mrs.  Jinks,  digging  her  right  elbow  into 
Boot's  chest,  in  order  to  raise  herself,  heedless  of  the  agonized 
ejaculation  that  issued  from  that  much  put  upon  individual,-^ 
''Hurt!  what  a  question  to  ask  a  person  as  has  been  burnt  and 
bruised  to  death  ? " 

"  I  say,  Sam,"  said  the  guard,  with  a  wink  to  the  coachman, 
"  I  never  knowed  the  Rocket  to  blow  up  before,  long  as  we've 
come  this  here  road— but  lend  a  hand  here  to  help  the  lady  up  will 
ee,  afore  them  boot  parcels  is  quite  suffocated." 

Sam  and  the  guard  being  both  strong  men,  so  efl'ectually  tugged 
at  Mrs.  Jinks's  arms,  as  at  the  end  of  five  minutes  to  have  suc- 
ceeded in  replacing  her  on  her  feet,  to  the  no  small  relief  of  Boots 
and  Major  Whabble. 

"  Let  me  persuade  you,  mum,"  said  the  ever  polite  Simpson, 
'*  to  take  a  glass  of  brandy  and  water  pretty  stiff." 

"  Stiff! "  shrieked  Mrs.  Jinks,  "Law !  don't  talk  to  me  of  stiff- 
ness sir.  H'im  as  sliflf  as  I  can  be  already— Oh!  oh!  oh!  shall  I 
ever  get  hover  this  orrid  haccident?" 

"Oh  dear,  yes,  Marm,  besides  it  ill  be  the  making  of  the  noose- 
papers  for  the  next  month,"  soothed  the  guard.  "  I've  a  cousin  in 
the  shocking-accident  line,  living  in  Tooley  Slreel— he  gets  up  all 
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these  here  things  uncommon  iwell  lo  be  sure  ^  you  can  have  no 
hidear  Marm  of  i^bal  your  sufferings  is,  till  you  see  Ihem  in  the 
Globe,  or  the  Courier,  or  the  Hexaminer,  on  a  Sunday/' 

"  Boots,"  said  Major  Wliabble,.languidly,  to  his  felloi^-sufferer, 
''  order  my  gig  roupd  direcliy,'and  see  that  the  lamps  are  lit."' 

And  where  was  Mr.  Howard  all  this  lime?  to  his  shame  be  it 
said — in  a  convulsion  of  laughter,  at  one  corner  of  the  coach,  to- 
tally incapacitated  thereby  from  offering  any  assistance  to  Mrs.  Jinks 
in  her  distress. 

"Oh I  dear,  oh!  dear,  where  ever  his  my  front  gon#-to?"  cried 
Mrs.  Jinks  frantically,  raising  her  hands  to  her  head  in  quest  of 
that  decoration,  which  had  absconded  in  her  fall. 

''Why,  I  declare!''  said  the  coachman,  lashing  his  whip  at 
Bruno,  who  was  busily  employed  scattering  Mrs.  Jinks's  ringlets 
to  the  wind,  ''  if  the  dog  aint  a  tearing  on  it  to  pieces  ! " 

"As  he's  not  a  greyhound,  I  wonder  at  his  being  so  keen  arter 
the  hairs  (hares),  too,''  laughed  the  guard. 

"  Really,  sir^"  said  Cecil,  now  thinking  it  necessary  to  descend 
from  the  coach,  and  addressing  Major  Whabble,  "the  lady  appears 
to  have  had  more  hair-breadth  escapes  than  even  you  as  a  military 
man  can  have  encountered." 

"  Hump,"  groaned  Major  Whabble,  precipitately  buttoning  the 
collar  of  his  coat  up  round  his  face,  and  casting  a  look  like  a  black- 
frost  over  his  left  shoulder  at  Cecil — "better  take  what  remains  df 
her  home  at  once  ^  for  if  it  rains,  which  I  think  it  will  in  a  few  mi- 
nutes, she'll  contrive  to  get  drowned,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  have 
to  swim  after  her." 

"Bad  job,  that,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  '  sotto  voce  5'  "for 
you'd  have  no  chance  against  such  a  heavy  swell ! " 

Boots  now  limped  round  with  the  gig  :  and  as  he,  the  guardi, 
coachman,  and  Mr.  Simpson,  turned  it  into  a  pincushion,  by 
stuffing  it  with  Mrs.  Jinks,  the  former  feelingly  expressed  a  hope, 
that  the  lady  "  would  give  him  a  trifle." 

'^  That's  by  way  of  a  change^  Bob,  I  spose,"  winked  the  coach- 
man ;  "  for  it  was  no  trifle  she  give  you  just  now." 

Mrs.  Jinks  promised  to  send  him  something  in  the  morning, 
expressing  a  conviction,  that  any  money  she  might  at  that  time 
have  about  her,  must  be  so  battered,  it  could  not  possibly  pass 
current.  Major  Whabble  then  drawing  on  a  pair  of  pepper-and- 
salt  coloured  worsted  gloves,  and  taking  the  whip  which  seemed 
like  a  smaller  edition  of  himself,  glided  like  a  lengthening  evening 
shadow  into  the  gig,  after  which  James  was  lifted  up,  and  his  per- 
son equally  divided  between  his  father  and  grandmother,  the  bulk 
of  it  resting  upon  the  lap  of  the  latter,  while  his  legs  gracefully 
dangled  over  the  knees  of  the  former.  The  horse  (a  brown  cob, 
with  a  wall  eye,  on  whose  ribs,  James,  had  he  been  so  inclined^ 
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might  have  iearnt  arithmetic),  then  made  a  bolt  forward  with  its 
load,  an  example  its  legs  seemed  yery  unwilliDg  to  follow  ]  aod  the 
trio  got  fairly  under  weigh,  amid  the  laughter  of  the  crowd,  and 
the* 'good  bye,  mums,"  and  "safe  Journey  homes"  of  Mr.  Simpson. 

''  Well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  on  turning  to  Cecil,  as  soon  as 
(he  gig  was  out  of  sight,  '*  and  what  may  your  intentions  be? " 

''  If  you  meaa  with  regard  to  the  fat  lady,''  said  Cecil,  laughing, 
''  Strictly  honourable!  assure  you." 

''Of  course,  sir,  of  course!"  matter-of-facted  Mr.  Simpson, 

with  an  unioubling  motion  of  his  left  hand  above  his  eyes,  waving 

'his  fingers  to  the  left,  "  but  I  meant  in  regard  to  going  or  staying 

-—do  you  push  oa  to-night  or  remain  here  \  for  if  so,  I  should  be 

glad  of  your  company  at  supper." 

"You're  very  good,"  said  Cecil,  "  but  I  shall  gel  on  to  Bubble 
Hall  as  soon  as  possible;  and  as  it  is  only  three  miles  from  this, 
I  shall  walk^  and  leave  my  servant  to  fdlow  in  a  post-chaise." 

"  Well  then,  sir,  at  that  rate  I  must  wish  you  good  bye,  as  I  am 
oS  for  Ireland  in  the  morning ;  but  I  should  be  sorry  our  acquaint- 
ance was  to  end  here,  as  I  intend,  on  my  return  to  New  York, 
publishing  a  book  upon  Europeyan  manners  and  customs  -,  and 
therefore,  sir,  if  youll  allow  me,  should  be  glad  of  (he  advantage 
of  corresponding  with  you?" 

Cecil  could  not  helj)  smiling  at  seeing  himself,  in  his  mind's 
^^e,  on  the  strength  of  a  journey  from  London  to  Shrewsbury, 
booked  for  New  York  as  a  sample  of  ^'  Europeyan^'  manners 
and  customs,  with  sundry  Yankee  guesses  and  annotations  ap- 
pended thereto— so  cautiously  replied,  that "  he  should  be  happy  to 
give  Mr.  Simpson  any  local  information  in  his  power,  provided 
his  letters  were  not  published,  and  himself  turned  into  an  author 
minus  bis  identity."  Mr.  Simpson  promised  all  things;  and  above 
all,  that  he  would  be  most  punctual  in  writing ! 

Cecil  not  wishing  tocompromise  his  veracity,  by  standing  ^y[X)nsor 
for  an  equal  punctuality  io  answering,  hastily  wished  him  good- 
night, and  proceeded  on  bis  journey,  directed  by  the  waiter  how  to 
shorten  it,  by  keeping  first  straight  on  to  the  right,  and  then  turn- 
ing to  the  left,  and  then  crossing  a  field  and  getting  into  a  lane, 
where  he  would  see  a  door  of  one  of  the  gardens  of  Bubble  Hall, 
which  was  always  open  till  eleven — which  door  would  open  into  a 
garden  that  would  lead  him  to  one  of  the  terraces  opposite  the 
library  windows  and  portico,  at  the  back  of  Bubble  Hall. 

Cecil  walked  on,  followed  by  Bruno,  glad  io  be  released  from  the 
coach,  and  breathe  a  little  fresh  air,  although  that  air  was  chill 
and  damp,  for  the  night  was  hazy,  and  the  stars  almost  entirely 
hidden.  At  length  he  had  cleared  the  last  stile,  and  found  himself 
in  a  lane,  bounded  on  one  side  by  a  high  brick  wall.  "  This," 
thought  Cecil,  '*  must  be  the  garden  wall,  if  I  can  but  find  the  door 
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which  the  waiter  described;  but  it  Is  so  terribly  dark,  one  can 
scarcely  see  one's  hand."  However,  he  had  not  walked  many  yards 
farther,  before  Bruno  came  to  a  full  stop-,  and  hegm  alternately 
sniffing  and  scratching  at  a  door.  ^'  Ho-ho  good  dog,''  said  Cecil, 
patting  him  as  he  pressed  the  latch  of  the  door,  which  opened  on 
the  instant,  ringing,  as  it  did  so,  a  bell  attached  to  the  back  of  it. 
On  entering,  he  found  himself,  as  well  as  the  obscurity  of  the 
night  would  allow  him  to  see,  amid  a  wilderness  of  cabbages  and 
gooseberry  bushes.  '*  I  have  got  into  the  kitchen-garden,  evident* 
ly,"  thought  he ;  ^'  but  how  on  earth  I  am  to  get  out  of  it  remains 
to  be  proved." 

He  had  scarcely  ended  this  mental  soliloquy,  when  he  perceived, 
at  a  little  distance,  the  figure  of  a  man  in  a  long  great-coat,  a  hat 
tied  down  with  a  pocket-handkerchief,  a  blunderbuss  under  his  left 
arm,  and  a  lantern  in  his  right  hand,  which  he  alternately  lowered 
to  the  cabbages  and  raised  to  the  fruit-trees  along  the  wall.  '^  An 
indefatigable  gardener,"  thought  Cecil,  '^  who  yet  hath  due  consi- 
deration for  his  personal  comfort,  as  the  kerchief  that  prevents 
^  the  winds  of  heaven  visting  his  face  too  roughly,'  testifieih.  Til  ask 
him  the  nearest  way  to  the  house."  This  was  scarcely  resolved 
upon,  before  a  large-sized  black-and-lan  terrier  came  bounding 
and  barking  up  to  him,  like  a  hostile  ambassador  from  the  king  of 
the  lantern;  the  bark,  however,  subsided  with  a  low  growl,  and  a 
stiff  elongation  of  the  tail,  as  he  walked  round  Bruno,  as  though 
especially  inquiring  his  business. 

^'Trip — Trip— ho.  Trip — ^hero,  sir!"  cried  the  man  with  the 
lantern ;  but  Trip  was  not  a  dog  to  be  led  away  by  a  Jack-oMantern, 
and  therefore  continued  his  researches,  while  his  master,  as  he 
advanced  now  for  the  first  time,  perceived  Cecil  and  Bruno,  and 
forthwith  lowering  the  lantern,  and  raising  his  gun,  which  he  le- 
velled at  Mr.  Howard,  cried,  in  a  voice  of  tremulous  and  vacillating 
defiance,  *'  stand!  or  you're  a  dead  man." 

'*  ril  be  shot  if  I  do,"  said  Cecil,  moving  a  little  on  one  side. 
''  My  good  fellow,  mind  what  you're  about.  I  have  come  on  a 
visit  to  Sir  Romulus  Bubble,  and  as  it  wants  some  hours  of  the  first 
of  September,  I  have  no  fancy  for  being  made  game  of  in  this  way." 

*^0n  a  visit  to  Sir  Romulus  Bubble!"  repeated  the  knight  of 
the  lantern,  lowering  the  blunderbuss  and  raising  the  lantern. 
''  Sir  Romulus,  my  brother,  high  sheriff  for  the  county  and  justice 
of  the  peace,  has  no  back  door  visitors  at  this  lime  of  night ;  and  1 
must  be  very  unlike  other  people,  if  you  think  you  can  hum  me 
by  such  a  tale  as  that.  Your  name,  sir,  your  name  directly,— if 
you  have  a  name — or  your  brains,  before  another  minute  expires,'* 
and  again  the  blunderbuss  was  raised,  and  levelled  at  Cecil's  de- 
voted head.  ' 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Cecil,  advaocJing,  "  you  have  announced 
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yourself  as  a  brother  of  my  worthy  relatiye,  Sir  Romulus  Bubble ; 
I  have  therefore  the  pleasure  of  addressing  one  of  my  cousins.  My 
name  is  Howard — Cecil  Howard,  and  I  venture  to  hope,  from  the 
kind  invitation  I  received  two  days  since  from  Sir  Romulus,  that  I 
am  not  an  '  umbra'  at  Bubble  Hall/' 

^' An  ^  umbra,"'  echoed  the  first  speaker,  dropping  the  blunder- 
buss precipitately  among  the  cabbages,  and  clasping  his  hands. 
''  No — surely  no— no  thief,  house-breaker,  or  burglar  would  use 
the  word  ^  umbra';  no,  if  he  had  used  any  thing  even  approaching 
to  it,  it  would  have  been  umbrella.  Yes,  surely  yes,  you  are  with- 
out doubt  or  detriment,  my  cousin,  Cecil  Howard— a  Bubble,  by 
the  mother's  side;  and  as  such  I  welcome  you  to  Bubble  Hall." 

Having  cordially  shaken  hands  with  the  new  arrival,  Marma- 
duke  Bubble  (for  it  was  no  less  a  personage)  then  raised  the 
lantern  close  to  Cecil's  face,  the  better  to  peruse  his  features,  which 
etoabled  the  latter  to  return  the  compliment,  and  ascertain  that  the 
first  specimen  of  the  Bubbles  was  not  made  after  the  pattern  of 
ordinary  mortals.  Marmaduke  was  about  five  feet  three  inches 
high ;  his  hair  was  perfectly  white  and  long,  divided  down  the 
centre  of  his  head,  and  combed  back  behind  his  ears.  His  eyes 
were  pale  and  pensive,  with  an  exceeding  twinkling  of  the  lids ; 
his  cheeks  were  white  and  smooth,  and  had  never  been  guUty  of 
that  human  brushwood  called  whiskers,  any  more  than  his  chin 
had  ever  put  forth  that  animal  stubble,  called  beard.  His  nose  was 
short  and  thin,  and  like  his  thoughts,  inclined  upwards ;  his  lips 
were  rather  thick,  and  his  teeth  brilliantly  white  and  even.  He 
always  wore  his  shirt  collar  turned  down,  with  a  broad  black 
ribbon  tied  under  it,  and  his  throat  bare,  which,  with  his  while 
parted  hair,  gave  him  the  appearance  of  an  exaggerated  boy. 
^Though  his  body  was  small,  he  had  the  heart  of  a  giant ;  and  the 
angel  at  his  creation  had  certainly  taken  the  black  drop  out  of  it, 
for  his  whole  life  was  passed  in  doing  great  services  to  his  fellow- 
creatures,  which  he  cemented  with  all  the  little  kindnesses  and 
*  prevoyances'  of  social  intercourse;  but  fearing  the  gratitude 
of  his  prot^g^s  might  exceed,  ( Heaven  knows  a  very  unfounded 
fear),  he  always  accompanied  his  kindest  deeds  with  ''  most 
terrible  words  ;"  for  he  could  not  load  a  school  boy  with  cherries, 
without  assuring  him  that  he  would  be  flogged  before  the  day  was 
out  for  taking  them ;  nor  rescue  a  poor  wretch  from  one  gaol, 
without  prophetically  stocking  the  vista  of  his  future  years  with 
twenty  ;  or  praise  a  young  lady's  beauty  without  at  the  same  time 
deploring  her  folly ;  or  laud  her  sense,  without  regretting  that 
nature  had  not  put  a  belter  face  upon  it.  In  his  younger  days,  he 
had  lived  much  in  the  gayest  and  most  agreeable  society,  and 
was  in  himself  an  ambulating  Biographical  Dictionary.  Learned 
he  was,  moreover— that  is,  he  had 
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'  **  Loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head, 
And  all  such  reading  as  was  never  read." 

He  was  also  a  philosopher,  in  the  truest  sense  of  the  word  ^  for 
his  was  the  philosophy  of  the  heart,  that  feeling  fillers  from  all 
its  dregs.  Never  in  his  life  had  Marrnaduke  Bubble  deviated  into 
saying  or  doing  anything  like  other  people ;  and  yet  if  there  was 
one  thing  more  than  another  that  he  valued  himself  upon,  it  was 
the  absence  of  all  oddity,  and  the  being  in  all  things  the  facsimile 
of  the  common  herd  of  men.  He  generally  passed  the  whole  of  the 
day  in  bed  or  in  books,  and  issued  forth  at  night,  lantern  in  hand, 
( as  we  have  just  met  him ),  to  admire  the  beauties  of  nature,  or 
watch  the  progress  of  vegetation  j  but  bearing  his  neighbours  talk 
much  of  robbers  and  housebreakers,  he  never  (for  fear  of  being 
thought  odd)  sallied  forth  without  the  protection  of  a  blunderbuss ; 
and  many  is  the  scarecrow  he  has  been  known  to  perforate  in  his 
valiant  defence  of  his  brother's  property.  No  wonder,  then,  his 
reputation  for  courage  stood  unrivalled,  since  all  the  enemies  he 
had  hitherto  encountered  were  men  of  straw.  When  rallied  upon 
his  nocturnal  rambles,  he  has  staunchly  defended  his  taste,  by 
averring  that  he  did  not  like  the  raw  morning  air,  and  had  no 
opinion  of  the  day  while  it  was  young  and  childish.  '^  No  no — the 
night  bad  grown  steady  and  temperate,  and  knew  better  than  to 
scorch  a  man's  brain  up;  his  day  was  gone  by,  and  he  did  not 
want  to  meet  other  people's,''  and  much  more,  not  indeed  to  the 
purpose^  but  to  the  same  effect. 

Now,  Sir  Komulus  was  the  very  antipodes  of  his  brother,  both 
in  mind  and  matter,  being  a  pompous  portly  personage,  all  sound 
and  no  sense.  His  person  was  rotund,  and  his  face  rubicund  \  he 
was  the  most  common-place  of  the  common-place,  but  had  as 
great  a  mania  to  be  thought  uncommon  as  his  brother  Marmaduke 
had  to  belong  to  the  regular  routine  genus  of  human  nature.  Con- 
sequently, Sir  Romulus  could  not  point  out  the  most  ordinary 
flower-pot,  vulgarly  crowded  with  dahlias  and  sweet-peas,  to  a 
visitor,  vyithout  observing  that  he  liked  to  have  something  out  of 
the  common^  or  call  people's  attention  to  a  willow  trained  into 
the  water,  without  asking  if  it  was  not  a  pretty  idea?  He  was  a 
great  politician :  that  is,  he  read  a  newspaper  from  the  name  of  the 
paper  down  to  the  printer's  name ;  and  what  is  more  extraordinary, 
so  implicitly  believed  every  word  in  it,  that  if  he  read  of  a  person's 
death,  though  they  were  to  call  at  Bubble  Halt  alive  end  merry  the 
next  day,  he  would,  not  have  credited  their  living  identity,  or  dis- 
credited the  death  they  had  met  with  in  the  newspaper.  In  his  con- 
jugal capacity,  never  did  man  thrive  belter  upon  hen-pecking  than 
he  did  ^  which  arose  from  the  pleasing  monomania  that  he  was  lord 
and  master  in  all  things,  and  that  after  himself  Lady  Bubble  was 
the  cleverest  of  human  beings.    She  had  been,  as  the  opening  of 
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this  chapter  sotteth  forth,  a  beauty  io  the  year  1798,  and  fiading 
it  a  habit  difficult  to  shake  off,  she  harassed  herself  and  her  friends 
with  all  the  appendages  of  one  still,  which  were,  as  far  back  as  the 
year  1798,  much  more  cumbersome  and  obtrusive  than  they  are 
now  a  days.  She  "was  also  one  of  those  exceedingly  clever  women 
who  have  such  a  grasp  of  mind,  that  they  never  can  prevail  upon 
themselves  to  know  the  details  of  any  thing,  and  as  '  qui  trop  em- 
brasse  mal  6treint/  the  most  important  parts  of  every  subject  were 
apt  to  escape  her  researches.   Being  of  Irish  parentage,  although 
she  had  been  forty  ^-^ears  out  of  Ireland,  she  still  called  Qr&i  fusty 
idea  idaya^  and  pulse  pullse  \  and  having  at  the  peace  of  1814 
spent  six  months  in  Paris,  though  she  had  very  honourably  ab- 
stained from  smuggling  away  a  single  word  of  French,  she  retained 
such  a  pleasing  recollection  of  it,  that  she  could  not  keep  from 
Gallicising  all  her  English,  which  at  least  gave  a  motley  to  her 
words  if  not  to  her  ideas  \  which,  combined  with  her  using  a  great 
deal  of  action,  added  to  great  ponderosity  of  person,  rendered  her 
rather  a  fatiguing  companion.   The  rest  of  Sir  Romulus  Bubble's 
family  consisted  of  two  maiden  sisters.  Prudence  and  Lucretia, 
who  both  hated  Lady  Bubble  with  a  degree  of  sister-in-law  hatred, 
that  had  almost  reached  mother-in-law  pitch  -,  three  daughters, 
whose  education  had  been  much  neglected,  and  was  now  patching 
up  with  a  French  governess ;  one  son  and  heir,  his  sisters'  junior, 
being  only  seventeen,  and  in  harness  under  a  Scotch  tutor,  and 
abounding  in  all  the  horrors  of  hobUedehoyism  -,  Mrs.  Manners, 
Lady  Bubble's  mother,  a  little  old  woman,  verging  on  ninety,  who 
had  a  funny  lisp,  and  a  still  funnier  brogue,  and  played  whist 
indefatigably,  enliyening  the  solemnity  of  the  game  with  snatches 
of  very  comical  old  songs,  which  she  wheezed  out  in  a  low,  rum- 
bling, mumbling,  earthquakey  sort  of  voice,  her  head  wagging  face- 
tiously from  one'side  to  the  other  all  the  time.  The  maiden  sisters 
thought  themselves  too  young  for  cards,  (Prudence  being  only 
fifty-five  and  a  quarter,  and  Lucretia  fifty-six  and  a  half) ;  but  the 
old  lady  was  rich,  and  might  leave  her  money  to  whom  she  pleased, 
and  therefore  Sir  Romulus  very  properly  told  his  sisters  that  it  was 
unamiablc  in  young  people  not  to  sacrifice  something  to  the  little 
peculiarities  of  age.   Another  victim  was  always  ready  to  preclude 
the  necessity  of  a  dummy,  in  the  person  of  Theresa  Manners,  a 
beautiful  girl  of  nineteen,  a  niece  of  Lady  Bubbles',  who  being 
poor  and  an  orphan,  received  all  the  care,  kindness,  and  conside- 
ration that  poor  orphans  generally  do  receive  from  rich  aunts  and 
cousins.  But  it  is  high  time  the  reader  should  be  introduced  to  this 
amiable  family,  now  assembled  in  the  drawing-room  at  Bubble  Hall. 
"  Bless  me !  my  dear  boy!'*  said  Marmaduke,  linking  his  arm 
through  Cecil's,  ^^  I  am  delighted  I  thought  of  looking  at  you 
before  I  fired — terrible  thing  to  have  shot  you  the  moment  you 
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arriyed,  for  I  hate  doing  any  thing  unlike  other  people.  I'm  an 
old  man,  and  you're  a  young  one;  depend  upon  what  I  tell  you, 
it  never  does  to  be  unlike  other  people  *,— oddities,  oddities,  my 
dear  sir,  are  mill-stones  round  a  man's  neck,  that  prevent  him 
getting  on  in  the  world."  And  as  he  spoke,  he  thumped  the  butt 
end  of  the  blunderbuss  so  violently  on  the  ground,  that  the  trigger 
getting  entangled  among  the  twigs  of  a  gooseberry  bush,  it  went  off. 

^^  Which  of  you  are  firing  at  this  time  of  night?"  said  Marma- 
duke,  turning  angrily  rouQd;  and  never  suspecting  the  real  culprit 
— the  gooseberry  bush  at  bis  side  ;  ^*  Whoever  it  is,  I'll  turn  you 
away  directly." 

'^  I  rather  think,"  said  Cecil,  smiling,  as  he  perceived  exactly 
how  the  matter  stood,  ^^  the,  delinquent  is  already  discharged  i  for 
it  is  no  other  than  the  blunderbuss  in  your  hand." 

"Well,  bless  me!  now  so  it  is!  why,  the  Very  gooseberry- 
bushes  are  odd  in  this  part  of  the  world — and  shoot  in  the  month 
of  August; — but  you  must  be  hungry ;  and  tea,  I  have  nO' doubt,  is 
ready — and  you  know  Shropshire  is  famous  for  its  cakes." 

"  I  am  5o,hungry,"  laughed  Cecil,  "  that 

"  Pane  egeo,  Jam  pontificum  poUore  placentls." 

*'  Then  bread  you  shall  have,  and  meat  too,"  said  Marmaduke, 
opening  a  gate  that  led  into,  the  lawn. 

It  was  too  dark  to  see  what  order  of  architecture  Bubble  Hall 
was  of ;  but  the  lamps  over  the  billiard  table  in  the  hall  threw  a 
light  into  the  portico.  And  Cecil  felt  that  it  was,  or  ought  to  be^  a 
red  brick  edifice,  with  stone  copings  of  James  the  First's  time; — 
and  he  was  right,  as  the  next  morning  discovered.  Trip  ran  on, 
and  as  though  well  accustomed  to  the  office,  turned  the  handle  in 
his  paws,  and  with  considerable  rattling,  opened  the  door:  his 
roaster,  Bruno,  and  Cecil,  ascending  tl]£  steps  a  few  minutes  after. 

"  You  are  welcome  to  Bubble  Hall,  cousin  Howard,"  said  the 
former  to  the  latter,  shaking  him  by  the  hand,  as  he  placed  the 
blunderbuss  and  lantern  on  one  of  the  slabs  in  the  hall;  and  then 
added,  turning  to  two  very  fat  and  shabbily  dressed  servants  in 
dark  blue  bishop's  livery  and  cotton  stockings,  (which,  from  their 
innumerable  wrinkles^  must  have  been  very  old) — ''  Help  Mr. 
Howard  off  with  his  greatcoat :— have  they  done  tea  yet?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  it's  nearly  supipr  time ;  a  quarter  past  tfsn/' 

"  All  the  better  for  you,  Howard — ^but  make  ha*le,  till  I  intro- 
duce you  to  Lady  Bubble,  before  supper,  or  you  won't  be  able  to 
eat  one  morsel,  with  her  incessant  questions  about  *London-^Lord 
John— Lady  this— and  the  Duke  of  that." 

"  Really,"  said  Cecil,  looking  down  at  his  travelling  dress,  '*  I 
am  not  fit  to  appear  before  ladies ;  — is  my  servant  arrived,  do  you 
know?" 
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''  A  Frenchman  in  a  posi-ohay  isn't  it,  sir?" 

"  Yes." 

'<  He  arriTed,  sir,  about  five  minutes  ago,  and  is  in  your  room 
aow." 

**  Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  show  me  the  way  to  it? " 

"  No !  no  ! "  interposed  Marmaduke,  "  you  must  show  your- 
self to  the  women  first,"  gently  pulling  him  by  the  arm. 

^^  But,  my  dear  sir,  my  boots  are  so  terribly  dirty,"  remonstrated 
Cecil,  hanging  back,  ^'  I  really  must  change  them." 

"  There  it  is ! "  said  Marmaduke,  with  a  peevish  pshaw!  '^ od- 
dity, oddity,  my  dear  boy,  as  I  before  said,  will  always  knock  every 
thing  on  the  head ,  and  prevent  a  man  getting  on  in  the  world  *,  the 
young  men  of  the  present  day  are  so  cursedly  effeminate." 

decil  smiled,  as  he  thought  how  well  Marmaduke  Bubble's  and 
Mr.  Simpson's  ideas  of  effeminacy  would  agree;  and  then  added, 
as  a  forlorn  hope,  to  achieve  the  luxury  of  a  little  soap  and  water — 
^'But  my  boots  are  so  wet,  that  I  am  really  afraid  of  getting  cold." 

"  Oh! — your  humble  servant! "  rejoined  Marmaduke,  "  damp 
feet — that's  another  affair,  and  may  fairly  damp  a  man's  gallantry 
without  any  tincture  of  effeminacy  •, —  go— off  with  you,  (Harding, 
show  Mr.  Howard  to  his  room),  and  as  soon  as  you  can  step  into 
other  shoes, — make  your  appearance  in  the  drawing  room;  I'll  not 
say  a  word  of  your  arrival  till  you  come  down,  or  I'm  sure  they'd 
all  be  after  you,  girls  and  all— all  except  Theresa  *,  she's  a  good 
girl,  and  never  teazes  any  one." 

On  walked  Cecil,  preceded  by  Harding  with  a  hand-candle,  not 
a  little  glad  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  reprieve.  On  leaving  the  great 
haH,  he  came  to  a  smaller  one,  terminating  in  a  broad  black  oak 
staircase,  with  a  nice  (hick  noise-preventing  Axminster  carpet  -, 
the  walls  were  lined  with  family  portraits,  which,  from  the  feeble 
light  of  the  bed-chamber  candle ,  promised  ample  amusement  for 
the  morning. 

^^  Dinah !  Dinah ! "  called  Harding  in  a  stage  whisper,  on  reaching 
the  first  landing  place,  '^Mr.  Howard,  the  gentleman,  is  come — 
show  him  to  the  room  where  the  French  valley  is." 

And  lo!  a  tall  thin  woman,  with  a  neat  Quaker-like  high-crowned 
muslin  cap,  a  chintz  gown,^  tucked-up  through  the  pocket-hole,  a 
clean  muslin  apron,  a  green  morocco  pincushion^  and  a  large  pair 
of  scissors  at  her  left  side,  a  warminglpan  under  her  right  arm,'^and 
a  clear-starched  muslin  neckerchief,  appeared;  making  an  equally 
clear-starched  curtsey  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  with  the  concise, 
but  satisfactory  reply  of 

**  All  ready,  Mr.  Harding,"-Tand  ''this  way  if  you  please  sir," 
to  Cecil. — "  Sally,  more  coal  on  the  fire  in  the  green  room,"  added 
she  to  her  coadjutor,  a  cherry-cheeked  housemaid,  as  she  passed 
onward,  and  threw  open  the  high  old  oak  door  of  a  lofty  wainscoated 
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room  ^  in  one  recess  of  which,  was  an  old  oak  bedstead,  wilh  em- 
broidered bugle  hangings,  and  ostrich  feathers  on  the  lop  of  each 
post;  on  the  toilet  was  a  point-lace  coyer,  aa  old  Mack  and  gold 
japan-framed  looking-glass.  With  a  drapery  of  point  round  it;  and 
innumerad)le  little  quaint-shaped  japan  Imes,  not  unlike  an  old* 
fashioned  supper  service,  were  spread  over  the  table.  The  window 
curtains,  which  were  of  the  same  bugle  tapestry  as  the  bed  hangings, 
were  low  down,  but  in  the  day-time  drew  up  with  a  cord,  and  formed 
a  drapery  of  their  own  runnings.  The  centre  of  the  polished  floor 
was  covered  with  a  Turkey  carpet ;  all  the  washing  utensils  were  of 
very  old  silver,  and  antique  shapes ;  a  cheerful  wood-fire  blazed 
upon  dogs  of  the  same  metal,  while  two  colossal  easy-chairs  graced 
each  side  of  the  fire-place,  and  seemed,  in  their  white  frilled  dressing- 
gowns,  as  though  they  were  comfortably  dozing  to  (he  lulling  music 
of  the  little  singing  silver  kettle ;  and  behind  the  chair,  opposite 
the  door^  was  a  large  Indian  screen.  All  CeciFs  things  were  reader 
put  out ;  before  the  fire  was  a  curious  old-fashioned  silver  foot- 
pan,  over  which,  stood  Girouetle  with  his  arms  folded,  as  though 
he  were  mysteriously  meditating  either  upon  suicide  or  supper. 

As  Cecil  Howard  was  an  exceedingly  handsome  mlio,  his  toilette 
was  an  aETair  of  no  great  length ;  he  had  no  embroidered  coats  to 
thro\^  back,  no  hay-coloured  hair  to  oil  and  unguent  into  a  bad 
imitation  of  Warren's  jet  blacking ;  no  curling  tongs  to  give  the 
capilary  finish  to  the  poker-perpendicularity  of  his  figure.  Now, 
I  know  it  would  be  easy,  and  perhaps  much  more  satisfactory,  on 
reading  the  announcement  that  Cecil  was  an  exceedingly  handsome 
man,  for  as  many  different  young  ladies  as  do  me  the  honour  of 
perusing  this  work,  to  exclaim,^— ^^  Ah  I  understand ;  I  dare  say  he 
was  like  Cecil  F — ,  or  Lord  E— ,  or  George  A — ,  or  Tom  D — ,  or 
Lord  G — ,  or  Frank  S-~,  and  so  on  through  (he  alphabet,  as  the 
case  might  require;— but  to  avoid  all  mistakes,  F 11* describe  him. 
Cecil  Howard  was  about  five  feet  eleven ;  but  in  symmetry  of  figure, 
the  Apollo  might  have  envied  him.  His  features  would  not,  per- 
haps, critically  speaking,  have  been  called  handsome — except  his 
forehead,  brow  and  eyes,  which  were  magnificent ;  the  latter  were 
large,  dark,  and  lustrous  in  the  extreme— but  (hen  they  appeared 
to  float  in  liquid  light,  that  was  as  soft  as  it  was  brilliant;  the  brow 
was  low,  straight,  and  intellectual— and  seemed  like  night  girding 
the  snowy  world  of  the  forehead  above  it — a  forehead  so  vast,  pure, 
and  lofty,  that  even  the  shadow  of  a  mean  thought  never  could  have 
flitted  across  it.  His  hair  was  of  a  purple-black,  clustering  in  rich 
curls ;  and  withal— 

"  Fine  as  the  web  of  a  fairy 'a  thought." 

And  the  small  ear  that  peeped  out  at  either  side  was  so  beautifully 
modelled  that  they  looked  as  if  love  liad  given  them  to  him  on  the 
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proviso  that  they  were  to  hear  do  Toice  but  his  own.  After  ail,  if 
every  feature  was  not  perfect,  they  all  had  the  effect  of  beauty, 
wkuch  is  beauty;  and  the  voice  that  issued  from  it  would  have  made 
any  mouth  beautiful.  And  now,  to  proceed  to  extremities,  his 
hands  and  feet— those  unmistakeable  criterions  of  gentle  blood— 
were  perfectly  patrician.  I  will  make  no  apology  for  taking  upso  much 
time  in  etching  this  sketch  \  for  my  own  part,  I  like  to  see  the  people 
I  am  expected  to  take  an  interest  in,  and  therefore  suppose  other 
persons  have  the  same  taste  \  besides,  Montaigne  observes  and  o]>- 
serves,  truly,  that  the  adventures  of  an  infant  would  be  interesting, 
if  it  could  tell  them  -,  and  Goldsmith  adds,  '^  and  even  the  life  of  a 
beau  would  be  amusing,  if  be  could  write  it! '''  Now  Cecil  Howard 
was  something  better  than  a  beau,  and  if  he  were  not,  I  have  always 
found  that  those  books  which  give  the  most  correct  inventory  of 
human  beings  (however  insignificant),  and  stereotype  the  world  as 
it  is,  are  always  thought  the  most  interesting,  because  the  roost 
natural.  I  am,  therefore,  well  content  to  be  called  vul^r,  because 
I  make  housemaids  and  helpers  speak  like  housemaids  and  helpers, 
and  not  like  shepherdesses  out  of  Arcadia,  and  philosophers  from 
Utopia ;  neither  shall  I  sink  under  the  accusation  of  being  cold- 
blooded, bad  hearted,  revengeful,  and  vindictive,  by  those  vestal- 
thoughted  gentlemen,  my  late  reviewers,  who  with  a  refinement  of 
metaphysical  acumen  that  is  exquisitely  incomprehensible,  not  to 
say  ridiculous,  designate  resisted  sin  as  the  adultery  oj  the  mind! 
and  brand  me  as  a  monster  for  presuming  to  describe  vice  as  I  have 
seen  and  suffered  from  it.   But  now 

*^  TD  sapper  ^th  what  appetite  we  may." 

On  opening  his  bed^roora  door,  Cecil  perceived  that  between 
each  room  door  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  gallery  was  a  window 
looking  on  the  stairs,  like  the  houses  in  Anne's  time — those  solid 
and  comfortable  domiciles  that  stiU  breathe  of  Pope,  pleasure, 
patches,  politics,  beaux,  belles,  and  bohea. 

'^  A  nice^  old  house,''  thought  Cecil,  as  he  descended  the  stairs. 
'^  I  must  make  the  acquaintance  of  my  mother's  ancestors  to- 
morrow, and  if  the  portraits  of  the  Bubbles  at  all  come  up  to  the 
original  I  have  already  seen,  I  shall  have  no  lack  of  diversion."  In 
the  front  hall,  sitting  by  the  billiard  table  next  the  fire,  he  found 
Marmaduke  Bubble  reading  a  newspaper,  which,  however,  on 
Cecil's  appearance,  he  instantly  put  down,  and  starting  from  his 
chair,  said, 

"  Well,  come,  1  must  say  you've  not  been  long.  Now  I'll  intro- 
duce you  to  a  covey  of  old  women  ^  three  of  the  plainest  young 
ones 'in  Europe ;  one  of  the  prettiest  in  the  same  space ;  an  animal 
by  itself,  which  is  a  French  woman  come  to  years  of  discretion 
without  having  found  what  she's  come  to;  a  Scotch  man  longer  in 
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the  back  (ban  be  is  id  Che  head,  tulor  to  my  nei^Wi  Ooamo  Bub- 
ble, who,  heaven  knows,  promises  nothing,  therefore  it  is  to  be 
hoped  he  will  do  a  great  deal,  but  he  has  not  begun  yet,  and  then 
there's  my  brother ;  but  hell  speak  for  himself,''  added  Marmaduke, 
throwing  open  the  drawing-room  door,  which  discovered  the  fol- 
lowing groups.  At  one  end  of  the  room  sat  three  old  ladies,  and  a 
young  one,  at  whist.  The  eldest  of  these  ladies  was  Mrs.  Manners, 
who  wore  a  full  crowned  muslin  cap,  with  a  close  border,  and  a 
profusion  of  flat  round  rings  of  drab-coloured  hair  on  her  forehead, 
a  ruff  round  her  neck,  and  a  Canton  crape  stone-coloured  shawl, 
fastened  in  front  with  a  square  Scotch  pebble  *,  her  head  rose  very 
little  above  the  table,  her  shoulders  were  narrow,  and  her  bust  flat; 
but  she  became  not,  indeed, 

*'  Small  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  lessj" 

but  the  very  reverse— large  by  degrees,  and  wonderfully  big  in  her 
downward  course — after  the  graceful  disproportions  of  a  Chinese 
joss.  The  old  lady  was  now  winning  everything  at  sixpenny  long- 
whist,  with  a  very  dirty  pack  of  cards,  which  she  maintained  were 
always  luckier  than  clean  ones,  and  she  is  not  the  first  who  has 
attempted  to  secure  fortune  by  very  dirty  means.  As  was  her  wont 
on  such  joyous  occasions,  her  head  was  undulating  from  one  side 
to  the  other,  as  she  sang  the  following  snatch  of  a  once  popular 
song,  with  a  soft  lisp,  assisted  by  a  kind  of  bumble-bee  accompa- 
niment between  each  line,  of  um — um-—um — um, 

*^  Thottghth's  to  coanthel  let  utb  take, 
Um — um — um—um^-^um. 
To  wed  or  not  to  wed,  that  itb  tbe  qaestion/* 

But,  like  .Tohnny  Gilpin, 

*'  Though  on  pleasqre  ske  was  bent,  she  had  a  froga!  mind/' 

for,  ever  and  anon,  shutting  one  eye  and  opening  the  other  very 
wide,  she  would  look  up  at  her  partner,  Miss  Prudence  Bubble,  as 
she  was  scrambling  up  another  trick,  and  exclaim,  as  a  spur  to 
that  lady's  dilatory  mode  of  proceeding, 

'^  Ah !  Prudenth,  can't  you  play?  it  dethrqys  the  game  to  be  tho 
Ioojj:  about  it." 

The  third  and  fourth  at  this  table  consisted  of  Miss  Lucretia  and 
her  niece.  Miss  Betsey  Bubble  *,  the  former,  an  elongated  spinster, 
dressed  in  white  throughout  the  year,  with  a  physiognomy  con- 
structed on  the  antithetical  plan  of  those  long  wands  used  in  Catholic 
chapels,  with  a  lighted  taper  and  extinguisher  together,  at  one  end. 
Her  nose,  which  was  red  and  pointed,  gave  an  excellent  represen- 
tation of  the  latter,  while  her  looks  were  a  perfect  fac  simile  of  the 
former.  Miss  Betsey  was  a  vulgar,  ugly,  conceited-looking  girl, 
with  thick  lips,  a  irumpeler-nose,  a  dingy,  greasy-looking  com- 
plexion, and  red  skinny  hands,  wi^  divers  excrescences  in  the 
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shape  of  wartft  about  tbem.  At  the  other  side  of  the  fire-place  sat 
Lady  Bubble,  playing  chess  ^ith  Mr.  McPhio,  the  tutor.  Lady 
Babble,  though  not  exactly  what 

*'  Yoathfol  poets  fancy  when  Uiey  loye/' 
was  certainly 

**  All  XhAipainUng  can  express ;" 

for  her  cheeks  and  eye-brows  formed  a  little  diorama  of  a  '  rouge 
et  Boir  table/  and  being  still  in  her  own  opinion,  '^  a  splendid 
woman,/'  she  appeared  every  day  *•  en  grande  toilette.'  On  Uiis 
evening  she  might  have  reminded  the  Eastern  traveller  of  the 
Saracen's  Head  at  Snow-hill ;  for  she  wore  a  very  large  scarlet  and 
yellow  turban,  with  an  ^esprit'  rising  perpendicularly  from  the 
centre.  Bound  her  throat  was  a  plain  diamond  necklace,  about  the 
size  of  large  peas,  but  so  tight  that  it  reminded  one  of  the  punish- 
ment of  Prometheus,  when  his  neck  was  pierced  with  diamond 
nails.  Her  dress  was  of  amber  sati6,  with  innumerable  flounces  of 
blonde.  Her  arms  were  bare,  and  covered  with  huge  bracelets ;  one 
containing  a  portrait  of  Sir  Romulus  in  his  Deputy-Lieutenant's 
uniform,  the  other  of  Master  Cosmo,  when  a  baby,  in  a  snow-storm 
of  Mechlin  lace.  Mr.  McPhin  had  gone  beyond  six  feet  by  several 
inches ;  he  had  rather  handsome  features  on  a  large  scale,  not 
unlike  the  heads  of  Jupiter  Tonans.»  His  eyes  were  a  dark  blue,  but 
from  being  exceedingly  near-sighted,  had  a  fierce  and  fixed  stare. 
His  hair  was  light  and  closely  cut  to  his  head  behind,  with  a  sort 
of  rampant  cockatoo  cluster  in  front.  He  wore  a  very  stiff,  black 
leather  stock,  and  no  visible  collar,  and  a  rusty,  brown-black  satin 
waistcoat.  The  back  of  his  coat  was  even  longer  than  his  own  back, 
and  the  skirts  of  it  swept  the  ground  as  he  sat.  His  unthink-of-ables 
were  of  blotting  paper-coloured  kersymere,  without  straps,  and  his 
colossal  feet  found  an  asylum  in  coarse  white-cotton  stockings,  and 
very  thick  shoes,  with  broad  ribbon  strings,  that  were  carefully 
ironed  out  every  day.  One  of  these  ponderous  legs  was  now  stretched 
out  on  either  side  of  the  little  table  on  which  the  chess-board  was 
placed,  while  the  finger  and  thumb  of  his  left  hand  lavished  sundry 
little  caresses  on  his  chin,  as  he  meditated  how  he  should  be  able  to 
do  what  Sir  Romulus  Bubble  had  nevef  been  able  to  do,  check- 
mate his  partner. 

Opposite  Mr.  McPhin,  with  a  copy  of  Lord  Byron  in  her  hand, 
(over  whicb  she  was  sighing.)  sat  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  the  go- 
verness. She  fancied  herself  like  Madame  Pasta,  and  dressed  ac- 
cordingly. As  far  as  size  went  there  was  certainly  nothing  want- 
ing to  complete  the  resemblance,  except  it  might  be  the  beautiful 
arm  5  but  her  forehead  was  low  and  red,  her  eye-brows  mangy  and 
very  much  arched  5  her  eyes,  coffee-coloured  and  large,  but  exceed- 
ingly round,  her  nose  cherry-coloured,  small,  and  very  much 
'  retrouss*;'  her  cheeks  excelled  Vesuvius,  inasmuch  as  they  dis- 
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played  a  constant  eruption  ^  her  mouth  was  naturally  too  small, 
and  she  made  it  still  smaller  by  pursing  it  up  into  a  perfect  eyelet- 
hole  ;  her  throat  was  short,  consisting  of  three  rolls  of  fat,  the  creas- 
es between  which,  being  much  fairer  than  the  rolls  themselves, 
looked  like  a  white  edge  to  a  scarlet  ribbon ;  her  hair  was  dark  and 
fine,  like  that  of  most  of  her  country-women,  but  strained  off  her 
forehead,  not  to  hide  any  of  the  beauties  of  the  face  beneath.  This 
'lovely  woman''  had  long  cherished  a  secret  attachment  for  the 
cold  and  ungrateful  McPhin ;  but  alas !  like  Charlotte  in  the  '^  Sor- 
rows of  Werter,"  as  represented  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  she  be- 
gan to  fear  and  to  feel  that  it  never  could  come  to  any  thing ;  while, 
on  the  other  hand,  McPhin,  like  Werter,  thought  that  in  that 
consisted  its  only  charm.  Yet,  with  woman's  unvarying  constancy, 
there  would  she  sit,  evening  after  evening,  opposite  to^him,  read- 
ing poetry,  and  every  time  she  came  to  a  line  applicable  to  her 
own  case,  hurl  sighs  at  him  across  the  chess-board ;  but,  ingrate 
that  he  was,  he  only  thought  of.  his  pawns,  and  heeded  not  her 
pledges  of  affection. 

At  a  little  distance  from  Mademoiselle  Perplgnon  sat  one  of  her 
pupils,  Lucy  Bubble  and  her  brother.  The  young  lady  was  gig- 
gling and  whispering,  and  Cosmo  was  holding  a  skein  of  netting- 
silk  for  her  to  wind,  with  his  mouth  open,  every  now  and  then 
raising  his  right  shoulder  to  rub  his  nose,  which  he  had  no  other 
mode  of  getting  to.  He  was  very  tall,  and  looked  still  taller  through 
the  medium  of  a  skeleton  jacket ;  his  fabe,  though  white,  was  exceed- 
ingly fat,  and  his  nose  very  large  and  aquiline ;  his  hair  was  fiery- 
red,  but,  as  woolly  and  curly  as  a  negro's.  In  short,  he  had  much 
the  appearance  of  a  fair  and  infant  Punch,  before  the  profligate  ca- 
reer of  that  truly  great  man  had  made  his  plump  cheeks  hollow ; 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that  had  Silvio  Fiorillo'  flourished  in  these 
our  days,  he  would  have  been  able  clearly  to  have  traced  his  des- 
cent. Miss  Lucy  Bubble  was  tall  and  slight,  with  pink  cheeks,  blue 
eyes  and  light  hair;  Miss  Betsy  was  fat  and  short,  with  a  brown 
skin  and  dark  hair;  or,  to  be  more  con/cise,  Lucy  was  long  and  dis- 
mal, like  a  winter's  evening,  and  Betsy  dark  and  short,  like  a  win- 
ter's day.  Close  to  the  fire,  behind  Mr.  McPhin,  with  a  little  table 
again  behind  him,  with  candles  on  it,  sat  Sir  Romulus  Bubble,  read- 
ing a  newspaper,  with  a  hemming,  grunting  sort  of  noise  in  his 
throat,  not  unlike  the  muffled  neighing  of  a  horse.  Sir  Romulus's 
race  was  very  red,  with  a  Greek  outline ;  his  head  was  bald,  and 
he  wore  a  wig  of  brown  crisp  curls,  but  very  far  at  the  back  of  hjs 
head,  voting  all  the  rest  of  his  shorn  pate  forehead,  for  he  was  a 
great  phrenologist.  In  stature  he  was  very  short,  but  the  matter 
was  as  broad  as  it  was  long.  He  always  wore  a  blue  coat  and  gilt 
buttons  of  an  evening,  blue  cloth  trousers,  white  cotton  stockings, 

!  The  iavrator  of  Ihe  Neapoltlan  Pa&ob. 
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and  their  unpoUsbed  shoes  *,  his  waistcoats  were  invariably  too  short, 
owing,  no  doubt,  to  the  rotundity  of  his  person ;  his  fingers  were 
very  short  and  stumpy,  and  he  generally  wore  a  ring  about  the  di- 
mensions of  a  moderate  sized  salver,  on  the  little  finger  of  each 
hande  When  any  person  or  persons  annoyed,  disappointed  or 
offended  him,  he  invariably  called  them  Algerines;  and  just  at 
the  moment  Cecil  and  Marmaduke  made  their '  entr6,'  some  Par- 
liamentary proceedings  Ihat  he  was  reading  having  displeased 
him,  he  was  exclaiming  aloud,  as  he  covered  his  blue  cloth  conti- 
nuations with  rejected  pinches  of  snuff, — 

''  The  Algerines !  the  Algerines !" 

'*  Brother,"  said  Marmaduke,  "  here  is  our  cousin  Howard  ar- 
rived, and  it  is  a  mercy  I  did  not  §hoot  him,  by  way  of  welcome, 
as  hie  came  through  one  of  the  kitchen  gardens." 

'*  Bless  me!"  exclaimed  Sir  Bomulus,  starling  from  his  chair, 
and  extending  both  his  hands  to  Cecil,  *'  and  what  made  the  Alge- 
rines bring  you  through  the  kittheh  garden?— delighted  to  see 
you — delighted  to  see  you." 

*'  We  had  no  idaya  you'd  come  so  late,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  iis- 
ing  and  offering  her  hand,  with  a  great  deal  of  lragedy-qu6en  dig- 
nity. "  I  dar  say  you  found  the  'boue'  the  mud  inconvenient  on 
on  fust  selling  out." 

Mr.  MacPhin  nearly  upset  Ihe  chess  table  and  Sir  Romulus's 
reading  table,  in  backing  to  lake  a  good  view  of  the  new  arrival. 
Mademoiselle  Perpignon  approached  nearer  to  Mr.  MacjPhin  for 
Ihe  same  purpose  •,  the  young  ladies  whispered  and  giggled  more 
than  ever ;  and  Cosmo  forgot  the  skein  of  silk,  as  he  walked  round, 
and,  without  uttering  a  syllable,  thrust  his  foggy  hand  into  Cecil's ; 
while  the  trio  at  the  card  table  rose  simultaneously,  and  the  old 
lady,  opening  her  left  eye  wider  than  ever,  turned  round  and  said, 

''Iththallhupper?" 

*'  No,  ma'am ;  it's  only  Mr.  Howard,  that  we  have  been  expect- 
ing from  London." 

''  Oh,  heth^  very  late ;  But,  of  coorth,  (course)  ith  a  long  way  to 
come.  Would  he  like  to  take  a  hSind  at  cards?" 

In  due  time,  poor  Cecil  returned  all  their  greetings,  and  grate- 
fully declined  the  proffered  hand  at  cards. 

"  Well,  it's  perfectly  miraculous!"  said  Sir  Romulus,  looking 
down  at  Cecil's  feet,  as  he  walked  across  the  room,  *'  perfectly  mi- 
raculous !  I  had  no  conception  they  could  bring  them  to  such  per- 
fection. Which  is  it,  Cecil?" 

"  What,  sir?"  inquired  Cecil. 

*'  Why  your  cork  leg — for  egad!  it's  totally  impossible  to  per- 
ceive the  slightest  difference." 

^'  May  I  ask,"  said  Cecil,  smiling,  "  what  is  this  joke  about  my 
having  a  cork  leg?" 
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'^  Joke,  1117  dear  fellow !  it's  no  joke  to  lose  aleg,  I  should  think, 
though  you've  got  over  the  loss  of  yours  wonderfully." 

^'  Now  I  am  more  in  the  dark  than  ever,"  replied  Cecil ;  <<  for, 
upon  my  honour,  I  never  lost  a  leg.  Tou  must,  I  am  happy  to 
say,  have  been  misinformed." 

^^Misinformed!  not  in  the  least-*quile  true,  I  give  you  my 
word,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  raising  his  eyebrows,  and  hastily  taking 
a  pinch  of  snufiT,  as  he  walked  over  to  a  table,  and  withdrew  one 
from  a  pile  of  newspapers,  which  he  presented  to  Cecil,  trium- 
phantly pointing  out  with  the  middle  finger  of  his  right  hand  a 
paragraph  announcing  a  fatal  accident  that  had  happened  to  Cecil 
Howard,  Esq.  while  riding  in  Hyde  Park,  by  his  horse  running 
away,  and  thereby  breaking  his  leg,  which  was  immediately  ampu- 
tated, the  loss,  however,  being  replaced  by  one  of  Mr. 's  ini- 
mitable patent  cork  legs ! 

**  Well,"  said  Cecil  laughing,  '*  I  can  only  repeat  that  I  never 
broke  my  leg,  never  had  it  amputated,  and  never  had  a  cork  leg." 
Sir  Romulus  shook  his  head  incredulously  and  somewhat  huffily, 
as  he  replied,  '^  I  suppose  the  next  thing  you'll  tell  me  is  that  your 
sister  is  not  married  either,  or  going  to  be  married,  to  that  rich  tnan. 
Lord — Lord — tut,  tut-^iet  me  see — the  map  that  has  that  fine  place 
near  Cork— Lord— dear,  I  shall  forget  my  own  name  next,"  con- 
tinued he,  placing  his  forefinger  on  his  forehead,  '*  Lord—" 
^^  Dunblarney,"  interposed  Lady  Bubble. 
^^  Ay,  Dunblarney,  the  man  who  plays  so  high  and  lost  so  much 
to  Count  Roulette  last  year." 

"  No,"  said  Cecil,  laughing  outright,  ^'  I'm  happy  to  say  my 
sister  has  not  got  a  Cork  leg  any  more  than  myself." 
^^  Supper's  on  the  table ,  my  lady,"  said  the  butler. 
^^  My  dear  boy,"  said  Sir  Romulus  to  Cecil,  (as  the  latter  QfTered 
his  arm  to  Lady  Bubble),  with  that  solemn  dignity  which  had  got 
him  so  universally  dreaded  and  respected  throughout  the  neigh- 
hourhood, ''  my  dear  boy,  when  you  know  me  better  you  won't 
attempt  to  impose  upon  me." 

Having  uttered  this  severe  reprimand.  Sir  Romulus,  with  the 
amiable  suavity  of  a  great  mind,  made  a  sort  of '  pas  de*  zephyr, 
across  the  room  to  the  whist  table,  exclaiming,  ^*  Where's  my 
mother?  Where's  my  mother?"  as  he  always  affectionately  called 
Mrs.  Manners,  and  having  secured  her,  performed  a  march  to  her 
waddle  till  they  reached  the  supper  room. 

*^  Cependant  il  n'est  pas  mat,"  said  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  to 
herself,  as  she  sunk  into  a  chair  opposite  Cecil. 

"  Mr.  Howard,  shall  I  send  you  some  pully?"  asked  Lady 
Boibble,  in  allusion  to  some  chickens  before  her. 
**  If  you  please,  I'll  trouble  you." 
^*  I'll  tell  you  what  will  be  a  wonderful  improvement— wonderr- 
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fuly  to  the  chickeD,  which  19  a  little  tongue/'  said  Sir  Romulus. 
^'  Let  me  persuade  you  to  try  it^  I'm  very  fond  of  trying  experi- 
ments in  that  way,  but  the  Algerines  in  this  part  of  the  world 
don't  understand  anything  out  of  the  common  routine^  and  you 
must  know  I  hate,  detest,  abominate  anything  in  the  common 
routine.'' 

^^  Meestere  Mac  Pheen,  may  I  troble  you  for  to  send  me  soam 
of  dat  deesh?"  said  Mademoiselle,  casting  a  devouring  look  at  that 
gentleman. 

^^  What  dish,  mum?  for  there  are  so  many,  it's  impossible  to 
know  which  you  mean,  unless  you  specify  it,*'  replied  the  flinty 
McPhin. 

^'  Oh,  I  shall  lake  noan,"  sighed  Mademoiselle,  sinking  back  in 
her  chair,  and  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand,  yet  leaving  suffi- 
cient space  between  her  fingers  to  gaze  steadily  on  Mr.  McPhin 
through  the  apertures;  ^^  I  am  not  vere  well;  I  shall  not  eat  no 
suppere  to-night." 

^^  I  think  you  are  in  the  right  of  it,  mum ;  for  they  must  be  very 
.bad  for  a  person  so  stout  as  you  arq." 

'^  Stout,  stout — qu'est  ce  que  c'est  que  stout?"  asked  Mademoi- 
selle, looking  fatly  and  fondly  at  Mr.  McPhin. 

^'  Why,  Mum,"  replied  he,  eating  with  redoubled  rapidity,  and 
never  once  raising  his  eyes  from  his  plate,  ^^  it  means  big,  fat, 
large,  coarse,  unwieldy,  in  short.  Just  what  you  are.  Mum." 

^'  Ah,  mais  c'est  tout  un  dictionnaire  dat  you  tel  me,  I  no  on- 
derstan." 

'^  Tong  mew,  Mum,  tong  mew,"  responded  Mr.  McPhin,  as  he 
hastily  filled  out  a  tumbler  of  water,  and  drank  it  ofiT,  to  wash  down 
lus  last  gallant  speech. 

^^  Where's  Theresa? "  asked  Marmaduke  Bubble. 
^'  She  had  a  bad  headache,  and  went  to  bed  some  time  ago," 
replied  Lady  Bubble. 

'^  And  I  suppose  you'll  be  glad  to  do  the  same,  for  you  must  be 
very  tired?"  added  Marmaduke  to  Cecil. 
''Iain  rather  tired." 

'^  I  thuppothe  you  never  go  lo  bed  in  Lunnun,"  said  Mrs  Man- 
ners. ^'  It  mutht  be  a  terrible  plathe — nothing  comfortable  or  con- 
vaynient  in  it — atlaytht  not  like  the  country." 

''My  mother's  idea  is,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  ''that  there  is  no  place 
like  the  country.  Mother,  will  you  take  a  glass  of  wine  with  me? " 
"  No,  Romuluth,  I'll  have  a  taythpoonful  of  ehpray,  (esprit.)'' 
"Fenton,"  said  Sir  Romulus  to  the  butler,  ''bring  thebcandy 
here." 

After  the  old  lady  had  had  her  taythpoonful,  she  turned  to  Ma- 
demoiselle Perpignon,  and  oflSered  her  some;  adding,  "  the  French 
paple'th  fond  of  brandy  I  belave." 
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**Non,  tank  you,  Madame.  I  am  afraid  of  dc  speeril  at  night." 
^^Some  silly  people,  mum,  are  afraid  of  spirits  at  night,"  said 
Mr.  McPhin,  as  he  helped  himself  to,  and  tossed  off  a  wine-glassful 
of  brandy; 

At  length  the  supper  ended ;  and  to  GeciFs  no  small  relief,  the 
party  separated  for  their  respeietive  bed-chambers.  His  last  thought, 
as  he  laid  his  head  upon  his  pillow,  was--^^^  What  a  fortune  Poltto 
would  have  made,  could  he  have  possessed  himself  of  the  inmates 
of  Bubble  Hall!" 

.  CHAPTER  III. 

*  *  Away  these  two  trudg'd  it  o'er  bills  and  o'er  dales, 
They  popp'd  at  the  partridges,  frigbtea'd  the  quails ; 
But  to  tell  you  the  truths  no  great  mischief  was  done. 
Save  spoiling  the  proTerh,  as  sure  as  a  gun, 

"•  Fair  she  was-^with  a  silf  er  Toice 
That  bade  e'en  sorrow's  self  rejoice." 


FABIU.T  POETRAITS.«-<rHS  FIHST  OF  SSPTBIOISR^HARMADUEB  BUBBLE  MA&^B  AS 
OBtlGlBG  OFFRB,  UPOH  WHICH  CECIL  THBOWBTH  COLO  WATBB.'— WHAT  IS  LOV<  AT 
FIBST  SIGHT?— DOB'T  EHOW— .BUT  SUPPOSE  IT  IS  THAT  TBOUBLBSOMB  UBCHIU'S 
SHADOW  THAT  WE  PEBCEIYB  OH  HIS  WAY  TO  US.— VENUS  MUST  HAVE  6PABED  THE 
BOD  WITH  A  VENGEANCE,  FOB  SHE  CEBTAINLY  SPOILT  THAT  CHILD^-vrHE  BESTLE8S, 
MISCHIEVOUS,  TOBMENTING,  WHINING,  CBTNG,  DESTBUCTIVE  BBAT^-*ALAS  I  THAT 
TBEBE  IS  NO  DO-TBE-DANS  HALL,  WHEBEAT  BE  MIGHT  BE  SMIKKD  DOWN. 

"  If,"  says  Francisco  Johon  cle  Salazar,  "Plato  took  the  liberty 
to  constitute  a  republic  in  imaginary  space,  Descartes,  to  figure  to 
himself  a  vorld  at  his  pleasure,  and  many  modern  philosophers 
(Copernicus  liolding  the  candle,  and  our  friend,  Fontenelle,  giving 
it  a  snuff),  to  create  in  their  fancy  ^s  many  thousands  of  vorjds,  as 
there  are  thousands  of  fixed  stars,  and  all  inhabited  by  good  and 
true  men  of  flesh  and  blood,  neither  more  nor  less  than  our  very 
selves*,^— tell  me,  I  say,  what  reason  there  is,  divine,  or  human, 
why  my  imagination  should  not  divert  itself  in  fabricating  people, 
and  making  them  think,  act,  and  hold  forth,  as  I  shaU  take  it  into 
my  head?" — ^none  whatever;  nevertheless,  dear  reader,  I  am  fa- 
bricating nothing-^every  Bubble  among  them  I  have  seen ;  nbt 
indeed,  exactly  in  the  same  case,  and  place,  in  which  J  have  done 
theim  the  honour  of  presenting  them  to  you ;  but  still  I  have  seen 
them ;  and  as  for  the  twaddle  about  the  impropriety  of  putting  real 
people  into  books,  ttiat  is  only  a  "  weak  invention  of  tbe  enemy,'' 
namely,  of  the  people,  who  beggar  description.  What  arrogance  it 
is  ofany  of  us  journeymen  (for,  at  best,  authors  are  nothing  more), 
to  set  themselves  up  as  rivals  to  Nature,  who  was  the  first  to  take 
out  a  patent  for  human  beings — their  passions,  feelings,  thoughts, 
actions,  vices,  virtues,  oddities,  and  absurdities,  that  have  never 
yet  been  improved  upon,  nor  never  will; — ^^witness  the  miserable 
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failure  of  the  allempts  of  Messieurs  Prometheus  and  Frankengtein, 
^hen  they  thought  fit  to  set  up  in  the  business  on  their  own  account  ^ 
and  no  wonder — what  but  monsters  could  be  the  result  of  such  a 
monstrous  undertaking?  The  only  man  that  Nature  ever  took  into 
partnership^  was  one  William  Shakspeare,  for  he  never,  on  any 
single  occasion,  went  beyond  her  patterns,  but  copied  them  so 
closely,  that  it  would  puzzle  her  to  know  his  work  from  her  own. 
Never,  then,  let  imaginaiion  be  any  thing  but  a  member  of  Na- 
ture's royal  academy,  if  you  expect  its  pictures  to  possess  any 
merit ;  and  if  it  is  high  colouring  you  require,  my  dear  public, 
depend  upon  it,  nature  produces  greater  exaggerations,  both  in 
people  aqd  events,  than  the  most  vivid  imaginaiion  would  ever  dare 
to  venture  upon.  Hoping  before  we  part,  to  convince  you  of  this 
— now  let  us  go  down  to  breakfast. 

The  weather  had  changed  during  the  night  (as  is  the  custom  of 
our  capricious  climate),  and  was  warm  and  sultry  in  the  extreme, 
with  everything  gilded  into  brightness  by  a  glowing  sun,  when  Cecil 
left  his  room  the  morning  after  his  arrival  at  Bubble  Hall.  The 
peacocks  were  strutting  on  the  velvet  terraces  before  the  house,  the 
deer  were  seeking  the  shade,  oppressed  with  the  noon-day  heat, 
and  the  air  was  laden  with  the  breath  of  mignonette,  sweet  peas 
and  verbenum.  What  a  generous  prodigality  of  beauty  and  sweet- 
ness there  is  about  autumnal  flowers !  no  wonder  their  reign  is  so 
short ! 

**  The  churliest  thorn  will  last  the  year, 
The  violets  but  once  appear." 

Though  it  was  half-past  eleven,  none  of  the  Bubbles  had  risen ;  at 
least  they  were  not  down.  ''  Well,  there  is  some  virtue  in  that,'' 
thought  Cecil,  ''  for  it  would  be  dreadful  if  all  I  saw  last  night  was 
to  begin  at  nine  in  the  morning,  as  I  feared  it  would.'' 

The  stair-case  at  Bubble  Hall,  as  has  been  before  stated,  was  lined 
with  pictures.  Over  the  window  on  the  .first  landing-place,  was  a 
picture  of  Bubelus,  king  of  Rome-^no  doubt  the  founder  of  the  fa- 
niily,  as  in  the  picture  he  stood  considerably  higher  than  the  build- 
ings by  which  he  was  surrounded,  for  there  is  no  knowing  to  what 
size  bubbles  may  be  inflated.  Turning  the  corner  of  the  stair-case, 
was  a  large  full-length  picture  of  Sir  Romulus  and  Lady  Bubble, 
in  the  same  frame,  done  just  aHer  their  marriage  in  1798.  Sir  Ro- 
mulus shone  forth  in  a  blue  coat,  very  yellow  (almost  orange  co- 
loured) buck-skin  unmentionables,  top-boots,  and  a  riding-whip  in 
his  hand ;  whUe  Lady  Bubble  was  attired  in  a  muslin-dress,  over 
which  was  a  short  pelisse  trimmed  with  black-lace :  round  her 
throat,  put  on  as  a  cravat,  w^s  a  yellow-silk  Indian  pocket-hand* 
kerchief,  with  scarlet  spots  on  it,  while  round  her  head  was  twisted 
an  indescribable  something,  that  looked  like  another  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, twin-brother  to  the  cravat ;  over  which,  shrouding  the 
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beauty  of  her  face,  hung  a  long  black-IsQe  veil.  What  elegant  sim- 
plieity !  what  conjugal  felicity ! !  what  modest  majesly ! ! !  was  dis- 
played in  this  truly  original  picture.  A  little  below  it  was  another, 
evidently  done  at  a  somewhat  later  period,  for  it  represented  Lady 
Bubble  in  a  crop,  with  one  ostrich-feather  rising  perpendicularly 
from  the  cenlre  of  a  blue  ribbon  that  was  tied  round  her  head.  Her 
dress  in  this  picture  also  consisted  of  white  muslin,  with  the  addi- 
tion of  what  looked  very  like  a  blue  bed-gown  over  it,  coming  very 
little  below  her  waist.  This  excrescence,  Lady  Bubble  afterwards 
informed  Cecil,  was  in  the  year  1798,  called  '*  the  Sutton  wrapp ! " 
But  the  most  remarkable  and  peculiar  feature  of  this  picture,  was, 
that  her  ladyship  evidently  looked,  '^as  ladies  wish  to  look  who 
love  their  lords  *, ''  and  as  she  was  represented  standing  in  profile, 
and  the  picture  was  only  a  kit-fcat  size,  she  had  the  wonderful  ap- 
pearance of  walking  through  the  frame — ^bul  how  so  wide  a  circum- 
ference was  to  begot  through  so, narrow  a  space,  remained  an  un- 
solved mystery!  Next  to  this,  was  another  very  tall  full-length 
picture,  of  Miss  Lucretia  Bubble,  looking  like  a  sort  of  Sunday 
Sappho,  in  a  very  neat  while  gown,  looped  up  at  the  left  knee  with 
a  leaf,  which  though  large,  was  not  botanically  defined^  her  feet 
were  cased  in  yellow  kid  pointed  slippers,  looking  like  large  quar- 
ters of  very  large  lemons.  She  also  had  a  crop,  round  which  was 
lied  a  green-gauze  handkerchief,  with  a  bow  on  one  side,  her  hair 
curled  ^4-la-Gupidon,'  and  rising  above  it.  Her  eyes  were  raised  to 
heaven ;  in  one  band  she  held  a  large  lyre,  So  square,  that  it  might 
have  passed  as  first  cousin  to  a  gridiron ;  in  the  other  was  a  scroll  of 
paper,  on  which  was  inscribed — 

**  Loaisa,  or  the  Vietim  of  Love  ;" 
the  title  of  a  charming  little  poem  Miss  Lucretia  had  written 
in  1801,  for  an  interesting  periodical,  called  "the  Lady's  Museum." 
The  poem  opened  with  the  following  thrilling  lines— 

''  What  chaste  confusion  clouds  Louisa's  cheek, 
And  makes  the  blushing  maid  afraid  to  speak." 

The  first  line  cannot  fail  to  remind  the  classical  reader  of  the  late 
Sir  William  Gurtis's  celebrated  toast  of  the  three  G's— '^  Go^,  King, 
and  Gurtis!''  though  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  fair  authoress 
possesses  iQuch  more  richness  of  imagery,  as  she  has  got /our 
G's  into  one  line,— while  the  second  evinces  a  matchless  delicacy 
of  thought  and  diction  \  what  a  rare !  what  a  sublime !  what  an  e%r 
quisite  picture  is  conjured  up — indeed,  now  a-days,  I  might  add, 
what  a  phenomenon! —by  the  idea  of  a  blushing  maid  being 
afraid  to  speak!-— I  defy  even  the  most  "  gifted  boy"  of  the  pre- 
sent day,  in  or  out  of  a  half-crown  epic,  to  write  anything  equal 
to  it ! — ^  Mais  revenons  k  nos  moutons.' 

Under  this  picture  of  Miss  Lucretia,  was  a  half-length  of  Mrs. 
Manners  in  her  younger  days  5  in  a  black  mode  cloak,  a  fly-cap. 
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Ihree  patches,  an  6tui,  and  a  large  fan.  Next  to  Mrs.  Manners' 
picture  was  one  of  her  three  grand-daughters,  when  children, 
standing  in  a  group,  with  their  arms  round  each  other's  necks, 
with  fVocks  of  a  scarlet  abomination,  called  in  (he  war — Salisbury 
flannel.  Their  hair  being  short,  straight,  and  rampant,  gare  them 
much  the  appearance  or  a  bunch  of  hearth  brushes,  with  red  han- 
dles, hanging  out  at  the  door  of  a  turner's  shop.  Next  to  them  was 
a  picture  of  their  brother  Cosmo,  at  the  interesting  age  of  nine ; 
he  was  portrayed  in  a  scarlet  Jacket,  studded  with  silver  sugar-loaf 
buttons  and  nankeen  (rowsers^  into  the  pockets  of  which  were 
stuffed  his  iiands.  while  his  feet  were  wide  a-part,  in  imitation  of 
the  Colossus  of  Rhodes  -,  and  under  his  right  foot  was  a  roll  of 
twine,  from  which  rose  a  kite*,  the  upward  progress  of  which  this 
interesting  youth  was  watching,  with  eyes,  nose,  and  mouth ;  so 
that  little  of  his  face  was  to  be  seen,  except  the  tip  of  his  chid  and 
his  scarlet  half.  Then  came  another  picture  of  Mrs.  Manners, 
as  Cecil  had  seen  her  the  night  before  at  the  card-table— her 
head  on  one  side  in  the  act  of  singing;  this  likeness  was  rendered 
the  more  striking,  by  the  painter  not  having  forgotten  to  throw  a 
fine  Rembrandt-shade  over  the  cards  the  old  lady  held  in  her  hand. 
Next  to  this  was  a  full-length  portrait  of  Percy  Manners  dressed 
as  Hamlet; — a  very  handsome  man— a  brother  of  Lady  Rubble's, 
who  had  been  dead  some  years.  Marmaduke  Rubble  also  figured 
on  a  little  plump  brown  poney ;  in  shoes  and  stockings,  and  no 
straps  to  his  trowsers,  with  his  dog  Trip  trotting  after  him. 

The  other  pictures  were  really  old,  and  some  of  them  very  finely 
done — especially  one  of  Sir  Lyle  Rubble,  with  a  large  '  cortege'  of 
knights  and  ladies  assembled  before  Rubble  Hall,  ready  to  go 
hawking ;  while  Sir  Lyle  was  holding  the  stirrup  of  his  majesty 
King  James  the  First's  saddle.  There  was  another  equally  good—- 
of  Sir  Hugh  Rubble  calling  upon  poor  Ascham,  to  impart  the 
joyous  tidings,  that  Henry  (he  Eighth  had  granted  him  a  pension 
for  his  "Toxophilus."— The  portrait  of  Sir  Hugh  was  portly  and 
burley,  as  that  of  every  Rubble  should  be ;  (here  was  a  frank 
^bonhommie'  in  his  face,  as  he  advanced  towards  the  poor  scholar, 
who  was  seated  at  a  rough  oak  tabic,  covered  with  his  favourite 
Latin  authors,  while  the  floor  was  equally  strewed  with  books  and 
rushes.  On  the  lop  of  the  high-backed  chair  on  which  he  was 
sitting,  was  perched  a  tame  merlin ;  while  Ascham,  pointing  to  the 
open  volume  of  his  own  book  before  him,  seemed  to  be  saying  to 
Sir  Hugh,— 

*'I  wrote  my  Toxophilus  not  so  much  with  a  design  to  do 
honour  to  archery,  or  to  direct  the  practice  of  it,  as  to  try  the  ex- 
periment whether  the  treatise  might  not  improve  my  circumstances, 
which  are  low  indeed— lower  than  the  common  condition  of  the 
studious'." 

*  Scripsi  ifgo  Toxaphilum  meum,  non  tarn  quod  honemtem  sagMaiionis  ei  «;«*  usu  g 
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And  poor  Roger  was  right;  his  ^'School  Master'"  is  far  moce 
eloquent,  and  better  written  than  his  Toxophikis;  but  he  might 
have  gone  on  writing  in  that  style  tUl  now,  (could  he  have  lived  so 
long)  without  gaining  a  single  ^  doit,'  had  he  not  eatered  for  the 
gratification  of  a  liLing. 

There  was  also  another  large  picture  of  Sir  Cephalus  BuM)le — a 
worthy  knight,  well  skilled  in  woodcraft ,--*who  was  portrayed, 
amicably  riding  through  Sherwood  Forest  with  Little  John; — this 
was  a  delicious  picture.  The  greenery  of  the  forest,  the  golden 
sunlight  playing  bo-peep  through  the  leaves,  the  dun-deer  stalking 
leisurely  through  the  thicket,  as  though  death  and  they  never  were 
to  be  acquainted;  the  sly  h^mour  lurking  at  the  corner  of  Lilfle 
John's  eyes,  as  they  glanced  askance  ni  the  venison  vertex  of  Sir 
Cephalus  Bubble's  face ; — all  made  one  long  for  the  days  of  Robin 
Hood  and  forest  roving. 

This  picture  naturally  bringing  to  GeciFs  mind,  from  association, 
venison  pasties  and  flasks  of  Rhenish,  made  him  resolve  upon  tarry- 
ing no  longer  amid  the  ideal ;  but  descending  at  once  to  the  sub- 
stantial realities  of  the  breakfast  room.  Upon  entering  the  dining 
room,  where  they  had  supped  the  preceding  night,  he  found  it 
empty,  and  no  preparation  whatever  for  breakfast — no  symptoms 
of  eating  beyond  wh^t  were  to  be  found  in  some  of  the  Fleniish 
pictures  that  decorated  the  walls,  and  which  abounded  in  chickens, 
lobsters,  raw  oysters,  figs,  cut  lemons,  melons,  and  fat  women, 
with  equally  fat  men  looking  over  their  shoulders,  and  dividing  a 
lovlQg  glance  between  them  and  the  provisioos—- while  a.  large  lor- 
toiseshell  cat,  purloining  a  suspended  partridge,  formed  the  back 
ground.  This  was  a  long  room,  with  foi]\r  windows ;  the  blinds  of 
which  being  closed,  Cecil  could  not  see  what  part  of  it  the  grounds 
looked  out  upon;  the  walls  were  of  Tyrian  purple,  or  Pompeian 
red,  in  compartments  of  framed  gold  work ;  the  mantel-piece  was, 
though  of  marble,  very  high,  and  elaborately  carved — ^supported 
by  pillars,  sculptured  into  Egyptian  palm-trees :  the  siderboard  was 
also  of  marble,  and  very  old — consisting  of  circular  steps,  some- 
thing like  those  of  St.  Peter's  at  Rome—which  formed  a  buffet,  on 
each  step  of  which  was  ranged  massive  old  silver  cups  and  tankards, 
salvers,  and  Benvenuto-Celtini-embossed  circular  dishes,  of  gold 
and  silver;  on  each  side  of  this  side-board  were  old  marble  fooo- 
laios — the  design  of  which,  was  Venus  in  the  shell,  rising  from  the 
sea — and  the  water  which  continually  flowed  from  her  head,  over 
her  shoulders,  formed  a  silver  veil  over  the  goddess — and  caused  a 
sort  of  trinkling  lulling  sound,  that  was  extremely  pleasant. 

^^Well,  there  is  variety  enough  in  this  house  at  all  events," 

seripto  me  illustrare  instituerim,  quean  potissimtm,  tu  hde  vid  insisterem,  periculum  fae- 
turuSy  man  ea  aUguando  vitce  mece  rationes  tenues  admodum,  et  infra  communem  stu^ 
diosorum  conditionem  positas  promovere  potuerit ;  iniellexi  enim  aliquot  peritos  sagiUa- 
rios  sunma  beneficia  a  regid  majestate  accepisse.  Lib.  ii. 
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thought  Gecil,--^^  for  it  appears  to  me  half  Gothic,  half  Elizabethan, 
half  Italiao,  and  half  Batch ; — but  no  doubt  such  a  variety  of  in- 
fnates  have  exercised  a  diversity  of  tastes  on  it.  Just  as  he  wa^  about 
to  leave  the  room,  his  eye  uras  attracted  by  a  Sir  Peter  Lely — a 
young  lady  about  eighteen,  and  of  great  beauty,  which  bore  a  slrilc- 
ing  resepiblance  to  Cecil's  first  love.  Lady  Annette  Loveli,  whom  he 
had  dreamt  himself  ialo  the  belief  was  the  most  perfect,  and,  above 
all^  the  most  devoted  and  disinterested  of  human  beings  -,  for  she 
had,  on  one  occasion,  refused  three  partners  running,  in  the  ex- 
pectation of  his  arrival  from  Melton  ;-^and  on  another,  when  she 
had  been  on  a  visit  to  his  sister — had  stayed  away  from  a  court  ball 
to  make  tea  for  him !  as  he  was  sofa-bound  with  a  sprained  ancle. 
But  alas !  when  his  fortunes  changed,  she  did-^or  at  least  her  father 
did  ^  and,  with  well  regulated  young  ladies,  that  is  (or  ought  to  be) 
the  same  thing.  She  took  to  reasoning,  what  she  had  never  indulged 
in  before;  and  argued  logicaUy  enough,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
live  upon  nothing,  or  without  a  carriage-, — and  even  if  love  could 
at  all  times  commanded  it,  his  mother's  was  only  an  open  one,  and 
could  not  weather  the  inclemency  of  winter  winds :  besides,  more- 
over, hfr  doves  would  be  tired  to  death  in  the  short  campaign  of 
a  single  morning's  visiting.  Cecil,  on  his  side,  recovered  bis  eye- 
sight, without  even  the  aid  of  Mr.  Alexander,  wonderfully — and 
discovered  that  Lady  Annette's  nose  was  apt  to  flush  a  teede  afler 
dinner — and  that,  without  going  to  China,  he  had  seen  smaller  feet. 

^^ Thank  God!"  said  he  aloud,  in  a  brave  and  beauty-proof 
voice,  as  he  quitted  the  dining-room — ^Uhere  are  no  more  Annette 
Lovells  for  me  in  the  world — it  will  not  be  easy  to  make  me  dream 
again,  now  that  I  am  once  awake.'' 

^'Oh  yes,  sir,  they're  all  awake,  and  her  ladyship  will  be  down 
in  a  few  minutes,"  said  Fenton,  leading  the  way  to  the  breakfast- 
room,  which  was  at  the  other  side  of  the  hall. 

Cecil  could  not  help  smiling,  in  the  midst  of  his  confusion,  at  (he  - 
interpretation  the  butler  had  put  upon  hiis  soliloquy.  The  room  he 
was  now  ushered  into,  was  in  a  different  style  again  from  those  he 
had  already  seen — ^being  a  cozey,  sunny,  cake-and- custard  Clarissa- 
Harlow-looking  apartment.  Opposite  the  door,  was  the  glass  door 
of  a  closet,  arched  at  the  top;  in  this  closet  was  a  quantity  of  old 
china  bowls,  cups,  plates,  teapots,  monsters,  mandarins,  cameos, 
Turkish  slippers,  pipes  and  ostrich  eggs ;  then  came  a  Very  high 
old  carved  chimney-piece,  on  the  top  of  which  was  a  china  Falstaff, 
and  two  Dresden  shepherds  and  shepherdesses  making  love  under 
a  rose-tree  :  at  the  other  side  of  the  chimney-piece  was  another 
closet,  or  buffet,  with  a  glass  door,  and  filled  with  china lo  cor- 
respond with  the  first.  Then  came  a  deep  window  and  window 
seat — then  a  glass  door,  opening  with  steps,  crowded  with  flower 
pots,  into  a  beautiful  lawn,  and  covered  with  a  verandah  of  Cape 
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jessamiBe  apd  roses;  then  came  another  window  and  deep  window- 
seat,  showing  the  velvet  lawn  through  the  half-raised  French  blind. 
All  the  tables  and  chairs  in  this  room  were  black  mahogany,  in  the 
heavy,  old  George  the  First  taste.   The  walls  were  of  apricot-  ' 
coloured  damask,  with  blue  true-lover's  knots  dispersed  about  it. 
At  equal  distances,  there  were  innumerable  priots  about  this  room, 
JD  shabby,  gilt,  oval  frames;  one  larger  than  Jhe  rest,  over  the 
mant\e-piece,  being  of  her  most  gracious  Majesty  Queei!  Charlotte, 
sealed  at  a  tambour-frame;  the  princess  royal  at  a  harpsichord, 
with  a  broad  blue  Persian  sash,  and  her  hair  curled  down  her  back ; 
the  princess  Mary  on  a  stopl  at  the  Queen's  feet,  dressing  a  doll ;' 
the  princess  Amelia  reading;  the  prince  of  Wales  on  a  rocking- 
horse,  and  the  duke  of  York  in  a  sort  of  scarlet  groom's-frock,  row-  ' 
de-dow-dowing  upon  a  drum.  After  which^  followed  prints  of  Sir 
Charles  Grandison  bowing  over  Miss  Byron's  hand ;  Clarissa  Harlow 
stepping  into  the  post-chaise  with  Lovelace,  of  which  there  was 
nothing  to  be  seen  but  that  profligate's  well-ruffled  hand,  the  hind- 
wheels  of  the  chaise,  and  the  profile  of  that  unfortunate  young 
lady's  hoop.  Then  came  another  of  the  prince  of  Wales  on  horse- 
back, in  the  uniform  of  the  Twelfth  Light  Dragoons,  framed  oval, 
with  a  picture  of  Lord  Maiden  escorting  Mrs.  Robinson  across  the 
ferry  at  Kew ;  to  match  which,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room 
(over  a  long,  old  fashioned  sofa,  covered  with  apricot-damask,  the 
same  as  the  walls  and  curtains,  and  with  a  back  much  resembling 
one  of  the  arches  of  Westminster  bridge),  hung  one  large,  square- 
framed,  coloured  engraving  of  his  majesty  George  the  Third  re- 
viewing the  troops  at  Wimbledon,  into  which  were  introduced  por- 
traits of  the  prince  of  Wales,  duke  of  York,  lords  Bute,  Moira,  etc.; 
and  opposite  this  hung  a  big,  humorous,  coloured  engraving  of 
Voltaire  and  Piron,  fighting  it  out  in  dead  silence,  while  waiting 
for  an  audience  at  Madame  de  Pompadour's  :  Voltaire  had  just  put 
on  his  black  cap,  and  taken  out  his  biscuit. to  munch;  Piron,  ditto 
his  hat  and  phial  of  brandy ;  Voltaire  had  his  right  foot  in  his  left 
band,  crossed  over  his  left  knee,  as  he  scowled  crucibles  of  muriatic 
acid  at  Piron ;  while  Piron  sat  with  his  feet  crossed  like  a  tailor's,  at 
(he  foot  of  his  chair,  as  he  looked  retorts  at  Voltaire. 

Cecil  was  amusing  himself  with  this  picture,  when  the  glass  door 
opened,  and  a  young  lady,  in  a  blue  dress  and  a  white  bonnet, 
entered,  looking  fresher  than  ttie  morning,  and  beautiful  as  the 
sky  above  it.  She  was  tall,  with  a  very  slight,  yet  beautifully  rounded 
figure ;  her  skin  was  dazzlingly  white,  with  a  polished  satiny  sur- 
face ;  the  shape  of  her  face,  which  was  a  perfect  oval,  was  almost 
as  beautUhl  as  the  features  of  which  it  was  composed ;  her  lips  were 
literally  like  twin  cherries,  and  the  teeth  within  them  were  so  white 
and  fairy-like,  that  they  looked  as  if  the  blossoms  had  still  lingered 
witli  the  fruit ;  her  nose  was  slightly  aquiline,  but  so  delicately 
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chiselled,  and  of  such  ivory  whileness,  (hat  had  she  lived  to  be  a 
hundred,  il  never  could  have  grown  into  (hat  colossal  buttress  that 
some  old  ladies  walk  behind  with  such  impunity.  Her  eyes  were  of 
that  changing,  bright,  laughing  hazel,  that  look  like  dark  pebbles 
in  a  clear  brook  when  the  sun  is  on  the  waters ;  her  forehead  was 
high  and  white,  with  beautifully  pencilled  low  eyebrows.  She 
had  not  more  colour  than  has  a  blush  rose,  except  when  she 
blushed,  and  that  was  often;  and  as  she  took  oCT  her  bonnet  and 
threw  it  into  the  window  seat,  she  discovered  a  profusion  of  the  roost 
beautiful  hair  imaginable,  being  of  that  bright,  burnished,  dark, 
satiny  brown,  like  the  outer  husk  of  a  horse  chestnut,  which  Mi 
in  a  profusion  of  rich  thick  ringlets  round  her  face,  while  at  the 
back  it  was  twisted  round  her  head  in  a  thick  cable,  6nd  fastened 
with  a  plaid  gold  cpmb. 

*'  What  a  lovely  creature,''  thought  Cecil;  ^^  she  is  much  more 
beautiful  than  Annette  Lovell.  Pshaw !  what  puts  her  into  my  head  ?" 
Some  readers  are  dull  at  discoveries,  so  I.  may  as  well  introduce 
them  at  once  to  Theresa  Maimers,  who  is  the  young  lady  that  has 
just  made  her  ^  entree'  at  the  glass  door,  and  caused  Mr.  Howard 
to  make  the  above  comparison.  As  soon  as  she  perceived  him,  with 
a  manner  totally  divested  either  of  forwardness  or  shyness,  Theresa 
advanced  towards  him,  and  said,  in  a  voice  whose  witchery  kept 
pace  with  that  of  her  appearance, 

^'  I  suppo$e  I  have  the  pleasure  of  speaking  to  Mr.  Howard, 
whom  my  unde  and  aunt  eipected  last  night?'' 

^^  Yes,"  bowed  Cecil,  ^'  and  I  fear  I  arrived  here  at  a  very  un- 
seasonable hour." 

^'  Oh,  not  at  all,"  replied  Theresa,  as  she  laughingly  pointed  to 
the  still  unoccupied  chairs  round  the  breakfast  table;  ^'  we  ar(^^ot 
very  early  people  here,  as  you  may  perceive;  but  as  I  saw  Lady 
Bubble's  windows  open  when  I  crossed  the  park,  I'll  riirg  for  the 
urn,  as  I  suppose  she  will  soon  be  down ;  at  all  events,  it  is  not  fair 
to  keep  you  starving.  The  urn,  Harding,"  continued  she,  as  the 
servant  answered  her  summons. 

^'  What  a  beautiful  place  this  is,"  said  Cecil,  looking  full  at  Miss 
Manners'  very  beautiful  face,  as  he  made  the  assertion. 
''  Then  you've  been  out  already !"  interrogated  the  young  lady. 
''  Me— mer— no,  not  exactly,"  stammered  Cecil;  "but  what  I 
have  seen  of  il  from  that  door  appears  to  me  very  beautiful." 

"  II  is  a  nice  old  place — at  least,  I  love  every  blade  of  grass  in 
it ;  and  if  you  are  fond  of  genuine  English  lane  and  meadow  sce- 
nery, I  think  you  will  not  be  disappointed  in  the  rides,  drives  and 
walks  about  here ;  but  I  must  warn  you,"  added  she,  witl^Bn  arch 
smile,  "  against  trusting  yourself  lo  the  ciceroneship  of  dear  uncle 
Marmaduke,  and  still  more  of  accepting  the  proffered  services  of  a 
certain  favourite  quadruped  of  his,  called  Kicksywicksy,  who  not 
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coDceiviDg  herself  by  any  means  a  beast  of  barden,  is  apt  (o  disem- 
barrass herself  of  her  rider,  and  deposit  him  or  her  in  the  first 
convenient  ditch/'. 

Here  Harding  reappeared  mih  the  arn,  a  tall,  slender,  old-maid- 
ish looking  piece  of  silver,  surmounted  with  a  green  pineapple, 
and  foHowed  by  Fenlon  and  his  coadjutor,  John,  the  former  bear-* 
ing  two  long-necked  bottles,  and  the  latter  a  swan  pie,  both  of 
which  were  placed  on  the  already  well  laden  side  tables.  As  Miss 
Manners  look  off  her  gloves  to  make  tea,  which  she  did  in  several 
old  fashioned,  spinster-like,  green,  pineappled  teapots,  evidently 
near  relations  of  the  urn,  Mr.  Howard  had  the  still  further  satisfac- 
tion of  discovering  that  her  hands  wejre  as  beautiful  as  any  hands 
need  be,  being  small,  with  long  taper  fingers,  yet  plump  and  dim- 
pled, of  an  ivory  whiteness  without,  while  pink,  as  though  tinged 
with  henna,  within.  He  was  just  wondering  how  on  earth  such  a 
gem  could  have  got  among  the  Bubbles,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
Lady  Bubble,  looking  like  an  ambulating  Alp,  in  a  green  satin  dress, 
and  a  whirlwind  of  lace  round  her  cap  and  collar,  entered  the  room, 
and  shaking  hands  with  Cecil,  said,  she'd  ''  no  idaya  that  he,  bieing 
a  London  man,  would  be  in  the  salle  k  manger  so  soon.''  Next  fol- 
lowed the  old  lady,  leaning  on  Miss  Prudence  and  Lucrella.  Luc- 
kily, the  younger  branches,  being  engaged  at  their  studies,  break- 
fasted earlier  with  their  respective  instructors,  and  consequently  . 
did  not  appear.  After  having  at  length  fussed  and  tidgetted  herself 
into  her  chair,  and  disburdened  herself  of  her  opinion  of  London, 
by  saying  to  Cecil,  '^  I  blave  the  aleing  ith  very  indifferent  in  Lun- 
nun,  at  lath  not  aqual  to  what  it  ith  in  the  country,"  sh6  com- 
menced her  breakfast  by  upsetting  her  tea ;  and  disdaining  the  as- 
sistance of  her  napkin,  which  remained  carefully  folded  up  by  the 
side  of  her  plate,  she  drew  from  her  pocket  a  very  antediluvian- 
looking  pocket  handkerchief,  which  she  forthwith  converted  into  a 
sponge. 

^^  Oh,  mother,  let  me  send  up  for  another  pocket  handkerchief 
for  you,"  remonstrated  Lady  Bubble. 

"  Whath  that  you  thay,  Margaret?"  asked  ihe.old  lady. 

^^  Your  handkercjiief  is  so  shockingly  dirty,  ma'am. " 

**  Then  indade,  Margaret,  it  hath  no  buthineth  to  be  dirty,  for 
I  had  it  dane  latht  Thunday  wake." 

At  this,  CeciFs  gravity  evaporated  in  a  fit  of  coughing,  at  the 
thought  of  Master  Whabble's  kerchief,  and  wondered  if  it  was  the 
fashion  throughout  Shropshire  to  make  Mede  and  Persian  laws 
aboij^pocket  handkerchiefs.  Just  at  this  juncture,  Sir  Romulus 
trippK  into  the  room,  a  pinch  of  snuff  between  the  forefinger  and 
thumb  of  his  right  hand,  some  slips  of  paper  between  the  other 
fingers,  and  a  round  pewter  office  inkstand  in  his  left  hand. 

'And  how  are  the  girls  using  you?"  said  he,  accosting  Cecil, 


'<    ; 
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and  extending  the  little  finger  of  his  right  hand  to  him.  ^"^  The 
Algerioes  have  been  keeping  me  all  the  morning  with  their  li- 
censes— they  won't  apply  in  time;  and  as  I  like  a  little  poetry  in 
what  I  do,  and  to  have  things  out  of  the  comnion,  I  always  write 
them  with  goose  or  crow  quills,  and  never  with  steel  pens;  so  that 
keeps  me  twice  as  long — twice  as  long-,''  and  then,  turning  to  Mrs. 
Manners,  added,  "  What  beautiful  weather  we've  got  to  day, 
ma^am — quite  the  summer  come  back  to  us." 

Now  both  the  old  lady  and  her  son-in-law  being  famous  for 
what  the  Spaniards  call  "  perogrulladas,"  or  Pero  Grullo's'  truths, 
she  pithily  replied : 

'^Oh,  indade,  Romuluth^  Tve  remarked  that  the  fufht  part  of 
Theptember  itfa  apt  to  be  fine." 

**  True,  true,"  verified  Sir  Romulus ;  "  and  the  end  of  October 
cold."  And  then,  turning  to  Cecil,  ^'and  what  sort  of  a  calamity 
(do  you  approve  of  that  name  for  a  wife?)  has  Lord  John  got?  " 

^^She  is  a  calamity,  at  least  I  should  think  her  such,"  replied 
Cecil,  ^^  for  nature  has  been  as  niggardly  to  her  as  she  is  to  every 
one  else;  But  Lord  John  bears  her,  like  every  other  affliction,  with 
great  fortitude." 

"  So  she's  an  Algerine,  is  she?"  said  Sir  Romulus,  walking  to 
the  side  table,  and  helping  himself  to  an  hecatomb  of  cold  beef. 

"Will  yt)u  teke  tay,  Cofifee  or  chocolate  fust,  Mr.  Howard,  or 
begin  with  male  and  wine  ?"  inquired  Lady  Bubble. 

*'  Tea,  if  you  please,"  said  Cecil. 

"  Not  at  all,"  interposed  Sir  Romulus ;  *'  this  is  the  first  of  Sep- 
tember, and  you  must  take  something  more  substantial  against  the 
field.  Ah!  here  comes  a  devil — the  very  thing!  to  taste  some  as 
good  hock  as,  I  flatter  myself,  you'll  find  in  England." 

Cecil  excused  himself  on  the  plea  of  never  taking  wine  at  break- 
fast; but  Sir  Romulus  was  absolute,  and  ^nolens  volens,'  poor 
Cecil's  cup  was  superseded  by  a  green-eyed  monster  of  a  glass. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  tAaf,  my  boy  ?"  said  Sir  Romulus,  when 
Mr.  Howard  had  gone  through  the  ceremony  of  putting  it  to  his 
lips. 

*'Why,"  smiled  Cecil,  "in  order  to  pronounce  its  eulogium, 
I  must  honour  a  favourite  distich  of  an  old  tutor  of  mine,  who  was 
more  famous  for  his  length  than  his  Latin, 

Hmc  de  viiifera  venisse  pieata  Fienna, 
Ne  dubites,  misit  Romulus  ipse  mihi. 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !"  laughed  Sir  Romukis. 

^'  Pray,  Mr.  Howard,"  said  Miss  Lucretia^  deliberately  fitting 

**  Pero  Grallo's  truths  are  self-evideut  things,  formally  asserted ;  called  so  from  a  sinx- 
pleton  of  4liat  name,  who  thought  himself  mighty  wise  in  making  discoyertes  of  things 
known  to  the  whole  world.  One  of  these  truths  is  said  to  be,  *Geiner  por  la  Yooa,'  etc.— 
that  it  is  customary  for  people  to  eat  with  their  mouths .' 
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her  tea,  clearing  her  throat  three  times,  and  speaking  in  a  kind  of 
'^notice  to  correspondents''  voice,  ^'are  yon  acquainted  with  many 
of  the  leading  authors  of  the  day? — our  cousin,  for  instance.  Sir 
Narcissus  Bubble— -what  a  charming  man  he  must  be!  for,  judging 
by  his  works,  I  should  think  he  was  the  victim  of  sentiment  and 
sensibility ! — ^he  certainly  kieats  all  the  modem  authors  hollow." 

*'  I  never  heard  of  his  beating  any  one  but  his  wife,"  replied 
Cecil  dryly. 

Miss  Lucretia  was  about  to  put  forth  a  veto  of  incredulity,  when 
a  great  commotion  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  Marmaduke  Bi^ble,^ 
preceded  by  Trip  and  two  setters,  entered  the  room.  On  his  head 
was  a  Mack  velvet  hunting-cap,  fastened  to  the  button  of  a  green 
shooting-'Jacket,  by  a  piece  of  whip-cord ;  below  the  shooting-jac- 
ket appeared  a  pair  of  Nankin  brevities,  with  long  streamers  of  the 
same  coloured  ribbon  at  each  knee,  which  gave  a  peculiar  grade  to 
a  pair  of  flesh-coloured  ribbed  silk  stockings,  which  terminated  in 
black  leather  halt-boots,  laced  up  the  front;  under  each  arm  was  a 
gun,  and  across  his  shoulder  was  slung  a  powder  horn  and  shot- 
bag.  Cecil  could  not  help  smiling  at  his  grotesque  appearance. 

^^Why,  Marmaduke!"  s^id  Sir  Romulus,  as  the  former  seated 
himself  next  Mrs.  Manners,  ^^  you  must  have  had  a  conspiracy 
wi  Ih  the  larks  to  be  stirring  so  soon — it's  only  a  quarter  past  twelve ! " 

*' First  of  September,"  said  Marmaduke,  sticking  his  knife  into 
a  roll;  '^been  up  these  two  hours.  You  know,  brother,  I  hate 
being  different  from  other  people,  and,  therefore,  like  to  com- 
mence hostilities  agaidst  the  partridges  early  !'^ 

**  Why,  then,"  cried  Mrs.  Manners,  turning  suddenly  round, 
"if  you've  been  up  thethe  two  hourlhs,  what  on  earth  kepyou? 
for  I'm  never  five  minutes  from  the  time  I  get  out  of  bed  tiH  the 
time  I  get  down  to  breakfatht." 

''  Humph  !^ should  like  to  swim  you  then  for  fifteen,"  said 
Marmaduke,  involuntarily  backing  his  Chair  fVom  the  vicinity  of 
the  elKpeditious  and  anti-amphibious  old  lady. 

''  Howard,  I'll  trouble  you  for  some  butter,"  said  Marmaduke, 
as  sQon  as  he  had  moved  into  a  more  salubrious  atmosphere. 

*'  I  must  tell  you  my  name  for  those,"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  ad- 
dressing Cecil,  and  pointing  to  the  pat  of  butter  on  faisbrother^s 
plate — ^^ Irishmen's  children — Irishmen's  children,  because  they^e 
little  Pats.'' 

'"^  Oh !  Sir  Romulus, "  said  Lady  Bubble,  turning  her  head  aside 
and  pantomimically  pushing  her  ^  sposo'  away  with  her  right  hand, 
'  •  I'll  oMageMr.  Howard  is  shocked  at  you !" 

^^  DJlr  me,"  exclaimed  Marmaduke,  pulling  out  his  watch,  ^^  it's 
time  to  be  off.— Howard,  I'll  mount  you  on  the  nicest  shootings 
poney  you  oversaw — I'll  back  Kicksywieksy  against  any  quadruped 
in  England !" 
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Cecil  cast  a  sly  glance  at  Theresa  Manners,  and  encountered  one 
muchtmore  sly  as  he  declined  his  cousin's  obliging  offer,  by  saying 
he  was  not  very  well,  and  therefore  should  not  go  out  shooting  that 
day. 

"Well,  then,'*  said  Sir  Romulus.  'Tm  your  rnan — I'm  your 
man — I'm  going  to,  see  my  friend  Tri«ti*am  Town  to-day,  and  V\\ 
take  you  with  me.  You've  heard  of  Town,  of  course— the  cele- 
brated scientific  Town  ?" 

"  No,"  hesitated  Cecil,  as  he  thought  with  a  blush  how  many 
celebrated  people  there  are  whom  one  has  never  heard  of. 

"  Bless  me !  is  it  possible?"  said  Sir  Romulus ;  "  why,  I  thought 
every  one  had  heard  of  Town.  He  is  constructing  a  plan  for  a  sub- 
marine railroad  from  Dover  to  Calais. — Wonderful  thing !-— won- 
derfol  thing !  if  he  can  but  bring  it  to  bear :  you're  to  be  put  into  a 
bucket  at  Dover  and  emptied  out  at  Calais,  or  'vice  versa.'  Mrs. 
Town  is  a  wonderful  woman,  too !  the  smallest  person,  perhaps, 
you  ever  saw— not  above  four  feet  three  inches  high,  and  yet  teaches 
her  boys  entirely  herself —great  big  fellows  they  are,  too,  sixteen, 
seventeen  and  eighteen — ^never  been  to  school,  and  never  had  a 
tutor — a  prodigiously  clever  woman,  as  you  may  suppose." 

"Fudge!"  said  Marmaduke;  "she's  a  prodigious  humbug, 
and  always  reminds  me  of  Trajan's  description  of  Juliopolis,  '  a 
very  small  town  loaded  with  great  charges.' " 

"Oh!  oh!  my  dear  Marmaduke,"  bumblebeed  Sir  Romulus, 
"  you  are  unjust ;  as  you  will  perceive,  Howard,  when  I  introduce 
you  to  Mrs.  Town  to-day." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Cecil,  disconsolately,  for  he  had  sundry 
visions  of  walks  in  green  lanes  with  Theresa  Manners;  "  if  you  will 
allow  me,  I  think  I  would  rather  remain  at  home  to-day,  or  at  least, 
only  explore  your  grounds." 

"Well,  just  as  you  like,  you  want  to  be  the  pet  of  the  petticoats ! 
is  that  it?"  said  Sir  Romulus. 

"Talking  of  petticoats,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  "I  dar  say  the 
Queen's  drawing-rooms  are  very  well  attended  ? " 

"Oh  dear!"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence  Bubble; — ^but  the  reader 
has  not  yet  been  introduced  to  her.  Miss  Prudence  was  a  little 
woman  always  dressed  in  a  rusty  black  silk  gown,  and  a  yellow  white 
muslin  ruff,  a  sort  of  skull  cap  of  Urling's  lace,  lined  with  brown 
silk,  little  bunches  of  fawn-coloured  curls  on  her  forehead  secured 
with  a  broadish  band  of  black  velvet,  to  which  the  border  of  her 
cap  was  fastened  in  front  by  a  small  square  pearl  brooch.  Her  face 
was  pale,  and  much  wrinkled,  and  her  lips  were  so  tucked  in  as  to 
be  invisible  to  the  naked  eye,  which  made  whatever  she  sail  nearly 
unintelligible,  as,  instead  of  coming  out  of  her  mouth,  the  words 
seemed  to  return  inwards  from  whence  they  came.  As  she  spoke,  she 
always  worked  her  fingers  about^  holding  her  hands  straight  out 
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and  her  fingers  apart*,  but  if  seated  at  table,  as  on  the  present  oc- 
casion, resting  her  wrists  on  the  table,  and  pointing  her  restless 
fingers  upwards  like  a  '  chevaux-de-frise.'  When  her  gloyes  were 
on,  the  ends  of  the  glove  fingers  invariably  extended  an  inch  and  a 
half  beyond  her  own.  To  relieve  the  black  dress,  she  always  wore 
white  cotton  stockings,  with  black  men-shaped  leather  shoes,  bouhd 
with  leather.  Economy  and  theology  were'her  fortes;  as  a  proof 
of  which  she  always  thought  a  sermon  she  could  not  understand, 
or  slept  through,  particularly  edifying,  and  she  made  a  saving  of 
one  syllpble  in  .the  termination  of  nearly  every  word,  by  substituting 
uncommon  for  uncommonly,  prodigious  for  prodigiously,  etc.; 
and  often  she  would  retreneh  in  letters,  by  saying  partiklar,  for 
particular,  and  promiscus  for  promiscuous.  Her  brother  Romulus 
she  thought  the  first  man  in  the  kingdom ;  Marmaduke  (though  she 
would  not  publicly  acknowledge  it)  she  thought  half-witted,  from 
the  manner  in  which  he  lavished  his  money  on  ail  occasions.  F6r 
her  sister  Lucretia's  literary  tadents  she  had  great  veneration,  but 
regretted  she  should  be  quite  so  much  addicted  to  poetry  and  pathos. 
Of  her  younger  relatives,  Cosmo,  as  being  the  embryo  baronet, 
was  her  favourite,  and  of  this  she  gave  unequivocal  proofs,  by  each 
succeeding  year  augmenting  hischristmas-boxa  whole  half-crown. 

If  any  one  happened  unintentionally  to  mis-state  her  tastes,  by 
presuming  that  she  did  or  did  not  like  sugar  with  her  tea,  mint 
sauce  with  lamb,  or  vinegar  with  lobster,  she  would  indignantly 
argue  the  point  for  an  hour,  as  though  she  had  been  libelled  beyond 
the  boundaries  to  which  Christian  forgiveness  could  be  expected 
to  extend^  especially  if  Lady  Bubble  was  the  person  who  displayed 
such  unpardonable  ignorance ;  for  than,  goaded  by  her  sister-in-* 
law-dishke  to  her,  she  would  return  to  the  charge  every  five  mi- 
nutes in  the  day,  her  fingers  working  double  tides  as  she  would 
burst  into  a  reproachful  tirade  of,  "Well,  I  wander  at  any  one  that 
pretends  to  common  sense  being  so  silly  as^  to  say  I  don't  like  cold 
pig,  isvhen  every  one  knows  that  I'm  particklar  partial  to  it !  O  dear ! 
there^s  Doctor  Damnemall,  our  new  evangelical  preacher,  (such  a 
good  inan),  and  Mrs.  Town,  and  Mrs.  Whabble,  and  Lord  Francis 
Fitznoodle,  and  so  many  people  in  the  neighbourhood,  always 
make  it  a  point  to  have  cold  pig  ^en  I  go  to  their  houses — my 
taste  is  so  well  known  in  that  respect ;  so  that  it  is  most  truly  ridiclus 
— oh,  ridiclus  in  the  extreme,  to  go  and  say  I  don't  like  it!  I  should 
have  been  sorry,  I  assure  you,  Lady  Bubble,  that  you  should  have 
committed  yourself  by  saying  such  a  thing  before  any  one ;  for  I'm 
sure  they'd  have  laughed  at  you.  Well,  to  be  sure,  I  never— it  only 
shows  what  things  may  be  said  of  one!  After  that,  nd>ody  is  safe. 
I'm  sure  I  thought  my  taste  was  known,  in  this  house,  at  least; 
but  some  people  never  ohoose  to  know  any  thing  but  what  they 
ought  not." 
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"  Ob,  dear ! ''  exclaimed  Miss  PrudeDce,  '^  I  would  not  go  to  this 
queen's  court,  on  any  account.  'I  assure  you,  I  mean  what  I  say.'' 

''  Oh,  Prue,  Prue,  I'm  ashamed  of  yoo,"  said  Sir  RcmquIus.  '^  I 
won't  own  a  sister  that  is  such  an  Algerine  as  to  say  she  won't  go 
to  Victoria's  court." 

^'  May  I  ask,"  said  Cecil,  smiling,  ^'  what  are  your  reasons?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  sir,  I've  very  good  reasons,  I  assure  you." 

"-'  Well,  can't  you  let  us  hear  them? "  said  Marmaduke. 

^^  There's  no  necessity  for  my  giving  my  reasons,  as  you  do 
your  money,  broUier,  the  moment  they  are  asked  for,"  said  Miss 
Prudence,  tactly. 

^'Oh,  the  Algerine!  I  don't  believe  she  has  any  reasons,"  said 
Sir  RomuUis,  taking  a  decided  pin<^  of  snuff. 

^^Now,  brother,  that  you  say  that,  you  provoke  me  into  telling 
them "  (and  Miss  Prudence's  fingers  zigzagged  about  like  fork- 
lightning.)  ''  I  have  reasons,  and  you  ought  to  know  them,  only 
it's  the  fashion  in  this  house  to  forget  every  thing.  (Here  occurred 
an  angry  glance  at  Lady  Bubble.)  Now,  I'll  just  ask  Mr.  Howard, 
or  any  one,  if  I  am  not  right.  You  must  know,  sir,"  continued  she, 
turning  to  Cecil,  ^'  when  I  was  a  girl — I  mean  quite  a  young  girl 
— i  bad  the  honour  of  dancing  with  his  late  Majesty,  Ring  William 
the  Fourth,  then  a  midshipman  in  the  royal  navy  at  Plymouth. 
Oh,  dear,  good  man  the  late  Xing  was  as  ever  was  -,  and  aAsr  that, 
don't  you  think  I  should  be  very  ungrateful  and  partieklar  disloyal, 
if  Icouldgo  up  to  thecourtof  any  person  who  had  taken  his  place?" 

L(Uckily  (or  Cecil,  Sir  Romulus  set  the  example  of  a  laugh,  which 
being  universally  followed.  Miss  Prudence  rose  from  her  cliair  with 
great  indignation,  saying,  as  she  left  the  room  : 

'^  You  may  all  laugh  as  you  please,  which  I  think  partieklar 
rude,  but  I'll  never  desert  his  late  Msjesty  for  all  the  queens  in 
England?" 

^^  Well  but,  Prudenth,"  said  the  old  lady,  '^yon  can't  extbpect 
him  to  come  back  and  danth  with  you  now,  sure? " 

^^Not  unless  she  makes  a  dead  set  at  him.  Ma'am,"  said  Sir 
Romulus^ "  ha!  ba!  ha!  Prudence,  do  you  hear  my  wit— not  unless 
you  make  a  dead  set  at  him !  "  But  Prudence  had  dosed  the  door, 
and  Sir  Romulus  liad  the  joke  all  to  himself. 

^^  Well,  if  you  won't  come  with  me,  Howard,"  said  Marmaduke, 
rising  and  ringing  the  bell,  ^'  I  must  send  for  McPhin ;  he's  a  great 
acquisition  out  shooting,  for  he's  so  taU  he  has  only  to  raise  his  arm, 
and  lin  the  birds  off  the  trees,  without  shooting  then." 

After  a  further  delay  of  ten  tninutes,  Mr.  McPhin  appeared. 
His  costume  was  uncbanged,  (at  least,  unvaried)  from  the  preced- 
ing night.  Haying,  ^st  a  furtive  glance  round  the  room,  and 
ascertained  that  MademoiseQe  Perpignon»  was  not  there,  he  boo^d 
to  those  who  were,  and  pronounced  it  "a  vary  gudeday  for  a  pop." 
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^^  I  fedr  we  shall  have  raiD,  though,''  said  Marmaduke,  closing 
ins  right  eye  tightly?  as  he  bent  his  head  aod  raised  the  other  to 
the  bright  and  cloudless  sky  above  the  French  blind. 

^^  It's  yary  possible,"  responded  McPhin. 

^^  Yet  no— the  sky  is  too  blue,"  resumed  Marmaduke. 

^'  Eh,  and  so  it  is,"  acquiesced  the  cannie  tutor,  who  had  an  ac- 
commodating sort  of  Polonius  f;a»bion  of  arranging  the  focus  of  his 
vision  on  all  occasions,  by  the  medium  pf  other  people's  vords, 
and  obligingly  finding  things  '  like  a  camel,'  '  backed  like  a 
vireasel,'  or  '  very  like  a  whale,'  as  the  occasion  might  require. 

At  length,  these  two  worthies  departed,  being  joined  at  the  door 
by  a  reinforcement  of  three  Newfoundland  puppies,  whose  com- 
pany Mr.  McPhin  strongly  objected  to,  not  indeed  as  regarded 
the  partridges,  but  as  regarded  his  own  j^ecls,  which,  from  their 
ossified  appearance,  presented  irresistible  attractions  to  the  gnaw- 
ing propensities  of  puphood ;  but  Marmaduke  declared  the  poor 
things  should  not  be  disappointed  of  their  run. 

*'  Eh,  it's  vary  weel,  sir,  for  you  who  tire- mounted  ^  but  it's  nae 
pleasant  for  a  puir  pedestrian  to  be  trod^d  with  the  foncy  that 
he's  marching  straight  for  the  inferenal  regions  by  having  relays 
of  a  detoclied  Sareberus  (Cerberus)  ot  his  heels  every  step  he  endee- 
Yours  to  lak." 

'^  Oh,  if  that's  all,"  said  Marmaduke,  instantly  dismounting  from 
Kicksywlcksy,  "  up  with  you  5  for  I'd  as  soon  walk." 

Here  Mr.  McPhin,  who  in  his  system  of  education  was  a  great 
advocate  for  practical  illustrations,  froni  the  indisputable  fact  of 
their  making  things  more  clear  to  every  capacity,  threw  one  foot 
east  and  the  other  west,  and  sufTering  Kieksy  wicksy  quietly  to  walk 
through  him,  convinced  all  beholders  that  that  incomparable  ani- 
mal had  no  more  power  than  the  speaker  of  the  House  of  Gom- 
mons  has  over  its  members,  to  prevent  his  being  on  his  legs^  and 
then  added  a  verbal  commentary,  by  saying  :  '*  Besides,  I'm  not 
skeeled  in  equestrian  exerceeses." 

^'On  the  contrary,"  replied  Marmaduke,  remounting  Kick- 
sywlcksy, whose  extraordinary  lungings,  plungings,  and  caprioles, 
convinced  Cecil  that  Miss  Manners's  warning  had  not  been  given 
without  cause.  "  On  the  contrary,  I  should  say  you  appear  per- 
fectly grounded  in  them." 

Off  trotted  Kicksywicksy,  on  trudged  Mr.  McPhin,  who,  before 
he  had  advanced  a  hundred  yards,  had  occasion  to  turn  round,  and 
level  the  muzzle  of  his  double-barrelled  Manton  at  the  heads  of  the 
canine  triumvirate  that  were  assailing  his  heels. 

"  Hold!  hold!  McPhin,"  cried  Marmaduke,  reining  in  Kick- 
sywicksy, and  making  a  sudden  summerset  in  his  saddle,  which 
brought  him  exactly  opposite  to  Mr.  McPhin's  face  and  Kick- 
sywicksy's  tail 5  ''hold!  if  you  must  drive  them  away  with  the 
gun,  do  it  with  the  butt  end." 
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*«  Eh,  and  so  I  would,  had  Ihey  run  at  me  with  thair.lails^  but 
ifs  Iheir  domned  muzzles  that  haVe  been  at  my  heels  ever  since 
we  set  cot, '  replied  McPhin,  thereby  evincing  his  strong  sense  of 
retributive  justice. 

As  everything  at  Bubble  Hall  seemed  to  be  organized  on  an  in- 
verse ratio  of  olher  people's  ^abils  and  hours,  after  breakfast  the 
whole  family  repaired  to  the  chapel  to  prayers,  Sir  Romiilus  offi- 
ciating as   chaplain,  on  account  of  Mr.  McPhin's  absence.    To 
gratify  Miss  Lucretia's  nice  sense  of  propriety,  the  men  occupied 
one  side  of  the  chapel  and  the  women  the  other  •,  for,  as  Ihere  is 
"  neither  marrying  nor  giving  in  marriage  in  heaven,"  she  did  not 
know  what  might  be  the  result  of  masculine  and  feminine  prayers 
ascending  in  couples.  Further  distinction  Sir  Romulus  very  pro  - 
perly  would  not  allow  to  be  made,  as  he  thought,  with  truth,  Iher^ 
is  no  aristocracy  of  souls,  though  there  is  of  sanctity-,  and,  there- 
fore, servants  and  all  ^nelt  as  they  came,  which  caused  Mr.  Howard 
to  disapprove  of  Mrs.  Neltletop,  the  housekeeper's  taste  in  dress, 
and  wish  she  would  not  wear  such  a  high-crowned  cap,  as  it  rose 
like  a  fog  before  the  bright  face  of  Theresa  Manners^  while  Bridget 
Bond,  the  dairymaid's  ample  green-quilted  petticoat  equally  shared 
his  animadversions  from  the  fact  of  it's  forming  a  complete  screen 
to  that  young  lady's  figure.    It  was  very  wrong,  and  I'm  sure  I 
don't  attempt  to  defend  it— but,  as  Cecil  looked  towards  the  spot 
where  Theresa  knelt,  the  following  four  lines  came  into  his  head  : 
'*  On  4it  qoe  <lcttx  &mes  qui  prient, 
f        L'une  poor  I'autre  en  m^me  foi, 
Dans  r^ternit^  se  marient, 
Qaand  vous  priez,  priez  pour  moi*" 

Oh !  mystery  of  mysteries !  what  is  love?  It  is  '  poison  in  nectar,' 
—sunlight  to  heaven — perfume  to  the  rose — the  music  of  sound- — 
the  poetry  of  feeling — the  *  madness  of  many,' — the  '  gain'  of  'but 
few.'  It  is  more  Ihan  all  ihese, — it  is  an  especial  Providence;  only 
let  us  feel  convinced  of  its  existence,  and  we  care  not  how  impro- 
bable the  chances  may  be  of  our  happiness,  still  we  are  happy.  It 
is  the  opium  of  Nature,  that  conjures  up  dreams  so  intoxicating, 
that  they  distance,  and  make  us  independent  of  all  realities;  it  is  a 
creator  who  makes  everything  out  or  nothing,  and  out  of  whosQ 
chaos  is  formed  the  universe  of  the  heart;  it  is  a  chamelion  that 
lives  on  air,  and  whose  ever-changing  hues  are  derived  from  the 
atmosphere  of  the  one  being,  in  whose  presence  it  exists ;  it  is  a 
giant  to  dare,  and  a  child  to  fear;  it  is  a  spendthrift  to  give,  yet  a 
miser  to  hoard  ;  ii  is  an  abject  slave,  yet  like  all  such,  in  its  turn  a 
fell  tyrant;  it  is  a  magician,  who,  in  a  desert,  can  raise  up  an 
Eden,  bright,  beautiful,  and  pure  as  the  primeval  one;  but  it  is  a 
serpent  to  tempt — and  woe  to  those  who  live  to  find  that  it  has 
lured  them  to 

*  Pluck  the  one  blossom  that  grew  on  earth's  tree! ' 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

''  Le  souYenir  d'Ad^le  se  mdlait  en  effet  A  toutes  ses  pensdes. 
II  avait  beau  dire  mille  fois  par  jour  qu.'il  fallait  I'oublier  i  *'— 

Adslb  de  Sbnamgb. 

'*  As  vaio  is  the  hope  of  retreating 

From  peril  that  lurks  in  the  eyes, 
When  glances  too  frequent  are  meeting, 

And  sighs  are  re-echoed  by  sighs  ; 
When  thus  with  two  hearts  that  are  tender, 

The  folly  so  equal  hath  been, 
'Tis  meet  that  they  both  should  surrender, 

And  share  the  soft  bondage  between/' 

LOVEK. 


MR.  nOWABD  IS  SSIZBD  WITH  A  COMPLAINT  IN  THE  fiBART,  WHICH  PHOVBS  CONTA- 
GIOUS.—CATO-^-A  PHEVENTED  TRA6BDT.-*A  WORTHY  WOMAN  SUFFERS  A  FINE,  AND 
RfiCOYEBT.' — REMEDY  IS  IN  SOME  INSTANCES  WORSE  THAN  THE  SISEASE.*--GUT  AND 
COMB  AGAIN,  OR  A  FATAL  WARNING  TO  ALL  GOOD  HOUSEWIVES  TO  KEEP  THEIR 
KNIVES  WELL  SHARPENED. 

It  was  about  a  month  after  Marmaduke  Bubble  and  Mr.  McPbia 
had  returned  from  their  shooting  expedition, — their  only  trophy 
of  which  was  a  solitary  crow,  that  bore  evident  marks  of  having 
been  defunct  prior  to  coming  into  their  possession  ^  though  whether 
it  had  or  had  not  for  a  long  time  afforded  a  crow  to  pluck  between 
them, — that  Cecil  Howard  was  guilty  of  asking  himself  the  imper- 
tinent question,  of  what  he  meant  by  thinking  of  no  other  human 
being  from  morning  till  night,  and  night  till  morning,  but  Theresa 
Manners?  He  had  nothing,  and  she  had  nothing^  two  sums, 
which,  when  joined  together  in  holy  matrimony,  make  a  great 
deal— of  misery.  He  could  not  think  of  laying  himself  and  his  fa- 
ther's debts  at  her  feet  *,  and  yet  he  felt  an  irresistible  curiosity  to 
know  whether  they  would  produce  the  same  effect  upon  her,  that 
they  had  done  upon  Lady  Annette  Lovell?  but  this  was  selfish  and 
dishonourable  -,  and  Cecil  Howard  being  neither,  then  began  play- 
ing the  Mentor  to  his  own  Telemachus.  ^^  Yes,  Theresa  is  certainly 
a  charming  girl,  a  very  charming  girl,  but  do  I  not  overrate  her, 
from  seeing  her  among  her  awkward,  vulgar,  and  above  all,  ugly 
cousins?  amidst  whom  she  certainly  is  a  diamond  among  pebbles." 
Then  he  would  shut  his  eyes,  and  pressing  his  hand  tighfly  over 
them,  a  whole  phalanx  of  the  most  attractive  London  beauties 
would  rise  up  with  '*  wreathed  smiles"  before  him,  and  he  would 
open  them  again,  exclaiming,  '^  no,  no,  Theresa  is  more  beautirul 
than  all  of  them  put  together.  She  is  so  clever,  too ;  and  I  hate 
fools,  they  fray  one's  temper,  as  a  burn  does  one's  clothes ;  then 
her  conduct  to  these  people  is  so  exactly  what  it  ought  to  be,  it 
^ould  be  impossible  for  them,  do  what  they  would,  to  turn  her  into 
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an  humble  dependent,  for  she  never  shows,  but  always  proves  her 
superiority.  Still  I  cannot  quite  make  her  out :  at  one  moment 
there  is  a  depth  of  feeling  in  her  eyes,  and  a  softness  and  gentle- 
ness in  her  manner,  that  is  perfectly  infectious,  yet,  no  sooner  has 
it  become  so,  than  it  changes.  She  bounds  off,  as  it  were,  into 
another  self,  and  seems,  as  though  beyond'  mirth  and  laughter,  she 
had  no  existence.  Can  she  be  a  coquette  ?  no,  for  she  would  not 
coquette  with  Marmaduke,  and  sometimes  he  may  beg  in  vain  for 
a  song,  while  at  others,  she  will  for  hours  read  to  him  the  dullest 
books,  or  enter  into  philosophical  discussions  with  him,  and  foil 
him  at  his  own  weapons  ^  while  to  those  stupid  cousins,  she  is  taste, 
hands,  and  understandings,  crowning  the  whole  with  the  rare  art  of 
making  every  one  do  exactly  as  she  pleases,  leaving  them  under  the 
pleasing  delusion  that  they  are  having  their  own  way.  She  seems 
to  me  to  manage  every  thing,  were  there  is  any  management  about 
this  place.  What  a  wide  she  would  make  if  we  were  married !  Lord 
John  must  do  something  for  me  ]  besides,  when  one  sees  the  trash 
that  sells,  I'm  sure  I  could  write.  Theresa  is  an  encyclopedia  in 
herself.  Ah  if  I  could  but  earn  a  reputation  worthy  of  her! — wo- 
men, love,  fame,  and 

Digito  mimstrari  et  dicier  •  Ate  est, 

has  won  many  a  heart,  but"— here  his  soliloquy  was  interrupted 
by  the  appearance  of  the  subject  of  his  thoughts,  in  the  same 
avenue  where  he  was  walking. 

^^  Here  is  a  letter  for  you,  Mr.  Howard,"  said  she  laughingly, 
holding  up  a  dispatch  about  the  size  of  a  glove-box,  but  with  a 
proportionately  large  seal ;  *'  and  were  it  not  for  its  being  redolent 
of  tobacco,  I  should  say  it  was  a  love-letter  from  the  seal.  I  know 
not  which  is  the  most  original,  the  device  or  the  motto. — It  must 
be  owned  the  lady  hath  a  nice  invention." 

^'  Lady !"  repeated  Cecil,  taking  the  letter,  and  vexed  he  knew 
not  why  at  Theresa's  manner.  ^^  She  does  not  care  for  me,"  thought 
he,  "  that's  plain,  or  she  would  not  treat  the  matter  so  lightly,  if 
she  thought  it  was  a  love  letter."— So  thinking,  he  was  about,  in 
his  usual  impatient  manner,  to  break  open  the  seal. 

''Nay,  nay,"  said  Theresa,  placing  her  beautiful  little  hand  on 
his,  ''for  once  let  lime  yield  to  taste.  I  must  intercede  for  that  ex- 
quisite seal."  At  the  touch  of  her  hand,  Cecil  trembled  violently, 
and  the  letter  dropped  from  his.  Theresa  stooped  to  pick  it  up, 
her  glove  dropped  as  she  did  so,  and  while  Cecil  involuntarily 
concealed  it  as  she  secured  the  letter,  their  hands  again  met ! 

"Good  heavens!  that  is— you  ~I— Ther— Miss  Manners,  I  beg 
your  pardon,"  stammered  Cecil,  "  I  hope  your  letter  is  not  in- 
jured." 

Then  do  you  mean  to  give  me  the  whole  letter,  as  well  as 
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the  seal?  before  youWe  read  it  too!  well,  come,  Ihal  really  is 
generous,''  laughed  Theresa,  holding  the  letter  above  her  head. 

Cecil  was  just  beginning  to  acquire  the  pleasing  conciousness 
that  he  was  looking  exceedingly  silly,  and  therefore  making  at  one 
and  the  same  time,  a  snatch  at  the  letter,  and  an  effort  to  rally, 
said,  "Nay,  that's  asking  too  much  before  Fve  even  seen  the  seal 
you  admire  so  much." 

"  Well,  I  think  so,  loo,"  said  Theresa,  giving  him  the  letter^ 
"  for  it  certainly  is  unique." 

Cecil  took  the  letter,  and  had  no  sooner  examined  the  seal, 
than  he  burst  into  an  immoderate  fit  of  laughter,  as  well  he  might. 
In  the  centre  of  a  very  large  and  well-fed  looking  heart,  was  a 
cupid,  that  certainly  did  not  look  as  if  he  had  come  out  of  a  union- 
workhouse  ;  his  face  was  turned  inwards,  and  on  his  hands  were  a 
pair  of  boxing-gloves,  with  which  he  seemed  to  be  thumping  at  the 
heart  for  admittance !  The  motto  round  this  charming  device,  was 

"  With  love  my  heart  is  beating ! " 

"  Who  on  earth  can  this  be  from?"  said  Cecil,  as  he  opened  the- 
letter.  Why,  who  could  such  a  seal  come  from,  but  Mr.  Waiter 
Scott  Byron  Washington  SimpsQn !  The  letter  began — ' '  My  dearest 
friend,"  was  very  closely  written,  and  was  crossed  and  recrossed 
in  every  direction.  Even  under  the  seal  were  some  very  small 
characters,  which  Cecil  at  length  deciphered  into  "pretty  isn't  jt? 
my  own  invention."  The  letter  ended  by  requesting,  that  his 
"  dearest  friend"  would  answer  it  by  return  of  post,  under  cover  to- 
his  friend,  at  whose  house  he  was  then  staying — O'Gander  Braddle^ 
Esq.  M.P.,  Bally  Braddle,  county  Wicklow.  What  more  the  letter 
contained,  Mr.  Howard,  to  his  shame  be  it  said,  is  to  this  day 
ignorant,  as  he  put  it  in  his  pocket  without  further  scrutiny — it 
being  the  second  letter  he  had  received  in  answer  to  an  answer 
which  he  had  written  to  Mr.  Simpson's  first  epistle.  "  It  is  from 
my  Yankee  friend  that  I  met  in  the  coach,"  said  Cecil,  ^^and  he 
has  certainly  lost  no  time  in  fulfilling  his  threat  of  corresponding, 
with  me." 

^^  And  did  you  never  see  him  before?"  inquired  Theresa. 

''  Never,"  replied  Cecil. 

^^Then  he  has  certainly  lost  no  time,  either,  in  becoming  your 
dearest  friend; — bdt  I  suppose  the  Americans  apply  steam  to  their 
friendships,  as  they  do  to  every  thing  else." 

Here  they  came  to  the  end  of  the  avenue,  and  Theresa  stopped, 
as  though  she  expected  Cecil  would  leave-  her.  "Will  you  allow 
me.  Miss  Manners,"  said  he,  "  to  accompany  you  in  your  walk  ?" 

"Certainly,"  replied  she,  '^but  my  walk  will  only  extend  to  the 
dairy  •, — Bridget  has  sent  for  me,  touching  some  special  misde- 
meanour, committed  by  a  feline  prot^g^  of  mine,  named  Gato ;— -he 
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is  addicted  to  astronomy,  but  uofortunately  all  his  researches 
are  in  the  milky  way — to  Bridget's  infinite  annoyance,  who  de- 
preciates his  talents,  by  insisting  that  he  only  skims  the  cream  of 
her  labours/' 

^'  I  hope,''  said  Cecil,  smiling,  ^^  that  he  is  not  to  be  sentenced  to 
condign  punishment,  merely  for  his  epicurean  propensities."  m 

'^That's  exactly  what  I'm  going  to  prevent,"  replied  Theresa, 
^^  for  he's  as  clever  as  Houlglass — and  I  think  a  cat  of  such  genius 
ought  to  be  exempt  from  the  penalties  attached  to  the  peccadilloes 
of  subordinate  grimalkins.  If  talents  in  men  are  sufficient  to  pro- 
cure them  a  '  carte  blanche,'  for  every  villany,  meanness,  and  vice, 
I  don't  see  why  capacity  in  a  cat  should  not  secure  him  the  one 
immunity  of  cream !" 

''Very  logically  argued,"  laughed  Cecil,  as  they  reached  the 
dairy-door,  ^'and  such  philofeline  feelings  do  you  infinite  credit." 

Bridget  Bond  was  busily  employed  churning,  but  her  face  was 
so  like  a  thunder  cloud,  tbat  all  the  cream  in  the  pans  was  visibly 
turning. 

^^Oh,  Miss  I"  said  she,  desisting  from  her  labours,  and  drop- 
ping a  curtsey  as  Cecil  and  Theresa  entered, — ^^I  should  be  very 
sorry  to  do  anything  to  vex  you,  but  I  must  kill  that  villain  Gato — 
neither  butter  nor  cream  can  I  ke^  for  him ; — and  it's  not  only 
his  stealing,  but  he's  so  oudacious  when  he's  done  it ;  no  sense  of 
shame-like — but  there  he'U  sit  before  my  very  eyes,  licking  his 
paws,  and  staring  me  in  the  face,  as  bold  as  brass — as  though, 
instead  of  lapping  up  a  whole  pan  of  cream,  he  had  only  killed  a 
mouse; — oh !  Miss !  depend  upon  it  he's  a  hardened  wretch." 

Here  a  low  rumbling  wail,  like  that  of  a  cat  in  custody,  stole 
upon  the  air, — '^Ah,"  resumed  Bridget,  ^'  he's  hid  himself— but 
if  I  once  find  him,  his  days  are  numbered,  that  I've  sworn,"  said 
she,  with  the  air  of  a  Lady  Macbeth,  as  she  seized  the  churn  dash, 
and  vehemently  resumed  her  occupation. 

^'  Then  you  must  unswear,  Bridget,"  coaxed  Theresa,  who  hear- 
ing another  low  melancholy  squall,  raised  her  eyes  to  a  walnut  tree 
opposite  the  dairy  door,  and  amid  the  friendly  shelter  of  its  um- 
brageous leaves,  there  beheld  the -large,  round,  verdant,  discon- 
solate orbs  of  Cato,  tenderly  and  imploringly  fixed  upon  her,  while 
his  tail  wagged  languidly  to  and  fro  round  his  fore  paws,  in  affection- 
ate recognition  of  his  patroness.  ^'  You  know,"  resumed  Theresa, 
''  that  I  promised  you  a  new  gown.  I  cannot  break  my  word ;  but 
if  you  do  anything  approaching  to  murder  on  that  poor  cat,  I  here 
make  another  promise,  that  I  will  faithfully  keep,  which  is,  that 
it  shall  be  the  ugliest  gown  that  1  can  get  in  all  Shrewsbury." 

"Oh,  miss !  sure  you  wouldn't  be  so  hard  on  me?"  said  Bridget, 
relaxing  into  a  smile,  as  she  put  her  hands  before  her  very  fiat 
broad  waist,  and  smoothed  down  her  apron. 
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^'  Yes,  indeed,  but  I  will  though,  unless  yoo  promise  not  to  harm 
a  bair  of  Gato's  whiskers/' 

'^  Well,  but,  Miss,  I  must  correct  hin^n  some  way ;  for  my  lady 
do  scold  so  about  the  cream,  and  miss  Lucy  do  want  such  a  load  to 
take  off  the  freckles,  and  there's  neyer  none  set  by  for  her,  but 
what  that  villain  of  a  cat  comes  and  takes  it ;  and  if  he  does  not 
have  some  sort  of  eddycation,  there'll  be  no  bearing  on  him." 

"  Well,  send  him  to  school,  if  you  like/'  laughed  Theresa  \ 
^'  But  remepiber,  hurt  he  most  not  and  shaH  not  be." 

^'  I  think,"  said  Cecil,  slipping  a/soyereign  into  Bridget's  hand, 
^'  Gato  would  have  even  more  respect  for  a  new  cap  than  a  new 
gown ;  so  try  what  effect  that  will  have  on  him." 

*'  La,  sir !"  exclaimed  Bridget,  opening  her  eyes  with  delight, 
as  she  curtseyed  down  to  the  very  ground,  ^'  I'm  sure  you  be  too 
good ;  and  Gato  is  a  most  fortunate  cat  to  have  so  many  friends 
among  the  gentlefolks.  I'll  not  hart  (lim,  Miss  Theresa  ^  only  I 
raley  must  do  something  to  bring  him  to  his  sensed  the  next  time  I 
catches  him." 

'^  Bo  what  y9u  like,"  said  Theresa,  as  she  left  the  Dairy,  ^^  pro- 
vided you  don't  hurt  him  \  but,"  added  she,  raising  her  finger,  and 
flinging  an  arch  look  at  Bridget  over  her  shoulder,  of  which  poor 
Gecil  had  the  full  benefit,  (and  which  made  him  think  that  she  had 
no  business  to  look  so  provokingly  beautiful,  as  long  as  he  was 
obliged  to  keep  at  arm's  length,  and  call  her  Miss  Manners) ''  re- 
member the  ugly  gown." 

No  sooner  had  they  left  the  dairy,  than  Theresa  pot  out  her  hand 
to  Cecil,  and  said  : 

'^  Thank  you,  Mr.  Howard,  for  helping  me  to  bribe  that  bond- 
woman not  to  kill  that  poor  cat." 

Cecil  took  the  proffered  hand,  attempted  to  speak,  coloured,  and 
remained  »lent;  but,  like  ''  thestuind  young  gentleman,"  thought 
the  more.  What  an  infectious  mystery  is  love !  I  maintain  that  it 
is  born  a  twin  and  never  can  exist,  at  least  for  any  length  of  time, 
singly.  The  ^  besoin  d'aimer,'  under  which  all  labour  more  or  less, 
may  indeed  be  a  sort  of  impetus  Jhat  sometimes  impels  the  heart 
towards  an  object  that  feels  no  reciprocity  for  it ;  but  all  such  are 
mistaken  missions  that  soon  terminate.  Just  as  we  often  enter  a 
room,  in  quest  of  some  particular  person,  and  not  finding  them 
there  to  meet  us,  quit  it  instantlyr— so  it  is  with  the  affections.  No 
heart  ever  lingers  on  another,  that  has  no  corresponding  sympathy 
to  greet  it.  A  freemason  would  hardly  repeat  the  sign  of  his  order 
where  he  found  it  was  not  understood  ^  and  the  freemasonry  of  love 
requires  an  equal  return ;  for  which  reason,  no  love  that  is  not  mu- 
tual can  be  either  deep  or  lasting.  That  great  theologian  t>f  the 
heart,  poor  Maturin,  who  had  genius  enough  to  have  founded  a 
dozen  reputations,  has  beautifully  remarked  :  ^^  How  much  more 
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delicious  is  Ihe  first  ioartieulate  murmur  of  loye,  wilh  all  its  feeble- 
ness of  expression,  its  pov^ly  of  words,  and  eloquence  of  bluslies 
— its  feelings  that  disdainjhe  medium  of  language  and  trust  tbeir 
rich  secret  to  the  respiration  of  the  eyes^ — how  much  more 
powerful  is  its  silent  expression  than  all  that  wonb  can  utter  or  vo- 
lumes contain/'  And  how  is  this  silent  language  to  be  understood^ 
unless  through  the  electric  medium  of  mutual  feeling?  The  great 
difference  between  the  dawn  ofloteandits  meridian  is,  that  in  the 
former,  words  seem  a  sort  of  sacrilege  that  would  diq>el  the  hal- 
lowed mysteries  of  ita  faith ;  <4vbile,  after  its  revelations  have  once 
taken  place,  vows  and  prolestaiions  are  necessary  to  the  assurance 
of  its  worship ;  for  there  is  a  prodigality  in  the  wealth  of  love  that 
needs  exaggeration  to  satisfy  it. 

Why  did  Theresa  blush  when  Cecil  released  her  hand?  She 
knew  not.  Had  it  been  to  do  over  again,  she  could  not  for  worlds 
have  offered  it  to  him ;  yet  she  felt  intensely  happy.  Why  then 
should  she  be  so'confused  as  to  be  utterly  unable  to  break  a  silence 
that  every  instant  became  more  embarrassing?  Theresa  knew  not 
that  at  the  birlh  of  love  Fate  suspends  her  balance  beyond  our 
reach,  lest  a  breath  should  turn  the  scale,  till  she  has  meted  out  to 
us  a  destiny  over  which  we  have  no  control. 

They  had  reached  the  end  of  the  avenue  when  they  were  startled 
by  loud  sobs  proceeding  from  a  person  apparently  in  great  distress, 
and  on  approaching  4he.  house  they  descried  a  woman  standing 
under  the  library  windows,  crying  bitterly.  No  sooner  did  she 
perceive  Theresa  than  she  advanced  towards  her,  and  dasping  her 
hands  imploringly,  said : 

^^  Oh,  Miss  Manners!  I've  had  such  a  misfortin! — My  hus- 
band! my  husband!  — I'm  worse  off  than  ever;  if  Sir  Romulus 
would  but  see  me! — ^but  he  won't,  and  I  don't  know  what  to  do." 

'- 1  hope,  Mrs.  Fine,  he  has  not  been  ill-using  you  again?" 

^^  Oh,  Miss,  it's  worse  than  ever,  and  I've  no  ope  unless  Sir  Ro- 
mulus will  do  something  for  me ! — if  you  would  get  him  to  see  me 
this  once  I'd  never  tease  him  no  more." 

''•  Well,  I'll  see  what  I  can  do,"  said  Theresa,  "  but  really,  you 
come  with  such  incessant  complaints,  that  I  don't  wonder  at  his 
refusing  to  see  you." 

^'  God  bless  you,  Miss !  "  sobbed  Mrs.  Fine  \  '^  indeed,  I'll  never 
ti'oublehis  worship  again." 

^' That  woman,"  said  Theresa,  as  she  and  Cecil  entered  the 
house,  '^  is  the  landlady  of  a  small  public  house,  called  the  Pug 
and  Primrose,  about  five  miles  off.  She  is  afflicted  with  a  drunken 
husband,  and  they  indulge  in  the  luxury  of  quarreUing  to  a  degree 
far  beyond  what  becomes  people  of  their  humble  sphere  of  life.  My 
uncle,  from  having  given  her  so  many  sovereign  remedies  for.  scrat- 
ched faces  and  bruised  arms,  has  been  so  pestered  by  her  that  he 
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has  at  length  reflised  to  see  her;  bat  if  I  can  prevail  upon  him  to 
relent  for  the  oonce*,  you  may  perhaps  be  amused  at  the  dignified 
manner  in  which  he  performs  his  magisterial  duties.'' 

Cecil  smiled  as  be  followed  Theresa  (o  the  library  door. 

"  Come  in,"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  in  reply  to  Miss  Manners'  knock. 
He  was  busily  employed  in  poring  operand  misunderstanding  Mr. 
Tristram  Town's  plan  for  a  submarine  rail-rood,  and  locked  alto- 
gether most  portentous. 

*<1  beg  your  pardon,  dear  uncle^"  said  Theresa,  "but  poor 
Mrs.  Fine  is  here  in  such  terrible  distress — " 

"Oh,  the  Algerine!"  interrupted  Sir  Romulus;  "I'll  takeaway 
her  license  if  she  annoys  me  any  more.  Tell  her  to  get  about  her 
business  directly," 

"I  really  think  something  worse  than  usual  has  happened," 
resumed  Theresa,  "for  she  seems  in  such  terrible  affliction — do^ 
dear  uncle,  see  her  this  once-— only  this  once.  You  know  you  pro- 
mised me  the  other  day,  that  if  I  found  your  spectacles  for  you«  you 
would  grant  me  the  first  favour  I  asked  you, — ^and  f  ask  it  now." 

"TJm — um — urn,"  bumble-bee'd  Sir  Romulus.  "My  dear,  I 
meant  for  yourself,  and  not  for  such  an  Algerine  d&  this." 

"Well,  uncle,  but  what  does  it  matter,  as  long  as  it  is  to  please 
me? — ^so  I  may  bring  her  in?"  •  • 

And  without  waiting  for  further  permission,  she  left  the  room. 

"  That  young  Algerine  does  whatever  ^he  pleases  with  one,"  said 
Sir  Romulus  to  Cecil,  precipitately  taking  a  pinch  of  snufiT.  "  One 
might  as  well  be  hen-pecked  by  a  calamity  as  have  that  little  jade 
to  coax  one  into  and  out  of  every  thing." 

' '  A  great  deal  better,"  thought  Cecil, 

Marmaduke  Rubble  (who,  since  Howard's  arrival  had,  out  of 
compliment  to  him,  taken  to  early  rising,  and  as  it  now  wanted  a 
quarter  to  four,  had  just  come  down),  meeting  Theresa  at  the 
door,  went  with  her  and  Mrs.  Fine  into  the  library ;  for  he  was 
fond  of  throwing  oil  on  the  troubled  sea  of  his  brother's  inflexible 
justice,  during  which  process  he  never  sat  still,  but  invariabiy 
walked  up  and  down  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

Cecil  l^ant  against  the  mantelpiece,  and  Theresa  seated  herself  on 
the  sofa,  while  Mrs.  Fine,  with  her  apron  in  both  her  hands,  before 
both  her  eyes,  advanced  with  loud  sobs,  and  placed  herself  before 
the  awful  tribunal  of  Sir  Romulus  Bubble's  library  chair. 

"Um — um — ^um,"  commenced  the  worlby  magistrate,  taking  off 
his  spectacles  and  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  while  he  gracefully 
crossed  his  right  leg  over  his  left  knee,  thereby  disi^aying  a  con- 
siderable portion  of  his  white  cotton  sock,  with  an  insertion  of 
bare  skin,  rendered  visible  by  his  bine  cloth  trowsers  rising  higher 
in  the  world  than  the  tailor  in  his  most  sanguine  moments  ever 
could  have  anticipated.   "  Um — ^um^r— um — I  suppose  the  Pug  and 
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Primrose  is  no  more — that  you  are  burnt  out,  and  are  come  to  teli 
me,  that  from  pipe  to  puncheon  all  is  demolished  ^  for  nothing  else 
can  have  made  you  infringe  my  positive*  commands,  by  coming 
here  again,  Mrs.  Fine." 

"Oh!  oil!  oh!  worse  than  that,  your  worship.   My  husband — " 

*^What  of  him,  the  Algerine?*^  asked  Sir  Romulus,  resolutely 
buttoning  up  his  poekets  as  he  spoke. 

"Se — se — such  a  misfortin." 

"The  old  slory^ — drubbing  and  drinking,  eh?  but  it  won't  do — 
I've  no  money  to-day,  Mr  Fine:" 

"Oh,  sir,  he  te— te— tookt  a  carving  knife  and  cut  his  throat, 
yesterday ! " 

Sir  Romulus  unbuttoned  one  pocket, — ^Marmaduke  came  to  a 
full  stop, — Cecil  shuddered, — ^Theresa  groaned  and  covered  her 
eyes. 

"That  is  certainly  very  shocking,"  resumed  Sir  Romulus,  "but 
still  be  was  such  a  bad  husband  that  jou  must  look  upon  it  as  a 
release,  after  all." 

'*  Oh,  but  your  worship ! "  cried  Mrs.  Fine,  wringing  her  hands 
and  bursting  into  a  fresh  roar  of  genuine  and  unrestrained  regret, 
"  they  te — te — tookt  hkn  to  the  hospital  and  sewed  it  up  again,  and 
he's  how  doing  as  well  as  ever !   Oh !  oh !  oh !  my  art  will  break ! " 

^' Serve  you  right!"  said  Marmaduke,  rummaging  in  his  pocket 
for  a  five-pound  note  5  "  ^hy  dont't  you  keep  your  knives  properly 
sharpened?" 

"I  will,  for  the  futer,  sir,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Fine ;  and  it  is  but  justice 
to  add,  never  was  promise  made  with  more  sincerity. 

"So  he  is  recovering,"  said  Sir  Romulus. 

"Oh,  yes  sir;  there  is  no  ope!  no  ope!  he  drank  half  a  pint  of 
brandy  this  morning,  and  he'll  soon  be  as  well  as  ever." 

"  Well,  that's  as  God  pleases,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  "  and  I  can  do 
nothing  in  the  business." 

"I  thought  perhaps  your  worship  might  be  able  to  get  him  kept 
longer  in  the  hospital,  or  sent  to  prison  for  attempting  his  own  life." 

"  The  attempt  was  very  bad,  certainly,"  said  Marmaduke  *,  "he 
should  have  done  it  effectually,  or  let  it  alone." 

"  That's  just  what  Patty  said  when  she  was  scrubbing  the  boards, 
after  it ;  for  you've  no  idear  what  a  mess  he  made  in  the  bar.  But 
lor,  sir,  that's  the  way  he  bungles  every  thing— never  does  nothing 
properly." 

At  this  juncture  the  door  opened,  and  Lady  Bubble  put  in  her 
head,  inquiring  if  Theresa  was  there? 

Bourdaloue  says  :  "  On  voit  des  femmcs  qui  se  sentent  charg^es 
d'elles-m^mes,  jusqu'&  ne  pouvoir  en  quelque  sorte  se  supporter,  ni 
supporter  personne."  Lady  Bubble  was  one  of  them.  She  thought 
there  was  some  hitch  in  nature,  whenever  her  business  or  pleasure 
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was  at  a  stand.  She  had  lately  taken  it  into  her  head  that  a  Colonel 
King,  quartered  at  Shrewsbury,  might,  with  proper  management, 
be  got  to  take  her  daughter  Lucy,  for  better  for  worse;  and  that 
even,  from  the  force  of  example,  his  friend  Captain  Russell  might 
convert  Miss  Betsy  Bubble  into  Mrs.  Russell.  These  two  gentlemen, 
with  Lord  Francis  Fitznoodle,  Mr.  Tristram  Town,  Lady  and  Sir 
George  Langton — ^a  newly  made  baronet — and  some  other  persons 
in  the  neighbourhood,  were  that  day  to  dine  at  Bubble-hall,  and 
Theresa,  who  upon  all  such  occasions  was  expected  to  perform  mi- 
racles upon  her  cousin's  appearance,  had,  as  usual,  promised  to 
give  Miss  Lucy  some  hints  about  her  dress.  But  Lady  Bubble,  who, 
whatever  the  result  might  be,  was  never  satisOed,  unless  her  niece 
was  victimized  at  least  two  or  three  hours  longer  than  was  neces- 
sary, now  came  to  know  why  on  earth  she  was  idling  away  her 
lime,  instead  of  showing  Stephens,  as  she  had  promised,  how  to 
make  the  Gabrielle  rosettes  for  Lucy's  dress ! 

*'Dear  aunt,"  said  Theresa,  rising  to  leave  the  room,  knowing 
that  from  her  aunt's  fiat  there  was  no  appeal,  "it  is  now  only  four 
o'clock,  and  we  don't  dine  till  seven." 

"  You  are  a  terrible  procraslinator,  Theresa,"  said  her  ladyship, 
following  her  out  of  the  room.  ''People  of  much  mind  never  put 
off  what  must  be  done,  because  it  causes  a  confusion  of  idayas. 
Dear  me,  three  excuses ! "  cried  Lady  Bubble,  opening  three  notes 
the  servant  had  just  brought  her  ^  ''but  not  of  any  consequence.*' 

Whether  Cecil  had  put  off  doing  any  thing  that  he  ought  to  have 
done,  I  know  not;  but  certain  it  was,  that  when  Theresa  left  the 
room,  he  was  labouring  under  such  a  confusion  of  ideas  that  he  did 
not  perceive  Ihe  graceful  farewell  curtsy  Mrs.  Fine  dropped  before 
him  as  she  quitted  the  library,  with  five  pounds  (a  much  larger  sum, 
it  must  be  owned,  than  husbands  in  general,  and  her  husband  in 
particular,  was  worth)  on  the  part  of  Marmaduke,  and  a  promise 
from  Sir  Romulus  that  he  would  exert  his  influence  to  keep  Mr. 
Fine  in  the  hospital  till  his  health  was  perfectly,  re-established.  It 
suddenly  occurred  to  Mr.  Howard  that  Miss  Manners  might.be  in 
Mademoiselle  Perpignon's  room,  alias  the  school-room  : — no,  this 
was  not  what  occurred  to  him — be  merely  recollected  that  he  should 
like  to  borrow  the  '  Biblioth^que  des  Romans '  from  Mademoiselle. 
So  he  left  the  brothers  together  and  repaired  to  her  apartments ;  but 
not  finding  Miss  Manners  there,  strange  to  say,  he  forgot  what  he 
had  come  for,  and  hearing  at  the  end  of  the  corridor  a  colloquial 
duet  between  Cosmo  and  Mr.  McPhin,  he  retired  till  dinner-time  to 
the  solitude  of  his  own  room. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Touchsume.  "  Lovers  ar«  giten  to  poetry."— 

AtYoulAkelt, 

"•  GinDa  cMait  le  pas  k  rodorant  Jeannot,  et  le  MisaBthrope  recalait 
devant  Tindpaisable  Cadet  Roassel." 

'*  "Why  am  I  left  here  alone  to  be  undone  ? " 

Soliloquy  of  a  Safely  Delivered  Parcel. 

"'  ril  pond— ril  tail  him!  in  a  voice  of  thnoder 
He  recommenced  his  fury  and  his  fnss, 

Loud,  open-moathed,  and  wedded  to  his  blunder. 
Like  one  of  those  great  guns  that  end  in  buss." 

T.  Hood. 


A  DINHKR  PARTT.— 4X>VI— PAST— 'PEBSSHT^-AND  TO  GOMI.>--"  MOIK  THIN68  Ul  HZATHI 
AND  EARTH  THAN  ARB  DRBAHT  OF  IN  THSIR  PHILOSOPHT/'— <MR.  MC  PHIM,  IN  A¥0IJI>- 
ING  SCTIXA,  SPUTS  UPON  CHARYBDIS. — ^A  CATASTROPHB.^— THE  DANGERS  OF  A  LONE 
WOMAN  OLD  BHOUGH  TO  KKOW  BSTTBR. 

How  very  restless  some  persons  are — Cecii  was  one  of  them ;  and 
had  therefore  wandered  into  the  drawing-room  a  full  hour  before 
dinner — and  finding  no  one  there,  he  took  up  an  old  volume  of 
^^The  Literary  Souvenir/'  which  opened  at  those  exquisitely  beau- 
tiful lines  of  Alaric  Walls's,  on  the  picture  of  a  girl  in  a  Florentine 
costume ;  he  thought,  or  rather  felt  every  line  was  applicable  to 
Theresa,  and  therefore  read  them  three  times  over : — 

"  Art  tboa  some  vuion  of  the  olden  time, 
Some  glowing  type  of  beauty,  faded  long; 
A  radiant  daughter  of  that  radiant  clime 
Renowned  for  sunshine,  chivalry,  and  song^ 

Was  it  for  thee  thai  Tasso  woke  in  vain 

The  love-lorn  plainings  of  his  matchless  lyre ; 
Was  thine  the  frown  that  chilled  him  with  disdain, — 

Crushed  his  wild  hopes,  and  quenohed  his  minstrel  fire  ? 

Or  art  thou  she  for  whom  young  Guido  pined ; 

Whom  BaflkieHc  saw  in  his  impassioned  dream; 
The  ray  that  flashed  in  slumber  on  his  mind, 

And  o'er  his  canvas  shed  so  bright  a  beam  P 

No,  no, — a  masquep  in  its  gay  attire, 

A  breathing  mockery  of  Ausonia's  grace, — 
Thine  is  a  charm  as  fitted  to  inspire 

With  more  than  all  the  sweetnees  in  thy  face. 

I  see  thee  stand  in  beauty's  richest  bloom,— 
In  youth's  first  budding  spring,^— before  me  now, 

A  shade  of  teoderest  sadness,  not  of  gloom, 
Tempering  the  brightness  of  thy  jewelled  browl 

Thy  dark  hair  clustering  round  thy  pensive  face, 

Like  shadowy  clouds  above  a  summer  moon ; 
Thy  fair  hands  folded  with  a  queenly  grace; 

Thy  cheek  soft  blushing  like  a  rose  in  June. 
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Thine  eyelid  gently  drooping  o'er  an  eye 

Whose  chastened  light  bespeaks  the  soal  within ; 
Lips  full  of  sweetness;— maiden  modesty, 

That  awes  the  hosoms  it  hath  deigned  to  win. 

There  stand  for  aye ;  defying  time  or  care 

To  make  thee  seem  less  beautlfal  than  now ! 
Years  cannot  thin  that  darkly  flowing  bair, 

Nor  grief  indent  thy  pure  and  polished  brow. 

Whilst  unto  her  from  whom  those  lines  had  birth, 

A  briefer  span,  hui  brighter  doom  is  given ; 
To  wane  and  witter  like  a  thing  of  earth, 

And  only  know  immortal  bloom  in  Heaven." 

(^il  had  read  oyer  this  gem  for  the  third  time,  when  the  door 
opened ;  it  was  only  Marmaduke ! 

"  What !  are  none  of  those  girls  down  yet?"  said  he  :  "  it  is  quite 
shocking  the  time  their  foolish  mother  makes  them  spend  in  decking 
themselves  out  for  a  husband-hunt,  the  moment  an  unmarried  man 
is  expected  to  dinner.  The  way  English  girts  are  trained  for  this 
chace  always  reminds  me  of  a  trifling  diversion,  sir  Anthony  Sherley 
relates,  as  being  followed  by  the  Persian  kings,  which  he  calls 
hawking  in  miniature.  Sparrows  instead  of  hawks  are  reclaimed, 
as  the  termis^  or  broken  in,  and  taught  to  fly  after  butterflies,  and 
bring  them  to  their  masters.  And  are  not  those  human  sparrows, 
English  young  ladies,  duly  instructed  by  their  mammas  in  the  same 
papilionaceous  pursuit,  while,  their  wings  are  imped  with  every 
possible  folly,  the  better  to  insure  success?  I  leJl  you  what,  Howard, 
politics  are  all  humbug ;  there  can  be  no  such  thing  as  national  im- 
provement till  the  women  are  first  made  rational  beings,  and  then 
treated  as  such.  It  is  a  disgrace  to  us  that  this  should  be  the  only 
country  in  Europe  where  there  is  not  a  single  law  for  woman.  And 
let  us  rant  and  cant  about  liberty  and  indepimdanee  as  we  will,  (his 
savours  strongly  of  d' degrading  remnant  of  savage  barbarism ;  as  it 
is  a  self-evident  proposiJion  thai  the  world  cannot  go  on  without 
then).  What  earthly  good  can  acrue  from*  first  making  women 
fools,  and  then  treating  them  accordingly  ?  It  is  a  futile  argument 
to  assert  that  those  poor  scarecrows,  honour  and  public  opinion, 
keep  men  in  Order  :  they  do  not,  nor  ever  will,  as  long  as  falsehood 
and  hypocrisy  can  circumvent  them ;  besides,  if  they  did,  its  wrong, 
all  wrong ;  why  should  there  be  laws  which,  if  they  possess  a  cor- 
rupting influence  even  on  the  minds  of  men  who  administer  them, 
though  their  characters  may  have  been  improved  by  a  liberal  edu- 
cation, and  elevated  by  nobler  views, — how  much  more  baneful 
must  they  be  to  the  mass  of  mankind,  who  can  resort  to  them  as  a 
proteetion  for  vice  in  their  own  sex,  and  a  warrant  for  cruelty  and 
injuslice  towards  the  other?  As  the  law  now  stands,  it  is  a  Catholic 
sanctuary  for  all  iniquity,  making  villainy  secure,  and  punishment 
impossible.  '  Oh !  it  is  viHaindfis !  ^  and  they  should  '  reform  it  alto- 
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gether/  Luckily  for  Ihemselves,  half  Ihe  women  in  the  world,  as 
society  is  now  constituted,  are  so  ignorant  and  so  silly,  that  they 
do  not  see  all'the  misery  and  injustice  of  their  position^  and  they 
are  too  selfish  to  see  or  feel  for  it  in  others,  as  long  as  it  does  not 
come  home  personally  and  individually  to  themselves.  As  for  the 
Miss  Bubbles,  I  have  no  doubl  they  will  get  through  the  world  verf 
well,  for  they  have  no  hearts  to  break ;  but  I  grow  cross  and  un- 
comfortable, when  I  think  that  there  is  even  a  chance  of  a  high- 
minded,  clear-headed,  deep-feeling  woman  like  Theresa  Manners, 
being  subjected  to  what  there  is  no  law  to  redress/' 

''  I  quite  coincide  with  all  you  have  said,"  replied  Cecil,  "  but 
with  regard  to  Miss  Manners,  surely  the  world  does  not  contain  a 
wretch  that  would  be  base  enough  to  treat  her  ill !'' 

Marmaduke  turned  suddenly  round,  and  eyeing  Cecil  from  head 
10  foot,  with  a  glance  of  mingled  scrutiny,  surprise,  and  contempt, 
said,  or  rather  thuodered,  '^  Sir,  you  talk  like  a  fool,  or  a  man  in 
love,  which  is  the  same  thing.  Are  you  in  love,  sir? — wer6  you  ever 
in  love?" 

Luckily  for  Cecil,  who,  al  this  abrupt  and  unwarrantable  interro- 
gation, felt  as  if  the  room  was  being  swallowed  up  by  an  earthquake, 
Marmaduke  did  not  wait  for  a  reply,  but  went  on  to  say,  as  be  paced 
hurriedly  up  and  down  (he  room,  '*  If  you  were  not,  sir,  I  was! 
and  with  a  woman  worth  a  whole  wilderness  of  Theresa  Manners !" 
(here  Cecil  thought  he  had  gone  mad  in  good  earnest),  '^  yet  she 
married  a  brute — there  was  no  law — no  redress — no  divorce.for 
her.  She'd  have  taken  me,  then,  if  there  had  been— but  I  wouldn't 
have  taken  her — uo,  no,  no — ^anything  second-band  but  a  second* 
hand  wife !  Pshaw,  one  must  be  like  other  people  in  this  world-/' 
and  to  prove  the  assertion,  Marmaduke  threw  up  one  of  the  win- 
dows, and  though  a  distance  of  five  feet  from  the  ground,  jumped 
out  into  the  very  midst  of— a  parterre,  ankle-deep  in  clay,  and 
then  cooled  himself  by  going  up  stairs  to  dress  over  again!  While 
Cecil  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  with  amazement ,  the  door  again 
opened,  and  Miss  Manners  appeared.  She  never  wore  anything  but 
white  muslin  ^  not  from  choice,  but  necessity ;  but  then  her  muslia 
always  looked  whiter,  and  softer,  and  finer,  than  any  other  muslin 
in  the  world ;  and  her  bouquet  was  always  so  fresh,  and  so  ^  recher- 
che/ that  it  gave  to  her  appearance  as  much  brilliancy  as  diamonds 
generally  give  to  that  of  others.  She  looked  like  some  fair  northern 
spirit  emerging  from  a  drift  of  snow.  Cecil  actually  forgot  that  she 
was  human,  and  gazed  upon  her  as  though  she  had  been  some 
beautiful  statue  ^ — ^but  not  to  lose  time,  contrived  to  make  the  va- 
luable discovery,  that  women  should  never  wear  anything  but  white. 
Seeing  that  he  had  no  idea  of  being  guilty  of  the  civility  of  ad- 
dressing her,  Theresa  broke  the  awkward  silence  by  saying,  '^l 
thought  I  heard  my  uncle  Marmaduke's  voice  here?'' 
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«  Ifo— yes,  that  is,  he  was  here  Just  now/'  said  Cecil,  at  length 
finding  the  power  of  speech,  '^  but  I  fear  I  said  something  that 
annoyed  hiin  /'  and  here  he  related  the  scene  that  had  taken  place, 
up  to  Marmaduke's  lover's  leap  from  the  window. 

"Poor  uncle  Marmaduke !"  sighed  Theresa,  "you  wouldn't 
suppose  it,,  but  he  was — nay,  I  verily  believe  is  to  this  day,  madly 
romantically  in  love;  and  111  tell  you  who  ifs  with,  that  you  may 
not  mention  her  by  accident— Lady  Mornington.'' 

"  Indeed ! — well,  but  she's  been  a  widow  Ihese  two  years." 

"  There  it  is, ;"  replied  Theresa,  "  he  won't  even  go  to  London 
for  fear  he  should  meet  her.  She  was  his  first,  indeed  his  only  love. 
Her  father,  Sir  Hcadworth  Glavering,  first  encouraged  it,  and  then 
Lord  Mornington  having  just  arrived  from  abroad,  and  falling  in 
love  with  her,  her  father  thought  it  a  better  match,  and  Insisted 
upon  her  marrying  him.  She  did  so,  and  he  made  her  a  most  atro- 
cious husband." 

"  I  have  often  thought,'*  said  Cecil,"  how  very  handsome  she 
musthavebeen.  Her  son,  LordErdly,  or  Lord  Mornington  I  should 
say  now,  was  at  Eton  with  me,  and  an  uncommonly  nice  fellow  he 
is — ^poor  Marmaduke ! " 

"  P6or  Marmaduke !  indeed,"  sighed  Theresa,  and  then  added 
with  one  of  her  sunniest  smiles,  and  most  tantalizing  looks,  "  but 
how  silly  people  are  to  be  in  love  5  are  they  not,  Mr.  Howard?" 

Cecil  pressed  his  hand  tightly  over  his  eyes,  and  had  got  as  far 
as  ''Oh !  Miss  Manners,"  in  a  reply,  when  luckily  for  him,  or  for 
her,  or  perhaps  for  both,  the  door  opened,  and  the  old  lady,  with 
her  usual  supporters,  Miss  Lucretia,  and  Miss  Prudence  Bubble, 
entered*,  and  immediately  after  Sir  Romulus  'pas  de  zephyr'd' 
into  the  room,  inquiring  if  his  "  calamity"  and  those  two  "  Alge- 
rines"  were  not  down  yet ;  and  having  been  answered  in  the  ne- 
gative, he  turned  to  Mrs.  Manners,  and  asked  her  if  she  had  been 
reading  any  new  books  lately. 

''  Oh  indade,  Romuluth,"  replied  she,  "  Won't  much  care  about 
rading  now  ^  but  talking  of  books  reminds  me  of  wantht  (once) 
when  I  wath  a  girl,  I  wath  reading  of  Claritha  Harlowe,  and  a  lady 
who  came  to  call  upon  my  mother  said  :  'Ma'am,  I  think  it  ith  bad 
for  Mith  Nelly  to  be  rading  thim  thort  of  dull  books  ]  why  don't 
you  let  her  rade  Tom  Jones,  Peregrine  Pickle,  and  the  rest  of  the 
British  clathics  (classics).  Oh,  and  I'll  tell  you,  Romuluth,  another 
book,  that  wath  a  great  book  in  my  day — the  British  Apollo ;  there 
wath  all  thorts  of  divarting  and  plathing  (pleasing)  information  in  it. 
They  don't  write  thim  thort  of  books  now  ;  but  indade  everything 
ith  grately  fallen  off  to  what  it  uthed  to  be.  I  don't  think  the  paple 
are  near  ath  good-looking  either  ath  they  were  when  I  wath  young : 
and  I  often  think  I'm  greatly  altered  myself  since  I  have  bane  in 
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England :  thereth  thointhiog  in  the  air  that  prevenlh  my  being  atfi 
active  or  ath  sprightly  alh  I  uthed  to  be.  I  remember  before  the 
rebellion  (but  then  that  wath  in  Ireland),  I  uthed  to  think  nothing 
of  walking  ten  miles,  and  wontht  I  walked  thirlane  with  Lord  Ed- 
ward Fitzgerald." 

The  old  fedy  might  have  talked  thirteen  more,  had  not  Lady 
Bubble,  her  daughters,  and  Marmaduke  now  made  their  appear- 
ance^ the  latter  looking  as  calm  and  collected  as  a  fresh  pair  of 
nankeens  and  blue-ribbed  silk  stockings  could  make  him,  and  to 
all  appearance  haying  forgotten  that  there  was  such  tender  ground 
as  mud  and  Mornington  in  the  world.  Mr.  Town  was  the  first  to 
arrive,  with  an  apology  from  his  wife,  who  was  exceedingly  sorry, 
but  she  had  to  remain  at  home  to  see  her  sons  take  a  lesson  in  pu- 
gilism. Next  came  Sir  George  and  Lady  Langton— good  practical 
illustrations  of  the  force  of  contrast  \  she  being  a  very  handsome 
woman,  with  a  dazzling  complexion  and  beautifully  fair,  and  rounded 
band^  and  arms  -,  while  he  was  (bin  and  dark,  bald,  beaky,  andbare- 
iooking,  like  a  half-fledged  snipe.  Lord  Francis  Fitznoodle  was 
the  third  arrival,  accompanied  by  his  nephew,  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon, 
a  remarkably  handsome  young  man— so  handsome,  that  while 
Lord  Francis  was  apologising  to  Lady  Bubble  for  having  taken  the 
liberty  of  bringing  him,  Cecil  thought  it  was  exceedingly  imperti- 
nent his  having  done  so  *,  nor  did  his  going  on  to  say  that  he  had 
arrived  unexpectedly,  and  that  be  (Lord  Francis)  neither  liked  to 
forego  the  pleasure  of  his  nephew's  company,  or  that  of  his  friends 
dt  Bubble  Hall,  induce  Mr.  Howard,  in  the  slightest  degree,  to 
change  his  opinion.  At  length,  to  Miss  Lucy's  and  her  sister's 
great  relief.  Colonel  King  and  Captain  Russell  were  announced. 
Colonel  Ring  was  remarkably  tall,  and  stiff  in  proportion ;  his  face, 
as  well  as  his  figure,  was  in  uniform,  being  red  all  over;  his  hair 
was  brown,  and  though  bald  at  the  top,  was  exceedingly  bushy  at 
the  sides  \  his  eyes  were  grey  and  small,  his  nose  long,  and  aqui- 
line, his  whiskers  very  redundant,  and  his  teeth  very  white,  which 
he  kept  continually  before  the  public  by  means  of  an  incessant  grin, 
that  accompanied  his  favourite  exclamation  of  '^  A— just  so— just 
so — a,*'  which  formed  his  universal  answer  to  every  observation. 
Indeed,  there  was  a  story  current  among  his  brother  officers,  that 
upon  one  occasion,  at  the  mess,  a  man  had  said  to  him,  in  the  heat 
of  argument,  *'  King,  you  are  a  confounded  fool!"  and  that  prior 
to  the  ceremony  of  calling  him  out,  he  had  acknowledged  the  fact 
by  replying,  "  A— just  soH^st  so — a."  Captain  Russell's  beauty 
was  of  a  less  commanding  order,  being  dark  and  short,  with  rather 
Calmuc-Tartar  features,  strangely  relieved  by  remarkably  blue  eyes, 
while  his  head  was  undeviatingly  kept  in  a  perpendicular  position 
by  a  Jack-Ketch  sort  of  black  stock,  that  always  appeared  in  the 
act  of  strangling  him. 
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'^  I  began  to  fear/'  said  Sir  Romulus,  as  soon  as  these  two 
heroes  appealed,  ^'  ttiat  the  Chartists  had  abducted  ypu/' 

"  A— josl  so— just  so— a,"  replied  Colonel  King,  as  he  sealed 
bioisetf  in  a  vacant  chair  next  Miss  Lucy.  There  was  also  a  seat  on 
the  ottoman,  next  her  sister,  perfectly  at  Captain  Russell's  service *, 
bat  be  held  his  head  so  high,  he  could  not  see  anything  but  the 
gilding  on  the  ceiling,  and  the  drapery  of  the  curtains.  Mdrmaduke 
was  stsmding  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  his  hands  behind  him, 
occa»onally  snubbing  his  sisters,  and  shaking  up  the  old  lady's  sofa 
pillow.  Lady  Bubble  was  all  dignity  and  diamonds,  seated  on  ano* 
ther  sofa,  talking  to  Lady  Langton.  Lord  Francis,  Sir  Romulus, 
and  Mr.  Town  had  formed  a  button-hole  alliance  in  a  corner  to 
themselves,  the  better  to  discuss  railroads  and  beer  bills;  and  Mr. 
Stuart  Yernon,  having  entered  into  conversation  with  Miss  Man- 
ners, through  the  oriental  medium  of  her  bouquet,  was  gracefiiUy 
bending  over  her  ^  Prie  Dieu,'  uttering,  she  and  himself  alone  knew 
what,  in  so  low  and  musical  a  voice,  that  it  caused  Mr.  Howard  to 
feel  so  exceedingly  uncomfortable,  as  he  sat  at  a  distant  Uble,  turn- 
ing over  H.  B.'s  last  new  caricatures^  that  he  bit  his  nether  lip ; 
which,  strange  to  say,  did  not  in  the  least  add  to  his  comfort.  The 
half  hour  had  long  expired,  Sir  Romulus  had  already  rung  ^and 
ordered  dinner,  which  nevertheless  not  being  announced,  he  at 
last  in  despair  turned  to  Lady  Bubble,  and  bumble-bee'd,-^ 

"Um — um — um — my  dear — my  dear,  this  is  really  too  bad? 
that  Algerine  (Might  to  be  transported !  "  Having  passed  this  sen- 
tence by  no  means  ^  sotto  voce,*  Lady  Bubble  thought  it  better  to 
reply,  in  the  same  *pro  bono'  voice,  *' Why,  my  dear,  there  is 
some  excuse  for  Leslie  to-day  -,  her  child  ^  so  ill,  it  is  not  expected 
to  live." 

^^  Ah,"  growled  Marmaduke,  in  his  peculiar,  short  paradoxical 
manner,  '^  that  is  the  most  sensible  thing  in  Homer,  when  Achil-- 
les,  in  the  last  book  of  the  Iliad,  moved  by  the  distress  of  Priam, 
endeavours  to  give  him  consolation,  in  order  to  tempt  him  to  par- 
take of  some  refreshment,  he  says  to  him  : '  Now  let  us  think  about 
supper  ^  for  the  fair-haired  Niobe  did  not  forget  her  meals  j  although 
she  had  a  dozen  children  lying  dead  in  her  palace.' " 

^'  Yes,  but  the  dark-haired  Leslie  seems  to  have  forgotten  ours/* 
said  Sir  Romulus,  taking  three  consecutive  pinches  of  snuff.  Dinner 
was  at  length  anhounced.  Cecil  cast  one  hasty  glance  round  the 
room,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  Mr.  Stuart  Yernon  offer 
bis  arm  to  Miss  Manners,  although  he  had  actually  advanced  two 
steps,  with  the  velocity  of  a  snail,  for  that  purpose.  No  wonder, 
then,  that  he  should  feel  ill-used  and  indignant,  and  with  a  ^sans- 
souci,'  nay,  almost  with  a  triumphant  air,  offer  his  arm  to  Miss 
luucreiia.  On  entering  the  -dining-room,  she  was  afraid  of  being 
too  warm,  and  therefore,  to  Mr.  Howard's  great  annoyance,  seated 
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berself  at  tbe  centre  of  (he  table,  where  the  plateau  preserved  an 
imperyious  ^iDCOgDiti'  for  Mr.  Staart  Vernon  and  Miss  Manners. 
Nevertheless,  he  found  nothing  particaiarly  'reprehensible  in  the 
soup  ]  but  Miss  LucreCia  had  a  disagreeable  trick  of  scratching  her 
knife  against  her  plate  j  and,  as  the  dinner  progressed,  Mr.  Ho- 
ward's sensitive  nerves  discovered  that  steel  and  silver  coming  in 
contact  formed  a  peculiarly  inharmonious  sound.  Mr.  Town,  who 
was  a  dark,  pale,  fattish,  dingy-looking  man,  with  a  nose  big  enough 
to  have  colonized  half  a  dozen  physiognomies,  very  short  and  thick- 
necked,  with  a  white  cravat,  that  evinced  a  proper  fear  of  apoplexy, 
by  keeping  several  inches  respectfully  aloof  from  his  throat,  and 
who  had,  moreover,  a  most  impertinently  confidential  manner  of 
poking  his  head  into  people's  faces,  and  saying  everything  in  a 
whisper,  had  seated  himself  next  to  Marmaduke,  to  whom  at  all 
times  he  was  obnoxious,  but  doubly  so  at  dinner,  when  he  inva- 
riably preferred  eating  to  talking.  Becoming  every  moment  more 
irritated  at  Mr.  Town's  confidential  whispers,  in  order  to  screw  his 
ire  as  it  were  to  the  sticking-place,  he  deluged  everything  he  eat 
with  Cayenne  pepper;  and  then,  drinking  off  a  glass  of  madeira, 
so  effectually  inflamed  both  his  throat  and  his  temper,  that  he 
turned  suddenly  round  in  the  midst  of  one  of  Mr.  Town's  most 
mysterious  murmnrings,  and  said,  ^  ^  haute  voix' : 

'^  Sir,  as  you  appear  to  eat  both  'en  amateur'  and  'en  connois- 
seur,' I  should  particularly  recommend  to  your  notice  the  excellent 
advice  old  Bulwer  gives  to  all  gastronomes  in  the  quaint  pages  of 
his^Anthropometamorphosis,'  in  the  three  following  rules : '  Stridor 
dentium — allum  silentiun^ — rumor  gentium ' ; '  for  (his,  as  he  most 
truly  observes,  '  adjourns  discourse  till  (he  stomach  is  full,  at  what 
time  men  are  at  better  leisure,  and  may  more  securely  venture 
upon  table-talk ;  the  observation  of  which  natural  rule  might  have 
saved  Anacreon's  life,  who,  endangering  himself  this  way,  died  by 
the  seed  of  a  grape." 

"  A-Hust  so— just  so— a,"  chimed  in  Colonel  King. 

''  Indeed,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Town,  guitless  of  understanding  one 
word  Marmaduke  had  uttered ;  and  then  relapsing  into  his  former 
mumbleiana,  added,  ''I  was  going  to  say,  my  dear  sir,  when  you 
interrupted  me,  that  I  should  be  so  grateful— ^o  very  grateful,  and 
I'm  sure  Mrs.  Town  would  also-— if  you  would  use  your  influence 
with  Lord  John  Bubble,  to  try  and  get  a  place  for  my  youngest 
boy,  Cadwallader ;  as  Mrs.  Town  says,  'he  has  a  vast  deal  in  him' 
•^indeed,  she  makes  the  observation  every  day  after  dinner.  But, 
then,  he  is  a  peculiar  boy,  sir— a  very  peculiar  boy— and  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  get  it  out  of  him." 

*  Which  have  been  thas  facetiously  translated : 
"Work  for  the  jaws, 
A  8il«nt  pause. 
Frequent  ha,  ha's." 
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^*  Humph--^bampagiie !  how  oU  is  he  ? ''  asked  Marmaduke, 
as  soon  as  he  had  drank  his  champagne. 

^'Fifteen,  the  twenty-fourth  of  last  May,  sir." 

^'  Humph— neyer  knew  a  boy  of  fifteen  fit  for  any  situation  but 
that  of  dry  nurse  to  the  monkeys  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  of 
scare-crow  in  a  cherry  orchard." 

"  A— just  so— just  so — ^a,"  again  assented  Colonel  Ring. 

"  Sir!"  said  Mr.  Town,  turning  full  round  upon  the  gallant  Co- 
lonel, and  for  the  first  time  speaking  above  a  whisper,  '^had  you 
any  knowledge  of  my  Cadwailader,  or  of  the  feelings  qf  a  father, 
you  would  think  diflferenlly." 

''  A— just  so— just  so — ^a,"  which  acknowledgment  on  the  part 
of  Colonel  King  seemed  to  appease  Mr.  Town.  Marmaduke,  who 
in  spite  of  himself,  never  could  bear  to  hurt  people's  feelings,  also 
made  the  'amende  honorable,'  by  saying  aloud  to  Mr.  Town  : 

"No  wonder  your  sons  are  paragons,  though,  when  I  believe 
all  antiquity  does  not  furnish  an  example  of  such  a  matron  as 
Mrs.  Town." 

Mr.  Town  bowed  in  silence;  for  a  well  regulated  husband  is 
sure  to  be  silenced  by  his  wife,  be  she  absent  or  present.  Sir  Ro- 
mulus, who  could  not  distinctly  hear  what  was  going  on,  but 
feared,  from  the  loud  tone  of  his  brother's  voice  that  he  was  waxing 
angry,  and  might  be  uncivil  to  his  "friend  Town,"  whom  he 
would  not  for  worlds  offend,  having  many  shares  in  the  Sub- 
Marine  Railroad;  and  just  catching  the  words  "matron,"  and 
"antiquity,"  in  Marmaduke's  last  speech,  called  out  from  the  foot 
of  the  table  "  a  glass  of  wine  with  you.  Town?"  and  then  added 
"  I  suppose  Marmaduke  is  riding  his  favourite  hobby,  about  the 
moderns  having  invented  nothing,  and  the  ancients  having  pos- 
sessed, not  only  all  that  we  have,  but  a  great  deal  more.  However, 
one  thing  is  certain,  they  had  not  a  Sub-Marine  Railroad,-r-eh 
Town? " 

"  Oh  dear,"  squeaked  Miss  Prudence,  turning  from  Lady  Lang- 
ton,  to  whom  she  had  been  talking  and  speaking  in  the  highest 
pitch  of  her  ghosl-of-a-penny-trumpel  voice — "Oh  dear,  I  can't 
think  how  Marmaduke  can  be  so  silly,  when  there's  such  a  many 
things  the  ancients  knew  nothing  about — ^plum-pudding  and  iced 
'*  soufil^es '  for  instance ;  and  Lady  Langton  has  just  been  telling 
me  that  the  hail-storm  last  night  broke  ever  so  much  of  the  glass  of 
her  conservatory — and  I'm  very  certain  that  the  ancients  had 
neither  conservatories  or  green-houses." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  Cecil,  who  was  determined  that  Theresa 
should  hear  the  sound  of  his  voice — "Martial  has  two  epigrams, 
which  clearly  prove  that  they  had, — don't  you  remember? "  said 
he,  turning  to  Marmaduke,  "  in  the  14th  epistle,  I  think,  of  the^ 
8th  book— 
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PglMa  ne  cilieam  Umeanl  pomatria  krwrntm, 
MoTdeai  tt  tenerum  forlior  aura  nemus, 
Bibemis  et  objecta  notis  specularia  puro$ 
AdmiUunt  ioks^  et  $ine  face  diem '  .** 

And— agaiD — which  is  plainer  still — 

Invida  purpureoi  urat  ne  tmima  raeemos, 
Et  gelidum  BaeeU  mwnera  firigus  edat, 
C(mdita  penpieud  vivit  vindemia  gemmd, 
Et  tegilmr  felix,  nee  tamen  uva  latet  V 

^*0h,  dear !  ''^said  Miss  PrudcDce  petlishlyf  ^^Ido  dislike  Latia 
and  Greek  beyond  every  thing,  particularly  at  meals/' 

**  WeD,  never  mind,  Prudence,"  pacified  Lady  Bubble—*^' it  was 
ih^  moderns  at  all  events  who  discovered  America ; — ^neither  Mr. 
Howard  nor  Marmaduke  can  take  that  from  them." 

^' Still  they  were  before-hand  with  us  even  there,"  said  the 
provoking  Marmaduke,  '^for  Seneca  most  clearly  prophecies  the 
discovery,  in  his  chorus  to  his  Medea,  when  he  says — 

lenient  annU 

Secula  terit  quibu$  ocetBQs, 
Fincula  rerum  laxet  et  ingen$ 
Pateat  teUus,  Tiph§$<iue  doyos 
Deteget  orbes. 

Which  is  obviously  and  undeniably  fulfilled,  by  the  invention  of 
the  compass,  and  the  discovery  of  America." 

Sir  Romulus  seeing  the  case  was  hopeless,  made  another  effort 
to  turn  the  conversation,  by  asking  Lord  Francis  if  he  expected  his 
brother,  the  duke  of  Arlington,  down? 

^'  Not  uQless  there  should  be  a  dissolution,"  replied  he,  ^'  which, 
however,  is  loudly  talked  of." 

^^  It  is  astonishing,"  added  Lord  Francis,  ^^  how  pertinaciously 
your  friends  the  Whigs  keep  in,  let  what  will  happen." 

"  Ah ! "  said  the  incorrigible  Marmaduke,  who  was  the  only 
Conservative  of  the  family,  beside  his  cousin  Howard,— when  Tully 
declared  that  the  lasting  good  fortune  of  Harpalus,  the  pirate,  bore 
testimony  against  the  Gk)ds  \ — and  Seneca  said  of  Sylla—- 

JDewum,  crimen,  Sylla  tarn  feliay, 
What  would  they  have  said  to  the  prosperity  of  the  Whigs?  " 

'« Why,  that  Providence  had  made  them  his  especial  care," 
crowed  Sir  Komulus,  taking  what  he  considered  a  conclusive  pinch 
of snuff. 

*  Lea wibtrj  frOBta  shourd  blast  the  shrinking  fruit,. 

Or  winds  too  piercing  nip  the  tender  shoot. 

Through  lacid  walls  that  check  cold  Euros,  play 

Sol's  purest  rays,  the  genuine  warmth  of  day/' 
»  On  Bacchus'  gifts  lesl  envious  winter  prey, 

And  blast  the  purple  produce  on  the  spray,  i 

Beneath  the  erysUl  roof  the  vintage  glows, 

And  screened,  not  hid,  the  happy  cluster  grows. 
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**  To  talk  of  them  and  Providence  together,"  relor led  the  unstop- 
able  Marnaaduke,  "  reminds  me  of  an  anecdote  of  old  Lord  Hol- 
land and  Dr.  Campbell/' 

"  A,  just  80 — just  so— a,"  acquiesced  Colonel  King, — ^'  but  a- 
whal  was  it— pray  favour  us  with  it  ?  " 

"  Why,"  re-commenced  Marmaduke,  too  glad  to  talk  his  bro- 
ther down  at  any  lime  *'  Lord  Holland  was  sitting  one  morning 
with  Dr.  Campbell,  condoling  with  each  other  on  their  mutualin- 
firmities ;  and  lamenting,  with  a  considerable  degree  of  petulence, 
the  inconveniences  to  which  ill-health  subjected  people  in  advanced 
years,  when  Ihe  door  opened,  and  a  well-known  knavish  pay- 
master and  contractor  entered  the  room,  florid  aqd  full  of  health. 
They  congratulated  him  on  his  sanguine  looks.  ^Yes,*  said  he, 
*  Providence  has  been  very  good  to  me,  for  I  have  never  known  a 
moment's  illness  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life*, '  this  declaration 
by  no  means  softened  the  asperity  of  Lord  Holland's  countenance. 
The  contractor  saw  all  was  not  right,  and  took  his  leave.  '  There 
now,  Campbell,'  said  he  ^  '  there  now,'  pointing  to  the  door  '  you 
see  what  Providence  has  been  about !  taking  care  of  that  scoundreFs 
healthy  forsooth!  and  not  minding  what  became  of  your  dropsy, 
or  of  my  d— d  ringworm ! ' " 

The  universal  laugh  that  followed  this  story  had  scarcely  sub^ 
sided,  or  Colonel  King's  ''  a  just  so — just  so  a,"  ceased  to  vibrate 
above  it,  ere  it  struck  Sir  Romulus  that  he  might  steer  through  the 
safe  course  of  asking  Lady  Langton  to  take  wine,  and  bending 
across  the  table  for  that  purpose,  addressed  her  as  Mrs.  Langton. 
'''  Hang  those  foundation  titles,"  thought  he  ;  "  one  never  can  re- 
member them  ; "  and  without  knowing  it  he  sympathized  with  the 
French  herald's  compassion  for  Adam,  who,  being  the  first  of  hii^ 
race,  could  not  possibly  amuse  himself  by  tracing  his  genealogical 
honours !  Dinner  was  scarcely  over  before  Marmaduke  darted  out 
of  the  room  to  take  his  nocturnal  ramble.  The  old  lady  soon  fell 
fast  asleep  and  announced  the  fact  audibly.  The  subject  of  traihft 
and  tuckers  was  exhausted  by  the  other  laches.  Captain  Russell  had 
responded  to  Miss  Betsy's  warm  eulogium  upon  the  fascinations  of 
a  military  life,  by  helping  her  to  an  iced  peach.  Colonel  King  had 
for  the  fiftieth  time  said  '''  a  just  so— just  so  a,"  in  answer  to  one 
of  Miss  Lucy's  original  observations  upon  the  weather.  Mr.  Town 
was,  with  fingers  that  considerably  ''  dimmed  the  brightness  of  the 
crystal  flood,"  pressing  walnut  shells  down  to  the  bottom  of  a  finger- 
glass,  no  doubt,  in  commemoration  of  his  submarine  railroad.  Sir 
George  Langton  was  abstractedly  looking  at  the  crimson  reflection 
a  glass  of  claret  threw  over  his  hand,  as  it  rested  on  the  table, 
wbieh  could  not  fail  to  have  reminded  him  of  his  new  blown  ho- 
nours. Lord  Francis  Fitznoodle  had  his  right  hand  gracefully 
placed  in  his  bosom,  while,  with  his  left  he  raised  his  wine-glass  to 
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the  scrutiny  of  the  light.  Even  Sir  Romulus  vas  silently  paying 
his  ^detoirs '  to  his  snuff-box;  and  although  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon 
had  done  his  uttermost  to  play  the  agreeable,  Miss  Manners  was  be- 
ginning to  thinly  it  was  the  longest  dinner  she  had  ever  sat  out, 
when  Lady  Bubble  bowed  to  Lady  Langton,  and  gave  the  signal  for 
the  ladies  to  adjourn.  Cecil  rose  to  open  the  door,  the  old  lady  was 
gently  awakened,  and  escorted  out  of  the  room  by  her  usual  ^  garde 
de  corps.'  The  rest  followed  in  succession;  but  Theresa,  as  she 
passed,  dropped  her  handkerchief.  Cecil,  of  course,  stooped  to 
pick  it  up ;  and  whether  it  was  tbe  lone  in  which  she  said  ^'  thank 
you,''  or  the  look  that  accompanied  the  words,  I  know  not,  but 
Mr.  Howard  felt  so  gratefully  happy,  that  in  the  prodigality  of  his 
gratitude,  he  would  have  even  signed  a  compact  making  over  all 
the  rest  of  Miss  Manners's  looks  and  words  '^for  that  night  only," 
as  the  play-bills  say,  to  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon,  and  even  condescended 
to  seat  himself  in  tbet  chair  she  had  occupied  next  to  him,  as  soon 
as  the  door  had  closed  upon  that  young  lady. 

Upon  returning  to  the  drawing-room,  they  found  it  occupied 
by  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  Mr.  MePhin  and  Cosmo,  who  were, 
however,  antipodically  dispersed  at  the  greatest  possible  distances 
from  each  other,  like  the  three  legs  in  the  Isle  of  Man  Arms. 
Cosmo  was  unbending  his  intellectual  bow  with  the  innocent  re- 
creation of  cup  and  ball  in  one  of  the  windows.  At  the  far  end  of 
the  room,  Mademoiselle  was  sitting  on  one  sofa,  ostensibly  netting 
a  purse,  but  in  reality  gazing  upon — not,  indeed,  Mr.  McPhin^s 
face,  for  he  had  taken  the  precaution  of  spreading  his  pocket- 
handkerchief  over  it,  and  was  executing  a  loud  and  evidently  arti- 
ficial sleeping  aria,  by  way  of  giving  notice  to  his  '  vis-&-vis'  that 
he  was  not  to  be  disturbed ;  but  upon  his  elongated  limbs  and  white- 
cotton  stockings,  she  was  wasting  innumerable  looks  of  love  and 
admiration!  however,  upon  the  arrivals  from  the  dining-room, 
Mr.  McPhin  was  instantly  ^'  on  his  legs,"  and  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief as  instantaneously  returned  to  his  pocket. 

"  Cosmo,  my  love,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  ,'  you  may  go  to  your 
papa,  in  the  dining-room — and  my  dear,"  added  she,  calling  him 
back  as  he  was  leaving  the  room — ^^  say  we  are  going  to  have  a 
little  music.  I  know  Colonel  King  is  very  fond  of  music,"  conti- 
nued she,  turning  to  Lady  Langton,  ^^  and  Sir  Romulus  has  no 
idaya  how  long  be  sits  after  dinner,  unless  he's  told  of  it.  Mr.  Mc- 
Phin, have  the  goodness  to  ring  for  coffee." 

'^  Hole  up  your  head,"  whispered  Mademoiselle  to  Lucy; 
'^  ^tenez  comme  ^a,'"  continued  she,  drawing  herself  up  to  her 
full  height  as  she  spoke,  and  gazing  upwards  at  Mr.  McPhin, 
as  he  walked  over  to  ring  the  bell ;  <'  Monsieur  ie  Colonel  he  is  tal ; 
how  should  I  evere  see  Mistere  McPheen,  if  I  stoop  and  poke 
my  head  as  you  ?" 
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'^  It  is  better  not  to  look  so  high,''  giggled  Miss  Betsy. 

''  Ah,  que  c'est  mauvais  ton  l6s  calembourgs,''  shrugged  M ade^ 
moiselle,  lowering  the  corners  of  her  mouth  as  sbe  threw  up  her 
hands.  But  Miss  Betsy  httle  heeded  the  reproof,  as  she  turned 
away  to  select  from  a  pile  of  music  ''  The  Soldier's  Tear,"  with 
which  she  intended  to  commence  the  evening's  atlaclc. 

Mr.  Howard  and-Mr.  Stuart  Vernon  were  the  first  to  make 
their  appearance  in  (he  drawing-room  ^  Mr.  Town  and  Captain 
Russell  followed ;  and  not  to  lose  time,  the  former  was  almost  in- 
stantaneously overpowered  with  *'  Tlie  Soldier's  Tear,"  which  he 
repaid  with  the  soldier's  smile,  as  the  peacock-tones  of  Miss  Betsy's 
voice  grated  on  hi$  ear. 

Mr.  Town  had  whispered  Mr.  McPhin  into  a  corner,  and  a 
nice  observer  might  have  discovered  (hat  his  communications  had 
cast  a  shade  over  that  worthy  man's  countenance,  especially  as 
the  words  "  impossible — indeed,  I  can  do  ijo'more  ,"  floated  on 
the  air,  though  instantly  hushed  into  silence  by  Mr.  Town. 

"  Theresa,  my  dear,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  "'  do  sing  that  pretty 
French  thing  you  were  singing  the  other  day — oh,  ^Tourment  de' 
something — what  is  it?" 

^^Oh,  ^Tourment  de  Yeuvage,'  is  that  what  you  mean?"  asked 
Theresa. 

"  Yes,  that's  it." 

''  I  shall  be  very  happy,  by-andrby^  but  I  have  just  taken  scmie 
coffee,  and,  my  dear  aunt,  I  can  never  sing  immediatdy  after." 

^^  Well,,  then,  Mr.  Howard,  you  must  sing,  for  I  won't  let  you 
all  be  idle,"  said  Lady  Bubble.  '^  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon,  do  you  sing  ? " 

'*  In  a  way,"  laughed  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon. 

''  Then  we  must  hear  in  what  way,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  actually 
forcing  him  to  the  piano,  where  he  good-humouredly  sat  down 
and  sang  that  beautiful  Pretender  ballad  of  '^Prince  Charlie" 
most  exquisitely,  and  acceded  to  an.  encore. 

**  Now,  Mr.  Howard,  you  have  no  excuse,"  cried  her  ladyship. 
'^  I  delight  in  his  voice ;  you  have  no  idaya,  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon, 
bow  well  he  sings." 

^'  After  such  a  formidable  announcement,  I  don't  know  whether 
I  shall  have  courage  to  sing  at  all,"  laughed  Cecil — ^'  perhaps  Miss 
Manners  will  have  the  goodness  to  accompany  me?" 

^^  With  pleasure,"  replied  Theresa,  taking  off  her  gloves,  and 
placing  them  on. the  piano. 

Cecil  turned  over  a  book  full  of  songs  till  he  came  to  that  most 
exquisite  of  all  Beethoven's  compositions,  ^' Adelaida,"  or  rather, 
'^Rosalie,"  for  it  is  nothing  as  ^^Adelaida,"  and  the  most  beautiful 
thing  that  ever  was  conceived  as  ■'  Rosalie."  There  was  a  triumpti 
in  Cecil's  deep  and  beautiful  voice  as  he  burst  into  the  opening 
lines-^ 
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"  Oh  tboii  vert  bright  wert  bright  at  opeatog  day. 
And  blooming  as  the  rose  of  May, 
When  first  I  yielded  to  thy  sway. 
Fair*  fair  Rosalie  ! " 

which  subsided  into  the  softest  tenderaess,  when  he  came  to  the 
refrain  of— 

*' Dear,  dearest  Rosalie ! " 

and  sunk  srlmosl  into  a  whispered  echo  at  the  line — 

*'  And  when  I  breathed,  I  breathed  the  vows  of  love. 
Thine  answers  whispered— whispered  like  the  dove. 
Softly  DMinnuring  in  a  shady  grove, 
Sweet,  sweet  Rosalie  \ " 

While  his  acting' — ^for  it  was  more  than  singing — was  perfectly 
electrical  in  the  mad  scena  at  the  end ;  beginning — 

**  Oh  fickle,  fickle  as  the  changing  wind! 
ru  tear,  thine  image  from  my  mind ! 
Broke  is  thy  chain — it's  spell  is  gone! 
The  links  are  serered,  one  by  one, 
False !  false  Rosalie ! " 

till  he  came  to  the  last  cadenza  of  all,  when  the  exhausted — sub- 
dued-rrelenting — yet  Hill  adoring  tone  in  which  he  gave  the  final 
words  of — 

*'Fal8e!— bat  dear  Rosalie  1 " 

was  perfectly  overpowering,  and  Theresa  ftiirly  burst  into  (ears, 
in  which,  strange  to  say,  her  cousins  joined.  Theresa,  who,  from 
the  consciousness  of  all  she  felt,  was  ashamed  of  showing  any  par- 
ticle of  feeling,  dried  her  eiyes,  and  by  way  of  apolpgy,  stammered 
out— 

''  That  song  is  so  very  beautiful  that  I  never  can  hear  it  without 
making  a  goose  of  myself.'^ 

"  How  can  you  say  so?"  said  Lucy.  "  I'm  sure,  Theresa,  I 
donH  think  you  ever  shed  a  tear  at)  it  before;  but  then,  indeed, 
we  never  heard  it  sung  as  Mr.  Howard  sang  it — so  we  may  all  be 
forgiven." 

As  far  as  Cecil  was  concerned,  he  was  perfectly  willing  to  for- 
give the  Miss  Bubbles  thehr  tears — nay,  more — he  would  even  have 
excused  them;  but  for  Theresa's !  could  he  ever  for  get  them? 
There  are  moments  in  existence  that  condense  a  whole  life  of 
happiness,  and  this  was  one  of  them.  Not  even  the  hand  Mr. 
Stuart  Vernon  had  stretched  out  for  Miss  Manners'  gloves  could 
crumple  the  rose  leaves  upon  which  Cecil's  heart  at  that  instant 
reposed,  nor  the  sigh  that  escaped  him  as*he  presetted  them  to 
her,  leave  one  breath  to  dim  the  mirror  of  bright  dreams  Howard's 
imagination  had  conjured  up;  for  Hope  was  the  ministering  angel 
that  presided  over  them.  Alas!  what  are  hopes  but  the  falling  stars 
of  the  heart,  which,  if  they  wander  from  out  the  heaven  of  imagi- 
nation, are  dashed  into  nothing  the  moment  they  come  in  contact 
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with  the  realities  of  earth.  It  was  on  that  etening  (hat  Ce<nl  pro- 
claimed bis  love  for  Theresa,  and  that  she  confessed  her's  for  him ; 
though  it  was  not  for  a  considerable  time  after  that  his  proclama- 
tion, or  her  confession,  found  their  way  into  words. 

When  Colonel  King  made  his  entr^,  he  had  paid  so  much  atten- 
tion to  wine  that  he  was  incapable  of  paying  any  to  women.  And 
Sir  Romulus,  who  was  a  great  fabricator  of  wopders,  requested 
they  wocild  all  adjourn  to  the  ball-door,  to  sec  a  most  extraordinary 
appearance  m  the  heavens— '^something  quite  out  of  the  common 
—like a  globe  of  fire!" 

They  needed  no  second  invitation,  but  rushed  (all  except  the  old 
lady,  who  was  again  asleep)  simultaneously  into  the  hail.  Poor 
short-sighted  mortals  that  they  were;  though  it  must  be  confessed, 

"  Their  st^rs  were  more  in  fault  than  they." 

No  sooner  had  Sir  Romulus,  who  led  the  advanced  guard, 
opened  the  hall-door,  than  in  rushed  a  something  with  fiery  eyes, 
howling,  yelling,  and  hissing  in  a  most  awful  and  unearthly 
manner ;  but  whether  it  was  man,  beast,  or  devil,  remained  to  be 
proved.  As  far  as  the  panic  its  appearance  excited  among  (he  assem- 
bled group,  allowed  them  the  uste  of  their  eyes,  it  seemed  to  each 
person  as  if  the  apparition  was  Biaking  towards  them  individually, 
and  ^  sauve  qui  peut '  became  not,  indeed,  tlteir  general  cry,  but 
their  general  conduct. — Colonel  King  being  instantly  sobered,  in 
default  of  a  sword  seized  the  poker,  determined  to  show  fight,  were 
it  man  or  devil ;  while  Captain  RusseH  armed  himseif  with  the 
shovel,  which  served  (he  double  purpose  of  weapon  and  shield. 
Mr.  Town,  with  more  prudence  than  any  of  them,  acquired,  no 
doubt,  from  his  de^-laid  calculations  touching  th«  sul>*marine 
rail-road,  retreated  back  into  the  drawing-room,  and  double- 
locked  the  door*  Lord  Francis  Filznoodle  made,  instinctively,  for 
the  back  staircase  leading  to  the  maids'  dormi(ories  *,^whHe  Mr. 
McPhin  rushed  in  the  opposite  direction,  to  the  inner  hall,  followed 
by  Mademoiselle  Perpignon.  Cosmo,  with  greater  genius  than  any 
of  them  next  to  Mr.  Town,  had  rushed  out  at  the  hall-door  when 
the  mysterious  intruder  had  rushed  in.  Cecil  and  Theresa  had  got 
upon  a  table,  and  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon  on  a  window-seat,  where 
Miss  Lucretia  and  Prudence  both  threw  themselves  into  his  arms  I 
— Lady  Bubble  had  scrambled  up  the  back  of  the  porter's  chair, 
where,  holding  on,  might  and  main,  she  hung  over  in  front  till 
she  was  nearly  black  in  the  face,  her  feet  kicking  vehemently  all  the 
while,  on  a  balance  of  power  principle.  Sir  Romulus  had  taken 
shelter  on  a  marble  slab ;  but,  unfortunately,  from  jumping  up  too 
nimbly,  his  wig  had  caught  on  the  branch  of  one  of  the  antlers  that 
graced  the  wall,  where  it  now  hung,  leaving  his  organs  more  fully 
developed  than  ever*,  while  the  two  young  ladies,  by  dodging  after 
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CoJoD^  Ring  and  Captain  Kuasell,  wherever  (hey  mofed,  seemed 
to  be  performing  a  sort  of  variation  upon  puss  In  the  corner.  To 
complete  the  tableau,  the  hall  door  again  opened,  and  Marmaduke, 
lantern  in  hand,  and  his  hat  carefully  tieid  down,  entered.  After 
looking  round  at  the  scene  before  him  for  about  a  minute,  in  perfect 
afBazeroent,  he  exclaimed,  ^^£h!  what  the  d-— 1,  are  you  aU  mad  ? '' 

^'  I>on'r  talk  of  the  d-*l,  Marmaduke,''  gasped  Sir  Romulus, 
fanning  himself  with  his  pocket-handkerchief;  '' I  believe  the 
Algerine  is  actually  here.'' — Hiss,  squeak,  yell,  waugh,  waugfa, 
and  something  nearly  flew  in  Marmaduke's  face,  and  darted  off 
again  in  a  circular  direction,  yelling  horribly. 

''Why,  it's  a  cat!"  said  Marmaduke,  looking  aHer  it.  ''What 
a  set  of  fools  you  must  be,"  added  he,  walking  over  to  the  bell  and 
ringing  it  violently. 

"  A — just  so,  just  so,  a — '*  corroborated  Colonel  King,  which 
was  the  first  intimation  he  had  given  of  a  lucid  interval.  '^  Hor- 
rible creature !  how  its  eyes  glare  upon  me ! " 

''  Well,  if  they  do,"  said  Marmaduke,  with  provokingsang  froid, 
''  I  suppose  a  cat  may  look  at  a  king." 

''  The  creature  is  mad,"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  retreating  so  far 
back  into  the  wall,  that  he  completely  hid  the  head  of  the  stag,  by 
placing  his  own  before  it,  immediately  between  the  antlers ;  so 
that  being  a  sort  of  buck  in  his  way,  they  had  all  the  appearance, 
pro  tempore,  of  belonging  to  him.  ''  Ring  again,  Marmaduke,  I'U 
have  the  Algerine  instantly  caught  and  killed." 

Here  a  momentary  pause  ensued,  when  Mr.  McPhin's  voice,  In 
accents  of  the  wildest  despair,  was  heard  exclaiming  in  the  inner 
hall)  ''  Oh !  oh !  oh !  was  ever  moa  so  persecuted — ^will  no  one  take 
this  inferenel  old  cat  from  my  throat,  before  I  die  of  it? " 

Marmaduke  with  his  lantern  rushed  to  the  rescue,  followed  by 
the  rest  of  the  party,  who,  to  their  credit  be  it  spoken,  forgot  their 
own  personal  fears  at  this  heart-rending  appeal.  On  reaching  the 
spot,  they  beheld  Mr.  McPhin  in  the  dark,  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs, 
more  dead  than  alive,  leaning  against  the  banister  for  support ; 
while  Mademoiselle  Perpignon's  arms  were  clasped  so  tightly 
round  his  neck,  that  from  the  fact  of  his  pulling  one  way,  as  fast  as 
she  pulled  another,  the  poor  man  was  nearly  strangled. 

''Save  me!  save  me!"  panted  he,  making  sundry  lunges  with 
the  fore-finger  of  his  right  hand  towards  Mademoiselle.  Marma- 
duke took  the  hint,  and  dragged  her  by  main  force  from  the  throat 
of  her  victim;  when  seeing  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon,  standing  suffi- 
ciently near  for  the  experiment,  she  fell  back  into  his  arms^  dart- 
ing a  fine  last-scene-of-the-fiflh-act  look  at  Mr.  McPbin,  as  she 
did  so,  and  exclaimiiig,  "  Vit-il  encore?" 

"  No  encores,  mum,  if  you  please,  or  I'm  a  dead  man! " 

"  Dead— mort!  et  pour  moi!  oh  he  is  too  much! "  shrieked 
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Mademoiselle,  lettiog  her  head  fall  gracefully  on  Mr.  Stuart  Ver* 
Don's  shoalder,  aid  closing  her  eyefr  once  more  on  the  bystlinders. 

''  Sir  Romialus,  Sir  Romulus,"  called  Lady  Bubble  from  the 
outer  hall, ''  you  have  no  idaya  what  I'm  suffering  -,  do  come  and 
help  me  down,  or  I  shall  expire.'' 

^'  Bless  me!  only  think  of  my  leaving  my  calamity  in  such  sus- 
pense," said  Sir  Romulus,  as  he  tripped  into  the  front  hall,  face- 
tiously adding,  ^^  I'm  coming  ^  ma  cAair amie,'  as  the  French  say." 

Scarcely  had  Lady  Bubble  been  got  safely  down  from  the- top  of 
the  porter's  chair,,  before  the  same  awful  feline  sounds  were  again 
heard  \  and  Cato,  for  it  was  no  less  a  personage,  seen  darting  once 
more  up  and  down,  to  and  fro  in  every  direction!  All  the  servants 
bad  by  this  time  assembled,  and  by  dint  of  throwing  cold  water  on 
the  unfortunate  hero,  and  then  flinging  a  napkin  over  his  head,  he 
was  at  length  secured^  when  Bridget  Bond  acknowledged,  that,  by 
way  of  a  sUght  punishment,  she  had  left  a  quantity  of  butter  in  the 
dairy,  (knowing  he  would  pay  his  nightly  visit  to  it),  well  kneaded 
with  cayenne  pepper. 

''-  For  shame !  Bridget^"  said  Theresa,  '^  do  you  call  driving  the 
poor  animal  mad,  a  slight  punishment?" 

'^  Lor !  Miss,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  had  no  idear  that 
it  would  do  any  such  thing." 

"  Why,  you  must  have  known,"  said  Marmaduke,  '<  that  such 
a  quantity  of  pepper  is  the  right  way  to  make  a  devil  of  anything.'^ 

^^- At  all  events,  the  Algerine  shall  be  hung  up,  neek  and  heels 
to-morrow,  for  giving  us  all  such  a  fright,"  said  Sir  Romulus. 

'^  Hush!  listen!  what's  that?"  cried  Lady  Bubble.  Every  ear 
was  now  on  the '  qui  vive,'  and  they  soon  heard  the  drawing-room 
door  violently  shaken,  as  though  some  one  was  trying  to  burst  it 
open  from  within.  They  all  with  one  accord  advanced  towards  it, 
when  they  distinctly  heard,  between  the  interstices  of  the  assault 
and  battery  on  the  door,  Mrs  Manners'  faint  lisp  pouring  out  the 
following  eloquent  appeal  to  the  besieging  Town — '^  Ah  can't  you 
let  me  out?  ilh  dithgrathful  to  you  to  shut  me  up  in  Ihith  way, 
when  I  tell  you  that  I  never  wath,  in  the  whole  coorth  (course),  of 
my  life,  locked  into  a  room  alone  with  a  man,  except  wanth,  (once), 
in  the  rebellion,  and  then  I  had  loaded  pistols  -,  and  though  I  have 
no  fire-armth  now,  I  assure  you  I  know  Pamela  by  heart,  and  if 
you  were  to  keep  me  here  a  wake,  (week),  I'd  never  lave  off  scram- 
ing ;  tho  you'd  better  let  me  out  at  wantht ! " 

^^  Ma'am ! "  said  Mr.  Town,  audibly  retreating  as  he  spoke, 
^^  my  revered  friend.  Sir  Romulus  knows  me  too  well,  to  believe 
me  capable  of  any  impropriety  of  conduct  towards  you ;  and  I  hope 
I  know  my  distance,  and  am  but  loo  well  inclined  to  keep  it,  to 
detain  you  here  against  your  will,  could  I  find  the  key  of  the  door, 
which,  in  my  fright,  I  unfortunately  dropped." 
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But  the  old  lady,  who,  from  the  tftteriDg  without,  did  not  hear 
one  word  of  all  this,  merely  replied,  ^^Oh!  indade,  nothing  you 
can  thay  will  julhtify  your  conduct.  You  mutht  be  a  motht  artful 
designing  viUain,  to  contrive  to  get  them  all  out  of  the  room!  ^' 

'*  Sir  Romulus,  Sir  Romulus,  for  heaten's  sake  break  open  the 
door  from  without?''  cried  Mr.  Town,  applying  his  mouth  to  the 
key-hole, ''  I  cannot  by  any  possibility  make  Mrs.  Manners  under- 
stand the  nature  of  the  case ;  for  waking  up  and  finding  herself 
alone  with  me,  and  the  door  locked,  she  has  gone  back  fifty  years, 
and  come  to  a  wrong  conclusion.'" 

One  of  the  housemaids  having  been  sent  for  some  other  room- 
door  keys,  they  were  alternately  tried,  till  one  was  found  to  fit^ 
when  the  prisoners  were  released. 

^^  I  Ihuppolhc/'  said  the  old  lady,  seizing  Sir  Romulus's  arm 
for  protection,  ^^  I  might  have  lived  in  Ireland  for  a  hundred  years 
longer,  and  no  man  would  have  thought  of  offering  ine  thuth  an 
affront," 

It  took  a  whole  fortnight  to  make  the  old  lady  comprehended  the 
cause  of  her  '  t^te-^-t^te '  with  Mr.  Town ;  therefore  this  chapter 
being  already  of  the  longest,  we  will  not  now  relate  the  process  by 
which  she  was  eventually  convinced  of  the  erroneousness  of  her 
suspicions; — suffice  it  is  to  say,  that  as  soon  as  Lord  Francis  Fitz- 
noodle  could  be  excavated  from  the  attics, — and  Sir  George  and 
Lady  Langton  had  emerged  from  the  dining-room,  where  they 
bad  taken  refuge,  and  remained  the  whole  time, — the  party,  after 
reciprocal  hand-shakings,  and  adieus,  separated,  to  dream  over  the 
wonders  of  this  eventfhl  night.  Sir  Romulus  winding  up  with  one 
of  his  usual  jeux  d'esprit,  by  saying,  or  rather  singing  to  the  old 
lady,  as  he  lighted  her  hand-csindle,  aud  offered  his  arm  to  escort 
her  up  stairs, — 

'*  Oh  Nelly  (not  Nanny)  wilt  thou  gang  with  me. 
Nor  sigh  to  leaye  this  flaunting  Town/' 

pointing  to  that  gentleman,  as  he  was  terminating  his  mackintosh 
in  a  red-worsted  comforter. 
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CHAPTER  .VI. 

*'  Honoar  and  honesty  must  not  be  renounced,  although  a 
tbonsand  mo<le»  of  right  amd  wroag  ver&to  occiipy  the  degrees 
of  morality  between  Zono  and  Epicurus/'— Jckius. 

*^  Goigon,  Icon,  et  Amazon ! "  * 

Propria  quce  Marihus. 

**  G'est  le  sort  des  amours, 
Do  se  plaindre  toujours." 

Le  Cms VA Lisa  DE  MSAILCtAISB. 


MR..  HOWARD  MAKES  A  RESOLUTION  WHICH  HE  FINDS  IT  DIFFICULT  TO  KBEP,  BUT 
KEEPS  IT  NKVERTHKLESS. — ^BIRTH-DAT  PRESENTS.— CHOPPING.— 'HUSBAND'S  TEA.  THE 
READER  IS  INTRODUCED  TO  MRS.  WHABBtE. — ^MR.  MC  PHIN  ADVOCATES  THE  JEWISH 
MODE  OF  D1T0R£S.^^5BAB9T  CLOTHES.^— A  MTSTBRY. 

It  is  strange,  yet  do  less  strange  than  true,  that  men  in  air  ages 
should  have  done  their  best — narhely,  their  worst — to  vilify  and 
depreciate  women  ^always  taking  care,  from  the  ancient  Egyptians 
downwards,  to  offer  the  degrading  would-be  compensation  of  false 
coaipliments  for  real  defamation.  "We  shou]d,'V says  Junius, 
^^  guard  against  the  folly  of  accepting  trifling  or  moderate  compen- 
sation for  extraordinary  and  essential  injuries.  Had  women  always 
done  so,  or  could  they  be  got  to  do  so,  the  flattery  (hey  received 
might  certainly  be  less — but  their  fates  would  as  certainly  be  better. 
It  is  with  individuals  as  with  nations;  solitary  and  unorganized 
eflforls  can  only  come  under  the  head  of,  and  meet  with  the  punish- 
ment of  treason  -,  it  is  the  united  and  unanimous  struggle  of  the 
mass  that  can  alone  work  a  salutary  revolution,  and  retain  a  victory. 
From  time  immemorial,  whether  in  the  mythological  and  imagi- 
nary world,  or  in  the  moral  and  material  one,  men  have  first 
made  the  characters  they  have  afterwards  condemned.  No  modern 
genius  could  treat  women  in  a  more  unjust  and  unmanly  style  than 
Virgil  did  \  therefore,  though  Dryden  is  right  in  saying  that  Venus 
is  too  impudently  presuming,  in  expecting  that  her  husband,  Mr. 
Vulcan,  should  make  armour  for  Master  Cupid,  the  son  of  her  lover 
Mr.  Mars ;  yet  was  it  not  the  education  and  attributes  she  had 
received  at  the  hands  of  men,  that  was  the  cause  of  it  all?  The 
women  of  Plutus  are  almost  invariably  bad ;  and  those  in  Terence 
a  perfect  match  for  them  •,  nay,  the  only  one  among  them  who 
stumbles  upon  a  good  action  by  accident— that  of  saving  her  child 
from  being  murdered,  as  her  husband  and  its  father  had  ordered — 
humbly  asks  pardon  of  that  husband  for  her  disobedience^  in  the 
following  submissive  confession, — 

Mi  Chreme,  peccavi,  faleor,  vincor  \ 

■  **  I  was  wrong!  my  Gbremes,  I  own  it— I  am  convinced  of  it!" 
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Now  yfhdX  a  high  and  pure  tnoralily^is  here  iocalcated ;  nothing 
less  than  that  every  crine  should  be  oooimitted  to  gratify  a  hus- 
band^ pleasure,  and  every  virtue  avoided  that  maf  cause  his  dis- 
pleasure !-^fie  on  it !  fie  on  U ! 

As  for  Horaoe— «that  very  clever  and  agreeable  ancient  Roman 
'^  man  about  town," — in  all  his  ladies,  he  has  fully  proved  Pope's 
asserlio0,  that ''  most  women  have  no  character  at  all ; "  to  be  sure 
he  has  been  pleased  to  pay  Livia,  the  wife  of  Augustus,  the  following 
compliment — 

Unteo,  gau^ns  mtUier,  marHo. 

But  had  he  had  the  patience  to  have  lived  till  now,  I  could  have 
found  him  hundreds  of  women  who  distance  Livia  hollow ;  from  the 
well-authenticated  fact,  that  they  would  be  more  content  to  have 
no  husband  at  all!  and  Horace  evidently  only  condoles  with  Neo- 
bule  on  her  uncle's  cruelly,  in  forbidding  her  a  lover,  and  inler- 
dieting  her  the  use  of  wine — in  which  the  ladies  of  her  lime  were 
wont  to  indulge  so  freely — ^because  it  put  a  wom^n  the  less  in  his 
power  to  abuse.  As  for  Juvenal,  Miss  Squeers's  plan  of  pitying  and 
despising,  is  the  best  that  can  be  adopted  towards  him.  And  the 
prose  libellers  of  the  Augustan  era,  may  share  it  with  him  if  they 
please^ — even  my  favourite  Seneca,  the  virtues  of  whose  wife 
ought  to  have  pleaded  for  her  sex,  has  behaved  shamefully  to  us. 
And  St.  Clement,  if  he  is  not  greally  belied  (in  two  letters  published 
at  Leyden,  in  1754,  in  Latin,  with  a  Syriac  translation,  and  said 
to  be  written  by  him),  indulges  in  a  strain  of  selfish,  exclusive, 
and  slave-driving  impertinence  towards  women,  that  could  not  be 
equalled  by  an  English  political  club-going  husband  of  the  nine- 
teenth century. 

Among  modern  antiques,  Shakspeare  has  behaved  rat/ier  more 
justly  to  US;  but  then  he  had  too  much  of  the  God  in  him  to  do 
otherwise.  The  lugubrious  impertinences  of  old  Antony  &  Wood 
are  too  contemptible  to  nolice  \  and  as  for  the  beneficial  effects 
produced  on  Selden  by  his  learning,  no  one  will  attempt  to  dispute 
it  who  reads  this  memorable  assertion  of  his :  ^'  It  is  reason,  a  man 
that  will  have  a  wife  should  be  at  the  charge  of  her  trinkets,  and 
pay  all  the  scores  she  sets  on  him.  He  that  will  keep  a  monkey, 
it  is  fit  he  should  pay  for  the  glasses  he  breaks."  Now  the  fore- 
going part  of  this  aphorism  is  sensible  enough  ^  but  some  persons, 
when  they  attempt  fine  perorations,  never  know  where  to  stop, 
and  the  learned  Selden  appears  to  have  been  one  of  them.  To  a 
man  in  love,  the  woman  he  is  in  love  with  is  "  the  sex; "  conse- 
quently, it  may  be  inferred  that  Cecil  Howard  was  Eue-angelical 
in  his  creed  of  them  at  this  period  of  his  life.  Yet  he  was  but  a 
man,  and  whenever  those  superior  beings  contemplalte  the  slightest 
meanness,  they  are  so  shocked  at  it  and  themselves,  that  thby  settle 
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(he  quesfion  insianter  by  rectaristeoingr  it  magnaiittnay !  Where  he 
at  once  ta  declare  his  love,  what  opporluaity  eould  he  have  of 
testing  the  depth  and  sincerity  of  Theresa's?  Nay  more,  did  she 
accept  him,  he  could  not  marry  upon  nothing;  no,  that  would  be 
selfish,  and  was  not  his  intention.  He  must  first  secure  the  means 
of  supporting  her;  yes,  but  in  order  to  do  so,  he  must,  for  a  time, 
leave  her,  and  that  was  disagreeable.  Besides,  he  was  not  yet  quite 
sure  that  she  did  love  him ;  true,  he  had  thought  it — dreamt  it — 
hoped  it;  but,  oh,  how  delightful,  if  her  incertitude  about  his 
feelings  towards  her  should  be  the  means  of  surprising  her  into 
revealing  her  feelings  for  him  I 

^^Hang  these  razors!  what  the  deuce  makes  Girouetle  sharpen 
them  so  confoundedly?"  was  the  exclamation  that  broke  in  upon 
the  above  reverie,  as  some  drops  of  blood  fell  on  the  toilet ;  for, 
shall  we  confess  it.,  Mr.  Howard  had  indulged  in  it  while  shaving. 
As  heroines,  however  redundant  their  ringlets  maybe,  never  re^ 
quire  to  go  through  the  vulgar  process  of  having  their  hair  curled,  ' 
doubtless  heroes,  by  a  pailiy  of  reasoning,  however  smooth-faced 
they  may  be,  should  never  be  under  the  disagreeable  necessity  of 
shaving  V  but  so  it  waft  in  the  present  instance,  and  I  can't  help  it. 
If  jthe  blood  fell  on  the  (able,  it  also  mounted  into  GeciFs  cheek,  at 
the  declaratien  he  had  planned  for  There^  to  make  to  him.  So 
putting  down,  the  razor,  and  abstractedly  passing  a  comb  through 
bis  very  beautiful  hair,  he  again  exclaimed  aloud,  in  answer  to  his 
own,  thoughts : 

^^No,  hang  it!  that  would  be  base  and  unworthy,  which  I  will « 
never  be  to  her !  No,  no ;  I  have  no  right  to  aspire  to  her.  That 
iegion-curse,  poverty,  extends  even  to  the  heart,  and  denies  the 
luxury  of  love!  Stuart  Yernon  evidently  admires  her ;  he  is  rich^- 
handsome,  too.  I  wonder  if  she  likes  light  hs^r?''  Here  the  hair  he 
had  been  unconsciously  combing  over  his  eyes  was  as  consciously 
strained  back,  so  as  to  display  his  own  magnificent  forehead,  as  he 
added,  "  and  a  low  forehead?  If  he  doe^  love  her-^j/^oh,  who 
can  help  it?  He  will  not,  that  is,  he  cannot  remain  a  month  without 
proposing  for  her ;  and  should  she  accept  him  ?  Well,  if  she  does, 
why  she  will  be  rich  and  happy,  and  I  shall  have  done  my  duty, 
instead  of  entrapping  her  into  uniting  her  fate  to  a  beggar's ! ''  here 
^  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards '  again  mounted,  ''  At  all  events, 
riltryil." 

^^What  will  Monsieur  please  to  try— de  coat  dat  come  down 
from  Slaub  yesterday?"  asked  Girouette,  as^e  entered  with  a  pair 
of  boots. 

''  Yes— no-^lhat  is— what's  o'clock? '' 

^^  He  is  half  ten  of  de  past,  monsieur/' 

''No  one  down,  I  suppose ?" 

^'  Personne,  monsieur,  que  la  belle  Demoiselle  Manners." 

6 
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"Oh,  ttieto  I  DMd  not  burry,"  said  Mr.  Howard,  with  a  ^non- 
chalant' look  intended  to  Dayslify  Girottette  and  all  (he  world,  had 
they  been  there  to  witness  it.  But  Girooette  was  a  Frenchman,  and 
howeyer  deficient  his  talents  might  bo  for  seeing  into  a  miH-stone, 
he  could  see  as  far  into  an  ^  afifoire  du  coror '  as  any  one ;  and  while 
he  came  to  his  own  conclusions  and  mixed  some  arquebusade  and 
water  for  his  master's  teelh  at  one  and  the  same  time,  Mr.  Howard, 
as  he  progressed  in  his  toilet,  qualified  his  magnanimous  resolves 
by  the  consoling  reflection,  that 

**  There's  s  divinity  that  shapes  oar  ends, 
Rough  hew  them  how  we  will." 

Upon  descending  to  breakfast,  he  descried  Theresa,  through  the 
half-open  door,  in  the  breakfast  room,  and  therefore  stoically  deter* 
mined  upon  not  entering  it  till  some  of  the  rest  of  the  party  had 
come  down  -,  but  as  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  gathering  Miss  Man- 
ners a  bouquet  every  morning,  he  did  not  see  why  he  should  desist 
from  so  laudable  a  practice ;  and  therefore  repaired  to  the  garden  to 
gather  the  happy  flowers  that  were  to  grace  the  most  beautiful  bo- 
som in  the  world.  If  lovers  had  but  the  power  of  transfonning 
themselves  into  things,  what  strange  metamorphoses  there  would 
be  in  this  world !  and  what  a  beautiful  sprig  of  '  Love  lies  bleeding' 
Mr.  Howard  would  have  become,  as  he  entered  the  breakfesi  room, 
and  presented  the  bouquet  to  Miss  Manners,  w)K>m  '^he  hoped 
was  not  the  worse  for  the  panic  Gato  had  caused  the  nigbtbefore?'' 
^  ''Not  in  the  least,"  sud  she^  ''but  all  the  better,  as  he  and  I 
drove  to  Shrewsbury  this  morning,  where,  poor  f&How,  I  have 
placed  him  beyond  the  reach  of  pepper  and  persdcation.'* 

To  GeciFs  surprise,  Marmaduke  was  already  down,  and  appa- 
rently in  a  very  bad  humour,  pshawing  and  fudging,  over  a  news- 
paper, or  rather  over  the  inordinate  puffs  of  a  new  play^  the  extracts 
from  which  by  no  means  justified  the  praise. 

"  It  is  perfectly  disgusting ! ''  said  he,  flinging  down  the  paper, 
''the  purchased  and  concentrated  puffing  Ifaat  goes  on  now-a- 
days!" 

^'Yes,  certainly^  never  was  there  an  age  when  •cfiquelsm  and 
critical  prostitution  were  at  such  a  pitch,'"  re[died  Cecil. 

"And  yet  I  donH  know,''  said  Marmadnke ;  '^ human  nature  has 
been  always  the  same,  and  no  pinnacle  in  the  temple  of  fame  seems 
high  enough  to  exclude  the  meanest  vanity.  Cardinal  Rvchelieu, 
when  at  the  zenith  of  his  glory  and  power,  wrote  a  tragedy  entitled 
'  Europe,'  and  brought  it  on  the  French  stage ;  but  as  the  piece  was 
neither  more  nor  less  thaii-a  political  dialogue  between  the  Euro* 
pcan  nations,  in  which  the  comparatiTO  state  of  their  revenues, 
forces,  commerce,  etc.,  etc.,  was  brought  forward,  it  was  barely 
heard,  from  respect  to  the  wtiter;  but  when  it  was  given  out  for 
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another  representalkm^  a  murmur  of  disapprobation  arose,  and  tlie 
^  Cid '  of  Gomeille  was  loudly  demanded  by  the  audience ;  which  so 
hurt  the  vanity  of  this  great  statesman  and  little  man,  that  he  ac- 
tually coBtri^ed  to  get  a  long  and  regular  critique  written  by  the 
academicians  of  Paris,  throwing  ridicule  on  the  ill-fated  ^Cid/ 
which  had  been  set  up  as  a  riyai  to  the  progress  of  his  tragedy. 
Again,  too,  when  a  friend  wrote  to  liie  elder  Scaliger  to  tell  him 
that  he  should  mention  him  in  a  work  he  was  about  to  publish,  and, 
therefore,  wished  to  know  what  he  should  say  of  him,  his  well- 
known  reply  was,  ^Endeavour  to  collect  your  best  ideas  of  what 
Massinissa,  wliat  Xenophon,  and  what  Plato  were,  and  your  por- 
trait will  bear  some^  although  an  imperfect  resemblance  of  me ! ' 
No,  no !  as  usual,  the  moderns  have  hit  upon  nothing  new.'* 

^^  Except,  sir,  strangling  a  mon  to  prevent  his  being  scratched 
by  a  cat/'  said  Mr.  McPhin,  as  he  entered  the  room  and  seated 
himself  at  the  table ;  for  he  was  to  go  with  Sir  Romulus  immedi- 
ately after  breakfast,  to  attend  Mr.  Town's  sub-marine  rail-road 
committee.  Such  was  the  lacrymose  look  and  tone  of  Mr.  McPhin, 
as  he  uttered  this  assertion,  that  it  set  every  one  laughing. 

"  Really,"  said  Marmaduke,  "  after  such  an  unequivocal  display 
of  affection  as  she  made  last  night,  I  think  you  are  bound  in  honour 
to  convert  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  into  Mrs.  McPhin.'' 

** Never,  sir!  never!"  exclaimed  Mr.  McPhin,  energetically, 
thumping  the  handle  of  his  knife  on  the  table,  ''  unless  augh  could 
get  the  Jewish  diyorce  bill  carried  into  execution  the  next  minute.'* 

^^  And  pray,  how  may  the  sons  of  Levi  manage  those  matters  ? '' 
laughed  Cecil. 

^^Augh,  copitally,  sir!  copitally ! — so  much  to  the  purpose,  and 
no  delay.  They  merely  appear  before  aRaU)i,  and,  stating  their 
grievances,  demand  a  writ  of  divorce,  which  he  instantly  hands  to 
them;  whereupon,  they  mutually  advance  with  great  alocrety,  as 
it  is  for  the  last  time,  and  spitting  in  each  other's  faces,  exclaim 
with  heartfelt  sencerity,  ^Accursed  be  he  who  shall  ever  attempt 
again  to  bring  us  together!'  Augh,  sir,  it's  a  monslerous  good  law 
— inonsterous  good." 

As  soon  as  the  laugh  had  subsided  which  Mr.  McPhin's  energetic 
manner  had  given  rise  to,  Marmaduke  said, 

"  Well,  but  I  don't  understand  how  that  tallies  with  the  disco- 
yery  of  the  Cabalists,  who  have  found  out  that  in  the  two  Hebrew 
words  signifying  '  man'  and  '  woman,'  are  contained  two  letters 
which  together  form  one  of  the  names  of  *  God  ^'  but  if  these  letters 
be  taken  away,  there  remain  letters  which  signify  *flre.'  Heqce, 
argue  they,  we  may  find  that  when  man  and  wife  agree  together, 
and  live  in  union,  God  is  with  them ;  but  when  they  separate  them- 
selves fr6m  God,  fire  attends  their  path." 

"  All  that  that  proves,  sir,"  cried  the  unconvincible  McPhin, 
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vehernenlly  brcakiDg  the  top  oftus  third  egg,  '^is  tbolSt.  Paul 
was  wrong,  and  thot  it's  better  to  born  thon  marry/' 

The  rest  of  the  party  now  arriTed,  all  except  the  old  lady,  who 
declared  ^'  she  was  ashamed  to  face  the  servants,  after  Mr.  Town's 
conduct  on  the  preceding  night,  especially  in  times  like  the  pre* 
sent,  when,  from  everything  getting  into  the  Sunday  papers,  no 
woman's  character  was  safe !"  This  fact  Sir  Romulus  announced 
with  a  laugh  that  was  echoed  by  every  one  present.  Sectog  him 
equipped  for  riding  in  a  spencer  and  a  pair  of  hessians.  Lady  Bubble 
inquired  if  he  was  going  to  ride  with  the  girls?  who  were  to  ride 
with  Cofonel  King  and  Captain  Russell  at  half-*past  one. 

^'  Urn — um — urn,  my  dear,  I  can't;  I  have  to  attend  that^Alge- 
rine  of  a  committee  at  two.  We'll  all  be  millionaries  by  and  by^ 
and  as  soon  asTown'^  sub-marine  rail-road  is  finished,  the  struggle 
will  be  for  people — not  to  keep  their  heads  above  water— but  to 
gel  them  under  water." 
A  groan  from  Mr.  McPhin. 

^^  McPhin,"  continued  Sir  Romulus,  ^'  if  you've  a  pencil  about 
you,  put  that  down ;  it  will  make  a  capital  hit  for  my  speech  at  the 
Mayor's  dinner,  where  I  intend  to  bring  in  Town's  plan."  And 
here  Sir  Romulus  repeated  slowly  and  sonorously,  that  a  syllable 
might  not  be  lost,  waving  his  hand  oratorically  as  he  spoke,  and 
finally  clenching  it,  in  order  to  conclude  with  a  thump  on  the 
table:  —  ^^{ifr.  Mayor  and  gentlemeo  of  the  Corporation,—* the 
struggle  will  then — ^be — not — for — people  to— keep-*- their — heads 
aboife  ! — water— but — to  get — them — under — water !  Have  you 
written  it?" 
'*  Yes,  sir." 

"  Very  well ;  then  just  put '  Cheers'  after  it — it  gives  one  spirits 
to  go  on — and  by  means  of  a  little  wit  and  humour,  I  can  make 
these  Algerines  do  whatever  I  please !" 

^'  Well  then,  as  Sir  Romulus  can't  ride  with  the  girls,  will  you 
drive  with  me.  Prudence?  for  I  don't  like  to  let  them  ride  with 
young  men  quite  alone." 

^^  Oh,  dear !  it  surprises  me  beyond  every  thing,  that  you  should 
ask  me  to  do  such  a  thing,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  twitohing  her 
fingers  with  a  forty-fidget  power,  "  when  you  know  what  to-mor- 
row is." 
' '  No,  I  don't ;  I've  no  idaya  what  yon  mean,"  replied  Lady  BuU)lc. 
'^  Oh,  dear !  it's  perfectly  ridicuius.  I  think  some  people  would 
forget  their  mouth,  if  it  was  not  for  their  dinner!" 

"What  will  to-mori-ow  be,  then?"  asked  Cecil,  '*  for  I  don't 
know  either." 

"Oh,  dear!  you  are  perfectly  excusable  in  not  knowing,  for 
you've  never  been  told :  I'm  confident,  if  you  had,  it's  not  a  thing 
you'd  forget.   But  Lady  Bubble  does  surprise  me,  beyond  every 
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thing!  Wtiy,  VW  tell  you— to-morrow  is  the  29(h  of  September, 
and  my  birth-dayv  and  it's  now  three-and-lwenty  years— no,  two- 
and-twenly^et  me  see — no,  it  is  three-and-twen(y  years  since  Fve 
always  made  it  a  rale  to  ffiye  myself  a  present  on  my  birth-day 
Oh,  dear !  I  shooid  now  think  it  so  unlucky  if  1  didn't.  I  assure 
you,  I  mean  what  I  say,  and  Lady  Bubble  knows  I  always  buy  it 
the  day  before  *,  therefore  I  am  so  surprised  that  she  should  think 
of  asking  me  to  drive  with  her  in  the  pony  phaeton,  when  she  knows 
I'm  going  into  Shrewsbury/' 

Geci]  was  almost  suffocated  with  suppressed  laughter  at  the  idea 
of  Miss  Prudence's  affectionate  remembrance  of  herself,  and  anti^ 
cipating  precautions  about  her  own  birth-day,  which  reminded 
him  of  a  certain  Queen  Aterhatis,  who  forbid  her  subjects  ever 
to  touch  fish,  lest,  as  she  observed,  with  an  uncommon  degree  of 
calculating  forecast,  <^  there  should  not  be  enough  left  to  regale 
their  sovereign!'' 

*'  I  quite  forgot  that  it  was  Prudence's  birthday  ^  so,  perhaps, 
you'll  drive  with  nde,  Lucretia  ?"  said  Lady  Bubble. 

^^  I  shall  be  most  happy,"  replied  the  amiable  Lucretia,  *^  for  on 
a  fine  autumnal  day,  like  this,  with  roe — 

*  Excursiye  Fancy's  even  on  the  wlnj^,' " 

^^  Augh'll  trouble  you  for  the  other  wihg  of  that  chicken  then, 
mum,  if  you  j^lease,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  holding  out  his  plate, 
which  was  already  like  a  miniature  panorama  of  the  Isles  of  Bones 
in  China.  Just  as  it  was  finally  arranged  that  Lady  Bubble,  and 
Miss  Lucretia,  should  chaperon  the  young  ladies  at  an  obliging 
distance  in  the  pony  chaise,  and  that  Theresa,  Cecil,  and  Marma- 
duke  should  accompany  Miss  Prudence  in  her  shopping  expedition 
to  Shrewsbury,  to  assist  her  in  chusing  a  birth-day  gift  that  should 
be  worthy  of  herself,  the  letters  and  papers  arrived. 

^^Oh!  Fm  so  glad,"  cried  Lady  BulAie,  announcing  that  she 
had  had  a  letter  from  her  brother,  Colonel  Manners,  in  India, 
whom  she  had  n6t  seen  since  he  was  twelve  years  old,  and  who  was 
a  rich  bachelor,  and  brother  to  Theresa's  father,  Percy  Manners, 
whose  picture,  dressed  as  Hamlet,  hung  on  the  stairs. 

^^  Here's  a  letter  from  Lionel ;  he  says  he  should  so  like  to  have 
one  of  hi»  nieces  sent  out  to  him  -,  he  does  not  say  which,  as  he 
writes  in  a  great  hurry,  but  promises  to  write  again  by  the  next 
ship;  and  that  there  are  some  Delhi  scarfs  and  Bangolas  lying  for 
me  at  the  India  House.  Will  you  write  about  them,  dear?"  f 

'vUm — um~Dm~my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  taking  a  triple 
pinch  of  snuff,  and  looking  up  from  the  letter  he  was  reading,  '*I 
can't  be  thinking  of  womankind,  and  rattle-taps,  when  the  fate  of 
the  nation  is-,  at  stake.  Here's  a  letter  from  Lord  John ;  he  says  there 
inust  be  a  dissolution  in  the  spring,  and  that  it  will;  therefore,  be 


86  THE  BUDGET  OF 

belter  (o  begin  caoYassing,  as  it  were,  immediately,  as  it  urill  semn 
more  disinterested,  and  be  infinitely  more  secure;  he  bUso  says,  fBM 
thai  Algerine  Whabble  has  been  wavering  for  some  time,  and  thai  I 
must  try  and  clench  him  by  all  means,  as  he  can  command  foaf«* 
and-twenty  votes.  I  wish,  my  dear,  you  would  call  upon  his  cala-* 
mity,  and  don't  forget  to  say  to  her,  that  a  brevet  will  be  x>ut  imme- 
diately, and  that  Lord  John  mentions  it  almost  as  a  certainty  that 
that  distinguished  oflUcer,  Mayor  Whabble,  will  be  included  in  it* 
Don't  forget  the  word  distinguished,  because  one  must  do  things 
a  little  out  of  the  common  at  election  times  \  and  let  Netttetop  know 
that  Lord  John  comes  down  on  Saturday.' - 

Cecil  did  not  know  why,  but  he  felt  annoyed  and  unoomCof table 
at  the  idea  of  Lord  John's  arrival  *,  for,  independent  of  the  way  in 
which  he  knew  he  would  drive  him  about  to  electioneer,  a  letter  hd 
had  just  received  from  his  sister  threw  out  a  hint  about  Lord  John's 
intending  to  make  him  his  private  secretary.  This,  were  he  ten 
times  worse  off,  Cecil  was  determined  to  dedine,  as  from  his  own 
political  views  he  could  not  with  honour  acc^t  such  a  post,  be- 
cause he  could  not  conscienti^ously  fill  it.  Gertrude  ended  her  letter 
by  saying  that  she  had  been  up  late  at  a  ball  at  Lady  Mornington's 
at  Richmond,  and  that  she  had  danced  chiefly  with  Lord  Morning- 
ton,  on  the  strength  of  which  Lady  John  had  driven  her  into  town 
that  morning,  and  given  her  a  new  ball  dress  at  Bevey's  trittinied 
with  blush  roses.  Under  the  seal  was  written :  ^'  You  never  told  me 
that  Lord  Mornington  was  at  Eton  with  you;  whaTsort  of  person 
is  he !"  Cecil  was  disappointed  that  he  had  Qot  got  a  letter  from 
another  friend  and  schoolfellow  of  his,  Frank  Greville ;  he  might 
have  written  to  him  at  the  present  crisis,  if  it  were  only  to  tell  him 
what  was  going  on ;  but,  then  he  was  a  great  deal  with  old  Dtaggle- 
far,  and  no  doubt  he  had  turned  with  that  respectable  tilneHierver 
against  him.  Alas!  Cecil  had  yet  to  learn,  and  a  most  disagreeable 
study  it  is,  that  half  we  ascribe  to  enmity  in  this  woiid  should  be 
attributed  to  inditference— people  are  not  thinkieg  or  troubling 
their  heads  about  us  ^ — knowledge  of  the  world  does  not  so  much 
prove  to  us  that  we  have  many  enemies  as  cotfvlnce  us  that  we  have 
few  friends.  Hundreds  of  persons  we  are  contimialiy  told  ^ speak 
most  kindly'  of  us,  who,  oeverttieless,  would  not  walk  across  a 
room  to  serve  or  to  right  us ;  indeed,  the  great  difference  between 
friends  and  foes,  appears  to  be  this.;  friendship  in  nine  cases  oat  of 
ten  seems  to  act  upon  Ibe  worthy  individual  who  professes  it,  as 
a  sort  of  moral  paralysis  which  prevent  their  stirring  oneinchio 
evince  it^  while,  on  the  contrary,  enmity  contrives  to  strip  both 
Mercury  and  Time  of  their  wings  to  carry  its  feeiingB  ioto  action. 

Sir  Romulus  and  Mr.  McPhin  haviBg  taken  their  departure  for 
Mr.  Town's  committee,  Lady  fiubble.having  gone  up  flairs  to  get 
ready  for  her  drive,  and  the  carriage  havieg  come  round  to  codvey 
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Miss  PrudeDce,  Theresa,  aad  Cecil,  to  Shrewsbury,  while  Kicksy* 
wicksy  was  in  attendanoe  for  Marmaduke,  4hey  also  adjourned  to 
put  on  their  things,  and  shortly  after  set  out,  accompanied  by 
Cosmo,  who  had  begged  to  be  of  the  party. 

"  Oh,  dear!  what  should  you  advise  me  to  get?"  asked  Miss  Pru- 
dence, as  soon  as  she  was  seated  in  the  carriage. 

''That  depends  upon  what  you  yourself  like,''  smiled  Theresa. 

'^Oh !  but  I  should  like  your  opinion ;  I  assure  you  I  mean  what 
I  say,  but  I  don't  mean  to  go  beyond  twenty  pounds*  Now,  Tte 
been  thinking  of  a  tea**pot.'' 

^'  Why,  the  house  positively  swarms  with  tea-pots,''  said  Theresa. 

^^Yes,  but  I  think  the  tea  would  taste  better  if  I  had  one  of  my 
own,  you  know.  Oh !  'tis  so  different  from  other  people's  things  ^ 
and  Sampson  has  such  a  pretty  one ;  I'm  sure  I  should  enjoy  my  tea 
out  of  it  beyond  every  thing!  What  do  you  think,  Mr.  Howard?" 

But  Mr.  Howard,  who  was  sitting  opposite  Miss  Manners,  with 
his  arm  listlessly  slung  through  one  Of  the  holders,  and  his  eye^ 
riveted  on  that  young  lady's  face,  had  to  be  appealed  to  twice  before 
Ms  understanding  was  sufficiently  awakened  to  give  his  vote  in 
favour  of  the  tea-pot. 

^'A.nd  whatdo  you  think  I'd  better  get,  Cosmo,  my  dear?"  said 
Miss  Prudence,  bending  forward,  and  spreading  her  hands  out  over 
ber  knees,  while  the  unilled  fingers  ends  of  her  dark  tea-coloured 
leather  gloves  wriggled  about  like  the  tails  of  lively  leeches. 

''Why,  I  think,  aunt,"  drawled  Cosmo,  as  if  just  awaking  from 
a  profound  sleep,  opening  his  eyes  very  wide,  and  dropping  his 
jaw^  ''I  think,  aunt,  that  you'd  better  get  the  most  you  can  for 
youf  mooey." 

^'  Oh  deiMT !  'tis  such  a  comfort  to  find  him  so  sensible  at  his  age — 
don't  you  Ih^k  it  is^  Mr.  Howard?" 

«( Very  tormenting,  indeed,"  said  Cecil. 

^^  I  did'ni  say  tormenting,  I  said  it  was  a  comfort;  but  you're  Hke 
me,  a  litUe  bard  of  hearing  in  a  carriage—oh  dear  I  I  can  feel  for 
you  there." 

OeoiFs  martyrized,  face  looked  as  if  it  said  ''  Fd  rather  you'd  feel 
for  me  here^  and  let  ma  alone." 

Miss  Prudence  now  began  to  fumble  in  her  pocket,  and  at  lengAi 
withdrew  from  it  a  Russian-leather  purse  with  a  steel  dasp,  aod 
diving  to  the  bottom  of  it  with  her  finger  and  thumb,  addressed  ber 
nephew  with/^  Cosmo,  my  love,  what's  the  Latin  for  sixpence?"* 

Cosmo  opened  bis  moulh,  but  he  didn't  speak.      . 

«« What  did  the  ancient  Romans  call  it,  my  dear?"  reiterated  RHss 
Prudence,  propounding  the  query  in  a  more  intelligible  l6rfQ. 

"Oh — "  s^id Cosmo,  ''they  had  nQ  sixpences." 

^'Nor  mince  pies,  I  dare  say » ^  nor  .nothing  ^  and  yet  to  hear 
Marmaduke  talk  about  the  ancients,  Qh !  it  provokes  me  beyond 
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everyihiog.  WeU,  never  mind,  my  dear,  ev^n  if  yoti  can't  translate 
it,  you  shall  have  the  sixpence  all  the  same.''  But  Cosmo  took  the 
sixpence,  and  did  translate  it  into-«-hi8  pocket. 

«^0h  dear!  now,  I  wish  you  would  decide,  Theresa,"  said  Miss 
Prudence,  as  the  carriage  drove  into  Shrewsbury. 

^'  I  thought  you  had  decided  on  the  teapot,''  replied  Theresa, 
with  a  smile. 

^^  Yes,  but  I  don't  like  to  have  all  the  responsibility  on  my  head 
•»-H>h  dear!  nor  all  the  mud  in  my  face!" cried  Prudence,  applying 
her  pocket-handkerchief  to  remove  a  large  splash  of  mud  that 
Kicksy  wicksy  had  deposited  on  her  nose,  as  she  galloped  past  the 
carriage,  which  drove  to  the  Talbot  to  put  up,  as  Miss  Prudence 
preferred  walking,  that  she  might  not,  as  she  said,  be  harried  in 
her  shopping.  Cecil  could  not  he^  thinking  of  the  ostler  and  boots, 
that  had  been  hurled  downward  in  Mrs.  Jinks's  ^^  decline  and  fall," 
and  inquired  of  the  waiter  how  they  were?— the  ostler  was  quite 
well,  but  boots  was  still  lame. 

'^Are  you  going  to  the  library,  or  are  you  coming  with  us?*'  said 
GecU  to  Marmaduke,  when  he  had  finished  giving  his  microscopic 
orders  about  Kicksy wicksy's  comforts — gastronomic  and  personal. 

'^I  mean,  to-day,  to  devote  myself  to  the  ^mundus  muliebris,' 
and  go  with  you,"  replied  Marmaduke,  as  he  offered  his  arm  to 
Prudence,  to  Cecil's  great  relief.  The  finest  day  that  ever  issued 
from  the  heavens.  Miss  Prudence  never  ventured  ten  yards  without 
an  umbrella*,  with  the  assistance  of  which,  and  her  brother's  arm, 
she  now  trudged  on  to  Mr.  Sampson  the  jeweller's,  while  Cosmo 
brought  up  (be  rear,  carrying  a  paper  parcel,  containing  a  cap  of 
bis  aunt's,  that  she  was  going  to  leave  at  a  milliner's  to  be  altered; 
for  though  she  wore  an  Urling's  lace  skull-cap  of  a  morning,  she 
always,  as  the  Roman  poet  describes  it,  ^' built  a  head"  of  an  even- 
ing, and  wore  a  cap  with  a  rampant  border,  which  looked  like  half 
a  sun-flower  endeavouring  to  imitate  the  tower  of  Babel.  In  one 
shop  the  good  lady  had  a  paper  of  pins  to  buy,  in  another  a<yard  of 
riblM)n,  in  a  third  a  sheet  of  sticking  plaister,  and  in  a  fourth  a 
black-lead  pencil,  with  which  her  nieces  might  have  supplied  her; 
but  ^^  oh  dear!  she  so  much  preferred  having  things  of  her  own." 
All  these  Important  purchases,  as  the  intelligent  reader  may  easily 
suppose,  took  up  a  considerable  time,  but  at  length  the  Philistines 
appeared  before  Sampson,  and  every  teapot  in  his  shop  was  exa-» 
mined  and  re*^xamined,.  ere  Miss  Prudence  made  up  her  mind  to 
select  the  ugliest— <i  plain  unombossed  one,  strongly  resembiUag  an 
octagon  box!  Having  desired  Mr.  Sampson  to  engrave  her  initiala 
Ul  cypher  on  it,  and  also  the  following  inscription  : — 
^'  The  Gift  op  Prudence  SopmA  Bubble  , 
To  Herself,  on  her  Birth-day, 
September  29lh,  18—.*' 
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sbe  turned  to  Marmaduke,  and  said,  ^'^now  I  Ibink  yoa  ought  lo 
give  me  a  motto  for  it." 

"Why,  ypa  liate  Latin,  or  I  would.'' 

^'  Oh  dear!  I  don'l  mmd  it  on  a  teapot;  it's  very  well  in  its  place 
you  know,  only  I  dislike  it  beyond  every  thing  to  be  talked  about 
at  meals ! " 

*'Well,  then,  Mr.  Sampson  may  engrave  this  upon  it,"  said 
Marmaduke,  writing  on  the  back  of  a  letter  the  following  line  from 
Terence — 

Tadet  harum  quoUdianarum  formarum. 

Seeing  Cecil  laugh,  as  he  read  it  over  Marmaduke's  shoulder, 
Miss  Prudence  inquired  what  the  meaning  of  it  was  ? 

"I  fear,"  said  he,  'Ml  would  lose  all  its  beauty  if  translated." 

"Oh  dear!  but  how  am  T  lo  know  what  it's  about." 

"Very  true,'*  replied  Marmaduke;  "it  means  I'm  sick  of  this 
dull  dose  or  daily  trash." 

"  Oh  dear !  that  will  never  do,  'cause  'tis  so  very  false,  for  I  enjoy 
my  tea  beyond  every-lhing ! " 

"Well,  then,  if  you  don't  like  .that,"  said  Marmaduke,  "pat 
*  Cupping  done  here,'  on  it." 

^'  Oh  how  can  you  be  so  silly,  'lis  such  a  bad  example  lo  Cosmo, 
to  be  sure.  No,  don't  put  anything,  Mr.  Sampson,  if  yoa  ptease— 
only  Ihe  inscription  I  told  you." 

"Yery  well,  ma'am,"  bowed  Mr,  Sampson,  as  the  party  left  the 
shop. 

**Now,  my  dear,"  said  Miss  Prudence  to  Cosmo,  "you'd  like 
to  go  to  the  confectioner's,  shouldn't  you,  lo  buy  some  kisses? " 

Cosmo  assented,  with  a  look  that  clearly  proved  he  would  all  his 
life  have  to  purchase  any  kisses  be  might  want;  so  accordingly  to 
the  confectioner's  they  proceeded.  Mrs.  Stafford,  the  confectioner, 
also  sold  Qowqua's  tea  ^  and  at  ihe  time  Miss  Prudence  and  her 
party  eatered  the  shop,  a  tall  raw-boned  Amazonian-looking  woman, 
in  an  ei^pensive  but  much  soiled  silk  dress,  an  Indian  shawl  equally 
ill-used,  and  a  ftaunting  scarlet-velvet  bonnet,  with  a  black  feather 
in  it,  was  making  the  following  complaint,  in  a  high-toned  vulgar 
voice,  to.  Mrs.  Stafford. 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Stafford!  that  last  tea  which  you  s<^.nt  over  to  Gorget 
cottage,  was  so  bad,  that  it  was  perfectly  undrinkable." 

^^ Indeed,  ma'am!  I'm  very  sorry,  it  must  be  a  mistake— -ru 
change  it  with  pleasure." 

**  Oh  no,"  said  the  firsl  speaker,  "its  not  worth  while  lo  do  thai, 
for  it  will  do  very  well  for  the  Major  and  the  children,  but  let  me 
tiaye  some  belter  now." 

*'  Oh  dear!  well  now,  that  really  is  what  I  call  a  remarkable  coin- 
cidence 5  you  are  buying  tea,  and  I've  been  buying  a  teapot !~now 
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is'nt  it  ? ''  said  Miss  Prudence,  as  sbe  walked  op  to,  and  sl^ook  taods 
with,  Mrs,  Whabble,  for  such  the  lady  proved  to  be.  .Mr».  WhabWe 
was  etery  inch  an  officer's  wife ,  she  talked  barracks,  and  looked 
bayonets ;  drilled  her  children  daily,  and  cashiered  her  cook  weekly  5 
knew  to  an  hour  when  Jackson  '*  joined,"  or  when  Smith  got  a 
"step  5 "  could  tell  to  a  bottle  how  many  dozens  of  wine  were  drank 
at  the  mess,  and  to.  a  whiff  how  many  cigars  were  smoked  in  the 
barrack- yard.  She  never  allowed  a  very  smart  dress  or  bonnet  to 
remain  in  single-blessedness  more  than  three  days  among  the  female 
part  of  the  corps,  when  she  invariably  appeared  in  a  similar  one  \ 
and  though  she  took  annual  precautions  to  prevent  the  bouse  of 
Whabble  from  becoming  extinct,  yet  she  was  always  declaring  that 
she  could  not  conceive  how  Nixon  could  allow  his  wife  to  go  on  so 
with  Brown,  or  why  Grabham  did  not  insist  upon  Snooks  marrying 
his  daughter.  Her  maternal  feelings  were  all  wrapped  up  in  swad- 
dling clothes.  WhiW  her  children  were  babies,  Mrs.  Whabble  thought 
the  sun  ought  lo  stand  still,  and  the  world  retrograde  on  its  axis  for 
(hem ;  for  she  was  a  woman  (and  many  such  there  be),  who  never 
cared  to  encounter  "a  grown-up  idea  j"  but  the  moment  they  ar- 
rived at  six  or  seven,  to  all,  except  the  pride  of  the  family,  her  son 
James,  kisses  were  exchanged  for  cuffs,  and  sugar-plums  for  scold- 
ings. She  was  very  fend  of  asking  Lord  Linden  and  Colonel  King, 

the  GoioDd  and  lieutenant-colonel  of  the  regiment  (the Lancers ) 

to  dinner;  and,  with  genuine  hospitality,  thodght nothing  of  giving 
foar  guineas  for  a  haunch  of  venison  on  such  occasions,  which,  with 
equally  laudable  economy,  she  made  up  for  by  keeping  the  Major 
and  the  children  on  hashed  mutton  and  rabbits  for  three  weeks 
after.  The  only  person  she  could  not  thoroughly  conquer  was  Lady 
Linden,  a  beautiful  high-bred  woman,  who  was  content  to  encounter 
everything  for  her  husband's  sake,  except  an  totima«y  with  Mrs. 
Wlmbble.  But  for  this  Mrs.  Jinks  had  a  panacea,  by  leffing  her 
daughter  to  hold  up  her  head,  and  not  mind  Lady  Linden's  airs ; 
for  one  of  tiiese  daysshe'd  Iw  a  **coloners  lady  too,  and  then  she'd 
be  as  good  as  her."  The  only  speck  on  Ihelioriron  of  this  bright 
vision  was  a  doubt  that  would  occasionally  obtrude  itself  into  her 
mind,  as  to  whether  both  nahire  and  art  had  not  made  a  marked 
distinction  between  majors  and  colonels,  and  whether  «he  could  put 
a  colonel  off  with  the  scraps,  cracked  looking-glasses,  and  weak  tea, 
that  did  very  well  for  a  major?  At  all  events,  it  was  a  paradox  •, 
for,  in  this  instance,  the  major  was  the  minor  eonsideratioB. 

''  How  d'ye  do?"  said  Mrs.  Whabble,  relaroing  Miss  Prudence's 
salutation ; ''  how  is  Lady  Bubble,  and  Sir  Romulus,  and  the  young 
ladies?" 

"  Quite  well,  thank  you.  Oh,  I  enjoyed  that  cqld  pig  at  jtmr 
house,  the  other  day,  beyond  everything!  I  assure  you^  I  mean 
what  I  say." 
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^^  Ah,  Mr.  BlihUe  and  Miss  Maoocars— delighted  to  see  you. 
What  a  handsome  man,  mj  dear!— is  he  an  officer?*' 

'^  No/'  said  Theresa,  into  whose  ebeeks  Mrs.  Whabhle's  excla-- 
mation  had  whispered  the  ^  eloquent  blood.' 

'^  Then  Fm  sure  he  deserves  to  be,"  rewhispered  Mrs.  Whabble, 
looking  field-marshals  at  Cecil. 

^^  Oh  dear,  Romulus  has  had  a  letter  from  Lord  John  this  morn- 
ing, and  there's  a  message  for  you  in  it ;  but  I've  quite  forgot  what 
it  is — let  me  see,"  continued  Miss  Prudence,  looking  down,  and 
pausing  in  the  very  act  of  breaking  a  bun  in  two. 

"  For  me?"  said  Mrs.  WhabWe,  *'  impossible !  for  I  have  not 
the  honour  of  knowing  his  Lordship."  (Mrs.  Whabble  always  talked 
Morning  Post  and  wrote  Court  Journal.) 

^^  Oh,  not  to  you,  but  something  about  you,  or  about  the  Major 
— ^same  thing,  you  know — man  and  wife's  one  flesh — Dr.  Damn- 
email  told  us  that  on  Sunday.  Oh  dear,  he  is  such  a  good  man !— ' 
but  how  stupid  I  am,  to  be  sure.  Marmaduke,  what  was  it  that 
Lord  John  said  in  his  letter  about  Major  Whabble?" 

But  Marmaduke,  who  could  most  probably  have  described  the 
exact  thickness  of  Cicero's  sandals,  or  to  a  nicely  the  shade  of  purple 
in  Cffisar's  toga;  to  a  mullet  what  Horace  had  for  supper;  and  to  a 
drop  how  far  the  Nympha  extended  in  the  old  Greek  epigram  on 
Bacchus,  never  could  remember  what  had  taken  place  within  two 
hours,  therefore  veraciously  replied  : 

^^  I  don't  know  what  you  allude  to." 

'^  Oh  dear,  how  can  you  say  such  a  thing?  Theresa,  what  was  it 
Lord  John  said  in  his  letter?  Something  about  clench-Hslench 
votes ;  no — let  me  see — that  was  not  it.'* 

Now  Theresa  knew  very  well  that  Lady  BubMe  liked  to  do  alt 
the  electioneering  herself,  and  would  be  very  angry  if  any  one 
forestalled  her  in  the  flummerizing  department;  and  not  being 
malicious  enough  to  let  Miss  Prudence  ^^  betray  ttie  secrets  of  the 
prison-house,"  by  telling  Mrs.  Whabble  that  her  hMsband  wa^  to 
be  courted  and  coloneled  in  order  to  clench  his  four*afidr4wen(y 
voles^  she  replied,  that  she  top  had  forgotten;  but  that  she  knew 
her  auBt  meant  to  have  the  pleasure  of  calling  upon  Mrs.  WhaUiie 
to-morrow; 

Mrs.  Whabble,  of  course,  was  adways  '  proud '  Md '  delighted ' 
to  see  any  of  the  Bubble  family,  which  she  perorated  with  another 
whisper  in  Theresa's  ear,  to  beg  she  would  introduce  that  hand^ 
some  man  to  her,  as  he  would  be  suoh.ao  ornament  to  her  parly, 
and  she  meant  to  give  one  soon. 

No  sooner  had  the  introduction  taken  place,  Ihad.  CecO,  iioi 
knowing  well  what  to  say,  said  he  believed  he  had  had  the  honour 
of  travelling  with  two  members  of  her  family ;  he  hoped  Mrs.  links 
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had  recovered  from  the  effecls  of  her  fall,  aod  that  master  Whabble 
had  got  rid.  of  the  cold  in  his  head  ?— which  last  hope  was  perfectly 
sincere^  as  the  electioneering  might,  and  most  probably  would, 
a^ain  bring  him  in  contact  with  that  interesting  youth.  From  the 
grateful  compliments  that  issued  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Whabble, 
capped  with  a  regret  that  Mr.  Howard  should  have  found  James  so 
backward  in  arithmetic — which  she  hoped  would  not  always  be 
the  case,  as  a  friend  of  hers,  Mrs.  Town,  who  was  a  great  phre- 
nologist, assured  her  that  he  had  the  organ  of  calculation  very 
fully  developed,— Cecil  perceived  that  she  mistook  him  for  Mr. 
Simpson ;  and  however  flattering  such  a  mistake  might  have  been 
to  his  vanity,  the  integrity  of  his  character  prevented  him  from 
ever  taking  credit  upon  false  pretences.  He,  therefore,  lost  no 
time  in  undeceiving  her ;  whereupon,  Mrs.  Whabble  revealed  that 
James  had  confessed  that  he  liked  the  other  gentleman  much  the 
best,  as  he  had  not  teased  him  by  talking  to  him.  Cecil  begged  of 
Mrs.  Whabble  to  convey  his  assurances  to  her  son,  that  should  he 
ever  again  have  the  happiness  of  meeting  him,  ho  should  carefully 
pursue  the  same  line  of  conduct,  in  the  hope  of  retaining  his  good 
opinion  ^  which  Mrs.  Whabble  said  she  was  sure  James  must  be 
most  grateful  for  and  flattered  at  ^  after  which,  the  party  separated. 
But  *^  out  of  the  fullness  of  the  heart  the  mouth  speukcth,"  and 
again,  in  the  street,  Miss  Prudence  reiterated  her  grateful  remi- 
niscences of  the  cold  pig;  but  unfortunately,  as  she  did  so,  standing 
on  the  edge  of  the  pavement,  her  foot  slipped,  and  occasioned  her 
the  bore  of  falling  backward  into  the  mud.  Now  Junius  has  very 
truly  observed,  that  "it  is  only  the  partialily  of  fViends  that  balan- 
ces the  defects  of  the  heart  with  the  superiority  of  the  understand- 
ing." With  equal  truth  it  might  have  been  said,  on  the  present 
occasion,  that  it  was  only  the  partiality  of  friends  that  balanced  the 
superiority  of  the  heart  with  the  defects  of  the  u/zcKerslanding ;  for 
although  Mrs.  Whabble  fully  appreciated  the  gratitude  of  Miss 
Prudence's  heart,  in  again  alluding  to  the  cold  pig,  still  the  little 
boys,  yea,  and  the  little  girls  too,  who  witnessed  her  '  faux  pas,'  set 
up  an  unfeeling  laugh  at  the  weakness  of  her  ancles. 

"Oh  dear!'*  exclaimed  she,  when  she  had  regained  her  equili- 
brium, "  I  do  dislike  stumbling,  especially  in  the  mud,  beyond 
everything." 

Mrs.  Whabble  endeavoured  to  console  her  with  the  assurance, 
that  she  never  should  find  Gorget  Cottage  without  a  pig,  whenever 
she  honoured  it  with  her  presence.  Whatever  put  it  into  Mr.  Ho- 
ward's head  to  make  such  a  remark  I  know  not,  but  he,  ^  h  propos 
'  dcs  bottes,'  exclaimed  : 

"  Then  it  is  not  your  intention  to  send  Master  Whabble  back  to 
school  again?" 

^'  Oh  yes,  it  i^,  poor  dear/'  said  his  tender  mother ;  "  he's  only 
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at  home  for  a  short  time.  He  spent  the  Midsummer  hcdidays  with 
his  grand-mamma  in  London  ^  and  getting  the  measles,  I  thought 
country  air  would  be  good  for  hin) ;  bat  be  returns  to  town  in  a 
fortnight.  Dear  me,  perhaps  you  may  be  going  back  about  that 
time,  Mr.  Howard  ?  If  so,  it  would  be  delightful  for  James  and  my 
mother — " 

'^  No,  no,''  said  Cecil,  with  a  mental  ^  thank  God ! '  '^  I  have  no 
intention  of  leaving  Shropshire  just  yet/' 

As  he  said  this,  his  eyes  and  Theresa's  met ;  and  whether  from 
that  circumstance,  or  from  what  he  had  said  about  remaining  in 
Shropshire,  he  knew  not;  but  he  thought  the  blush  on  her  cheek 
looked  a  peculiarly  happy  one.  Ah,  happy  age  I — ere  the  feelings 
have  shared  the  fate  of  the  German  wanderer',  and  lost  their  sha^ 
dows^  those  shadows  which  make  the  faces  of  the  young  sobeauti* 
ful,  when  the  heart  is 

**  Like  the  needle  trae, 
Turns  at  tiie  touch  of  Joy  or  woe, 
And  turning,  trembles  too ! " 

Mrs.  Whabble  had  walked  on  a  few  yards,  when  Miss  PrQdence 
followed  her,  and  again  standing  on  the  edge  of  that  dangerous  f>re- 
cipice,  the  pavement,  assured  her  that  she  should  be  most  happy  to 
give  tier  t^a,  any  evening,  out  of  her  new  tea-pot ;  and  then  acMed, 
^'  Don't  have  a  pig  roasted  this  week,  because  I  promised  to  go  an4 
dine  with  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Bamnemall,  in  the  family  way.^' 

Now,  it  so  happened,  that  while  Miss  Prudence  was  making  this 
interesting  communication  to  her  friend,  a  drove  of  the  swinish 
multitude,  whose  roasted  infancy  she  so  much  delighted  in,  passed 
close  behind  her,  and  one  of  them  grunting  up  to  her,  and  pdking 
it's  head  between  her  heels,  would  again  have  occasioned  her  »i 
epileptic  fit,  had  she  not,  in  falling  backwards,  come  in  contact 
with  ber  nephew,  who  pushed  her  forward  against  Mrs.  Wha^bie. 
Nevertheless,  the  mob,  especially  the  pig-driver,  began  fo  laugh 
and  hiss  most  vociferously. 

"  Never  mind,"  laughed  Marmaduke,  "  it  is  only  yonr  initia- 
tion into  the  classics,  my  dear  Prudonce^  for  you  are  now  fairly 
enrolled  among  the  '  epicuri  de  grege  porcos'  of  Horace." 

^'  Claudian  has  described  the  scene,"  whispered  Cecil,  sffiiling, 
^^  in  bis  account  of  the  combats  of  the  wild  beasts  and  gladiato», 
don't  you  remember — 

Ilia  pavet  strepilus,  cuneosque  ereeia  tiieairi 
/>tf<pt'o<l,  ellanll miralur sibUa  valgi ! 

**  Ha !  ha !  ah !  exactly  so  •,  or,  as  Colonel  King  says,— just  so — 
just  so  a,"  said  Marmaduke. 

^'  Oh,  dear!  how  can  you  both  be  talking  Latin,"  whimpered 

■  Peter  Scblemel. 
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Miss  Prudence,  *'  when  I>e  been  so  nearly  rolled  in  the  mad  by 
Ihose  horrid  pigs?" 

^^  Why,  it  is  throwing;  pearls  before  swine,  certainly,"  replied 
Marmaduke. 

*'  Oh,  dear!  it  is  your  coming  out  with  Greek  and  Latin  on  all 
occasions,  let  what  will  happen,  that  makes  me  dislike  it  beyond^ 
every  thing.  Oh,  dear,  dear!  how  yery  tiresome! — I'm  all  oyer 
mud!^^ 

'*  Never  mind,"  said  Marmaduke,  '*  you  are  not  the  Roman 
Senate,  which  Cicero  said  ^  should  be  pure  from  all  blemish,  and 
an  example  of  manners  to  all  the  other  orders  of  the  city '  .'^ 

'<  And  I'm  sure  you  are  no  example  of  manners,''  replied  Miss 
Prudence,  tardy,  ^'  to  be  always  talking  about  theBomans— a  set 
of  people  no  one  knows  anything  about.  Oh^dear!  'tis  so  ditferent 
f^om  Ik*.  DamnemaU,  who  must  know  more  of  the  Romans  than 
you,  on  account  of  haying  to  abuse  the  Romao  Catholics  profes- 
sionally, and  yet  no  one  erer  hears  him  say  a  word  about  them, 
except  in  the  pulpit,  when  he  gives  out  the  Lessons,  if  they  happen 
to  be  one  of  Paul's  Epistles  to  the  Romans." 

The  conclusion  of  this  lecture  from  Miss  Prudence  found  them 
at  the  gates  of  *'  The  Talbot,"  where  Marmaduke  put  an  end  to 
all  further  discussion,  by  ordering  Kicksy  wicksy  and  the  carriage 
round  immediately. 

As  they  were  entering  the  house,  a  poor,  miserable,  half-starved 
looking  man,  dressed  in  rusty  Mack,  which,  though  thread-bare, 
was,  neyertheless,  scrupulously  brushed,  was  standing  against  the 
door*way.  His  cheeks  were  hollow,  and  his  features  and  eyes  yery 
handsome,  although  the  chamel  hues  of  death  seemed  already  glar- 
ing in  them.  Notwithstanding  the  squalid  poverty  of  his  appea- 
rance, he  was  eyidendy  the  dregs  of  a  gentlema«.  He  cast  an 
eager,  yet  furtive  glance  at  the  party,  and  seemed  watching  till 
they  had  ail  passed  but  Theresa,  when.  In  a  huiried  and  mysterions 
manner,  while  a  crimson  spot  suddenly  glowed  in  one  oheek,  be 
put  a  note  into  her  hand,  and  Cecil  distlBCtiy  heard  him  say,  in  a 
low  and  hollow  voice— 

''  If  yon  refuse,  my  life  is  not  worth  a  pin's  fee ! " 

^^Go,"  murmured  she  hastily,  and  in  evident  conftision,  '^  Fll 
aend  you  an  answer." 

The  man  instantly  obeyed  and  vanished,  but  whether  through 
the  earth  or  wall,  Cecil  knew  not  \  for  all  he  saw  wa$  the  nervous, 
excited  embarrassment  of  Theresa's  manner,  who  seemed  not  to 
have  even  the  presence  of  mind  to  utter  a  single  word.  Here,  then, 
was  a  whole  year's  misery  and  mystery^  ready-made  for  his  use, 

>  Censores  prohrum  in  senatu  ne  reliquunto, 

is  ordo  vitio  eareto.  Ceteris  specimen  esto. 
Cic.  DC  Leg.  iii. 
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without  Mr.  Howard's  haying  the  trouble  of  inventing  or  imagin- 
ing a  single  particle  of  it.    What  clandestine  intercourse  could 
Miss  Manners  ( for  she  was  no  longer  even  thought  of  as  Theresa ) 
have  with  such  a  disreputable-looking  man?   Alas!  with  the  best 
and  kindest  of  us,  poverty  and  disreputabilily  are  often  confounded, 
and  what  wonder  when  poverty  is  (both  on  vice,  its  paternal,  and 
misfortune,  its  maternal  side)  first  cousin  to  suspicion  ^  and  to  Ce- 
ciFs  heated  imagination,  the  keenness  of  famine  which  had  glared 
in  the  stranger's  eyes,  as  he  fixed  them  upon  Miss  Manners,  seemed 
the  look  of  authorised  and  exacling^  love !    Then  her  unconcealable 
confusion,  her  hurried — "  go,  111  send  you  an  answer."— Oh, 
yes,  it  was  all  clear  as  noonday !  the  young,  the  beautiful,  the 
clever,  the  apparently  ingenuous  Theresa  Manners,  was,  in  reality^ 
an  artful,  designing,  degraded  woman,  carrying  on  a  clandestine 
engagement  with  some  low  man,  unknown  to  her  family.  Thank 
heaven !  he  had  not  played  the  fool  by  declaring  his  love,  which 
might  have  had  the  honour  of  playing  second  to  that  of  the  person 
he  had  just  seen.  Here  then  was  poor  Theresa  invested  with  a  very 
tolerable  catalogue  of  crimes,  by  Mr.  Howard's  vivid  imagination, 
in  the  short  space  of  half  a  minute.    Dear  reader!  I  can  only  hope 
that  you  have  not  joined  in  the  conspiracy  against  her?  as,  indeed, 
she  does  not  deserve  that  you  should.  Tears  in  her  eyes,  too !  what 
deceit!  what  wickedness!  she  is  capable  of  anything! 

'*  Mr.  Howard,"  said  Miss  Manners,  in  a  voice  that  sounded  a» 
innocently  as  though  she  had  been  the  best  person  in  the  world 
"may  I  trouble  you  to  tell  one  of  the  waiters  to  bring  me  a  pea 
and  ink  and  some  paper — into  this  room,"  added  she,  turning  into 
a  small  room  off  the  passage,  the  door  of  which  was  op6n. 

"Oh,  certainly,  certafinly !  perhaps  you'd  like  me  to  take  it  to 
him ! "  replied  Cecil,  in  a  dry,  deliberate,  sarcastic  tone,  bis  arms 
folded,  and  his  eyes  glaring  fearfully  as  he  spoke,  while  bis  cheeks 
and  lips  were  perfectly  bloodless. 

'*  Take  whal?-Hgood  God ! "  said  Tlieresa,  raS^ing  her  eyes  to 
the  wild,  haggard  face  before  her,  "you  are  not  well!" 

"  Ha !  ha!  ha !  perfeclly  well.  I  have  come  to  my  senses,  and 
never  was  better.  What  may  I  have  Ihe'hoinouf  of  doing  for'  Miss 
Manners?" 

"Bear  Mr.* Howard!  indeed,  yt)u  are  not  w^Il;  do  sit  down, 
and  let  me  send  for  a  physician !"  and  Theresa  drew  a  chair  an& 
placing  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  entreated  hiwi  to  take  H.  Cecil 
recoiled  as  though  an  adder  had  stung  him,  andlhen,  looking  for 
a  moment  a!  her  anxious— ^nay,  almost  agonized  i^ce,  he  flung 
himself  into  the  chair,  and  burying  his  face  in  his  bands,  stam- 
mered out— 

" Oh !  Miss  Manners!  can  you  forgive  me?— I  am  a  wretch— a 
madman^a  brute!" 
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^'  You  are  ill— tery  ill,"  said  Theresa;  and  as  she  spoke,  one 
large  hot  tear  fell  on  Cecil's  hand. 

^^  Oh,  this  is  too  much/'  cried  he,  kissing  it  off— '^  will  you— 

can  you  ever •" 

^^  Theresa,  Theresa,"  called  Marmaduke,  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs 
— ^and  two  minutes  after  he  entered  the  room,  followed  by  Pru- 
dence^ who  expressed  all  sorts  of  wonders  at  her  not  haying  followed 
them  up  stairs. 

^^Mr.  Howard  was  taken  very  ill,"  said  Theresa,  with  a  deep 
blush,  and  much  confusion  of  manner ;  which,  strange  to  say,  Cecil 
did  not  think  argued  the  slightest  deceit,  or  want  of  candour. 

^'  I  am  much  better  now,  thank  you,''  said  he,  still  retaining  a 
languid  air,  to  confirm  Miss  Manners'  statement. 

^^  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Marmaduke,  feeling  his  pulse  as  he 
spoke — ^^  you'd  much  better  let  me  send  for  Churchill,  for  you 
appear  to  me  to  be  in  a  high  fever;  your  pulse  is  going  a  sort  of 
rail-road  pace." 

^^No,  it's  nothing — indeed  I'm  quite  well  now,"  replied  Cecil, 
rising,  and  walking  hastily  over  to  the  window ;  from  which  he 
returned,  however,  almost  as  hastily,  to  ring  the  bell  for  the  pen, 
ink,  and  paper.  Miss  Manners  had  requested  him  to  order  some  time 
before,  and  which  had  been  the  innocent  cause  of  all  his  recent 
indisposition. 

^^Oh  dear!  you  do  look  prodigious  pale,"  said  Miss  Prudence, 
'^I'U  tell  you  what,  I'm  confident  it  arises  from  fasting  so  long; 
now,  I'm  sure  if  you'd  have  a  couple  of  dozen  of  oysters,  and  some 
bottled  porter,  you'd  feel  quite  different  in  yourself  :  I  always 
take  Ibem  every  day  before  dinner  to  give  me  an  appetite ;  and  I 
iissure  you  I  enjoy  them  beyond  everything !" 

As  an  oyster  may  be  crossed  in  love,  why  should  not  an  Oxonian? 
Cecil,  half  sighing,  half  swearing,  thanked  Miss  Prudence  for  her 
advice,  but  declined  it. 

^^  Well,  if  you  won't  let  me  send  for  Churchill,"  said  Marma- 
duke, ''  the  carriage  is  at  the  door,  and  Kicksy  wicksy  don't  like  to 
be  kept  waiting." 

'^  I  must  keep  you  two  minutes  longer,"  said  Theresa,  ''  while 
I  write  a  note." 

^^Make  haste  then,"  said  Marmaduke,  ^^and,  waiter,  let  my 
pony  be  put  up  again  till  I  ring — and  send  Master  Bubble  here." 

Cecil,  despite  his  momentary  contrition  and  self-reproach  for 
his  late  suspicions,  would  have  given  the  world,  had  such  things 
been  admissible,  to  have  looked  over  Theresa's  shoulder,  to  see 
how  she  began  her  note — who  it  was  to,  and  what  it  was  about  : 
but  this  being  impossible,  became  to  the  resolution — that  *' to- 
morrow" should,  '  coute  qui  coute,'  decide  his  fate ; — that  he  would 
declare  his  love,  his  poverty  and  his  prospects,  his  hopes,  his 
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fears— and  then  he  would  have  a  right  to  ask,  and,  what  was  infi- 
nitely more  to  the  purpose,  to  know,  who  the  man  in  black  was  ? 
and  what  that  odious  note  was  about?  and  in  the  meanwhile,  not 
to  worry  himself,  if  possible  •,  yet  the  very  next  minute,  he  asked 
Miss  Manners  if  he  should  take  the  note  out  for  the  waiter  to  send? 
and  felt  exceedingly  doubtful  and  indignant  when  she  thanked 
him,  and  said  she  would  do  it  berself. 

As  Miss  Prudence  got  into  the  carriage,  she  declared  she  was 
half-starved,  and  should  enjoy  her  dinner  beyond  everything ! — 
after  which,  she  closed  her  eyes,  in  quest  of  sleep.  And  as  Cosmo 
followed  her  example,  Mr.  Howard  had  a  good  opportunity  (as  far 
as  the  twilight  would  permit  him  to  see  it)  of  gazing  on  Miss 
Manners'  face ;  which,  from  sundry  anxious  looks  she  bestowed  on 
his,  he  thought  had  never  looked  more  lovely. 

On  arriving  at  Bubble  Hall,  she  contrived,  however,  to  commit 
a  fresh  misdemeanor;  for,  upon  looking  at  the  cards  upon  the 
hall  table,  and  seeing  Mr.  Stuart  Yernon's  among  them,  she  said, 
— "Oh,  so  Mr.  Vernon  has  been  here;  he's  rather  an  agreeable 
person." 

"  So  you  appeared  to  think,"  replied  Cecil,  in  a  voice  whose 
asperity  was  nothing  softened  by  the  sudden  recollection  of  the 
man  in  black.  Neither  was  his  troubled  spirit  at  ail  allayed  at 
hearing  that  it  was  so  late  when  the  young  ladies  returned  from 
their  ride,  that  Lady  Bubble  had  asked  Colonel  King  and  Captain 
Russell  to  slay  dinner;  as  he  felt  by  no  means  inclined  to  endure 
a  sitting  with  them  afterwards.  However,  as  no  animal  in  the 
creation  but  a  husband  can  be  always  out  of  humour,  he  rallied 
during  the  evening ; — and  when  Theresa,  at  Lucy's  request,  sang 
"  The  Bashful  Lover,"  as  a  hint  to  Colonel  King,  she  sang  the 
two  lines — 

"  Tbough  I  swear  to  adore  her  each  morning  I  rise, 
Yet  when  once  I'm  before  her,  all  my  eloquence  flies  J " 

/  so  harshly,  that  Mr.  Howard  took  it  as  a  personal  reflection  on 
himself',  and  doubly  resolved  that  it  should  lose  its  application  by 
to-morrow. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


*'  Donnei-Tous,  Monsieur  ?  pour  moi  je  ne  ferme  pat  VaA, 
el  cette  mani^  (Talouger  ma  vie  me  d6plalt  fort/' 

Leitrei  de  Masamb  inj  DirFAifD. 

"  With  M  high  rererenee  and  observenee, 
As  well  in  speeohe  as  in  his  eontenanee. 
That  Gawain  with  his  old  curiesie. 
Though  he  were  come  agein  out  of  faerie, 
*Ne  coude  him  not  amoiden  with  a  word/' 
Ghaucbr. 


EARLY  RISING  HOT  ALWAYS  THB  WAY  TO  6B0W  HEALTHY,  WBALTHY,  AHD  WISE.— ^HE 
HEADER  IS  INTRODUCED  TO  THE  NINTH  PART  OF  A  MAN.— BIR.  MG  PHIN  MEETS  WITH 
AN  INBEPRESSIBLE  DISAPPOINTMENT.— ILLNESS  ITS  EFFECTS  ON  DIFFERENT  PERSONS. — 
MISS  PRUDENCE  EVINCES  WONDERFUL  FORESIGHT  IN  THE  CELEBRATION  OF  HER  BIRTH- 
DAY.*— 'A  LETTEB-^IOPBS  AND  FKAB8.^-<MB.  BOWABD  VHEXPECTBDLY  OBTAINS  A  FBIZB. 

Wren  odco  a  man,  or  woman  either,  are  fairly  ^^  in  for  it,''  their 
thoughts  find  that  their  hearts,  like  the  enchanted  mule  in  the  fairy 
tale,  are  sure  to  carry  them,  without  guide  or  rein,  unerringly  to 
their  destination.  When  Theresa  went  to  bed,  on  the  night  of  her 
return  from  Shrewsbury,  she  could  not  sleepy  her  thoughts  were 
continually  reverting  to  Cecirs  evident  anger  and  agitation  at  her 
meeting  with  the  stranger  at  the  inn.  ^'  If,''  said  she,  ^'  he  did  not 
aire  for  me,  what  could  it  be  to  him  who  I  met  or  what  I  did? 
But  why  was  I  so  silly  as  to  cry  when  I  thought  he  was  ill?  How 
contemptible  I  must  have  appeared  to  him  ! — yet  no— his  manner 
changed,  and  became  kinder  aHerwards.  To-night,  too,  when  my 
aunt  asked  him  to  sing,  he  refiised ;  yet  the  moment  I  asked  him , 
he  did  so,"  and  with  this  reflection,  she  became  perfectly  happy. 

When  the  Hindoo  girls  inyoke  the  Indian  Cupid,  Manmaden, 
(a  very  appropriate  name,  by  the  bye),  they  float  rose-leates  down 
the  Ganges,  and  augur  their  future  weal  or  woe,  that  is,  their 
chances  for  or  against  propitiatiog  the  god,  in  proportion  as  the 
current  impels  the  leaves  fbrward  or  drives  them  back ;  and  do  we 
not  all  test  the  wayward  deity  after  the  same  fashion  ?— for,  from 
the  moment  we  upraise  an  altar  to  him  in  our  hearts,  is  it  not  the 
merest  trifles  floating  on  the  surface  of  life's  current  which  furnish 
our  slock  of  hopes  and  happiness,  or  misery  and  despair,  during 
every  day  and  night  of  our  existence?  When  once  a  woman  has 
made  the  discovery  that  she  loves,  her  only  goal — the  one  point  she 
steers  to — is  is  the  affection  of  her  lover.  Having  discovered  and 
explored  this  new  and  mighty  world,  she  has  no  room  for  monitory 
or  admonitory  calculations  ;  after  reaching  the  certainty  of  being 
loved,  all  else  is  a  sort  of  moral  polar  boundary,  beyond  which  the 
universe  of  her  imagination  cannot  extend.  Never,  at  the  onset, 
does  fear  of  the  leper  poverty  scare  from  the  holy  temple  of  a  wo- 
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man's  beart  tteose  gentle  spirits  that  preside  over  it  ^  and  when, 
towards  (he  vespers  of  her  worship,  reason  points  out  the  danger 
of  its  vicinity,  it  is  always  for  another  she  dreads  the  contagion, 
not  for  herself.  While  at  the  first  a  man  shrinks  from  it,  till  impelled 
by  a  stronger  feeling,  he  gradually  contemplates  it  with  calmness 
and  resignation,  till  after  eventually  inviting  it  to  his  home,  \ke  is 
often  the  first,  and  it  may  be  the  only  one,  to  complain  or  its  pre- 
sence, and  writhe  under  its  effects.  But,  to  return,  all  lovers,  like 
Hamlet,  eat  of '''the  chameleon's  dish,  the  air,"  and  apparently  it 
is  a  light  and  nutricious  food  for  their  complaint.  But  do  sooner  has 
that  great  homceopathist,  marriage,  with  its  small  daily  doses  of 
poison,  wrought  an  effectual  cure  (as  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  it 
does),  than  the  patient,  or  more  properly  speaking,  the  impatient, 
requires  more  substantial  fare ;  and  woe  to  the  time  when  sighs 
and  sonnets  are  superseded  by  cross  looks  and  cold  words,  'vice' 
money  and  mutton  absent  without  leave. 

However,  all  this  never  once  entered  Theresa's  head ;  for  slie 
was  too  busy  wondering  whether  Cecil  was  sleeping  or  waking-n^-if 
the  former,  was  he  dreaming  of  her?  and  if  the  latter,  was  be  think- 
ing of  her?  These  were  difficult  solutions  to  achieve*,  conse- 
quently, six  iq  the  morning  found  Miss  Manners  wide  awake,  in  a 
burning  fever,  and  with  a  violent  head-ache.  Poor  Cecil!  he  bad 
risen  at  eight,  in  order  to  brace  his  nerves  with  a  sufficient  quantum 
of  fresh  morning  air,  prior  to  the  portentous  communication  he 
had  to  make  to  her.  Having  stripped  the  gardens  of  the  very  Cew 
flowers  which  autumn  had  left  them,  and  robbed  the  conservatory 
to  better  effect,  he  repaired  to  the  breakfast  room,  determined  to 
meet  Theresa,  and  decide  his  fate  before  any  one  else,  was  down. 
Alas !  breakfast  was  not  even  laid ;  to  be  sure,  it  was  only  half- 
past  nine,  and  the  earliest  breakfast  ever  remembered  at  Bubble 
Hall  had  began  at  eleven.  But  still  breakfast  shoiild  have  been 
laid  \ — very  tiresome  if  they  came  fussing  in  and  out  of  the  room 
with  things,  when  Theresa  came  down— servants  are  so  confound- 
edly stupid! 

Having  uttered  this  truth  aloud,  Mr.  Howard,  being,  like  all 
clever  people,  a  person  of  great  resource,  opened  one  of  the  buffets, 
and  tolled  away  the  time  till  half-past  ten,  by  breaking  an  ostrich 
egg,  indenting  the  filigree  of  a  modest,  unoffending,  little  Turkish 
coffee-cup,  that  had  ensconced  itself  far  behind  an  Archangel  bowl, 
hoping,  no  doubt,  by  so  doing  to  live  and  die  in  peace— cramming 
the  bowl  of  a  hookah  full  of  mignonette — ^winding  a  curious  old  Ger- 
man hunting  horn,  and  violently  bobbing  the  head  of  a  China  man- 
darin, till  it  rolled  at  his  feet.  Just  as  this  decapitation  had  taken 
place,  Mr.  McPhin  entered  the  room,  his  hands  behind  his  back, 
his  eyes  bent  on  the  ground— and,  in^hort,  looking  so  melancholy, 
that  Cecil  could  not  but  ask  him  if  anything  had  occurred? 


100  THE  BUDGET  OF 

'*  Eh— no— yes— Ihat  i$— no,"  replied  Mr.  BfcPhin,  without 
raising  his  eyes,  but  removing  his  hands  from  behind  his  back  as 
he  spoke,  and  mechanically  putting  them  into  the  pockets  of  his 
trowsers,  and  turning  the  aforesaid  empty  appendages  inside  out. 
^'No,  nothing— obsolately  nothing,"  continued  he;  ^Mhot's  the 
order  of  the  day,  sir." 

''  By  the  bye,"  said  Cecil,  ^^  I  think  you  mentioned,  some  time 
ago,  that  you  had  some  Submarine  Railroad  shares  to  sell :  is  it  so? 
for  a  Yankee  acquaintance  of  mine,  upon  my  telling  him  of  Mr. 
Town's  plan,  as  one  of  the  European  wonders,  expressed  himself, 
in  a  letter  I  got  from  him  the  other  day,  anxious  to  purchase  them. 
Have  you  any?" 

"  Eh,  plenty— he's  welcome !  Would  all  New  York  like  ony, 
think  you?''  cried  Mr.  McPhin,  with  greater  aniniation  than  he 
had  yet  evinced.  '^  I  neever  knew  thot  the  Americans  were  so 
easily— I  mean  to  say,  so  enterprising,  sir." 

^^Oh,  they're  the  greatest  vapourers  in  the  world." 

'^Eh,  then  they  are  accustomed  to  have  all  their  speculations 
end  in  smoke  ? " 

'^  Of  course,  when  sleam  is  the  aim  and  object  of  their  lives," 
responded  Cecil. 

"  I'll  go  ond  get  the  shares  for  you  instanter,"  said  Mr.  McPhin, 
about  to  leave  the  room  for  that  purpose. 

^'Archy  Dunn,  the  tailor,  sir,  if  you  please,  from  Dunderhead 
Common,  is  below,  and  says  you  appointed  him  to  be  here  this 
morning,"  said  Harding,  opening  the  door,  as  Mr.  McPhin  was 
about  to  exit. 

'^  Eh,  ond  so  augh  did  ;  but  I've  hod  occasion  to  alter  my  in- 
tentions since ;  however,  let  him  come  up.  Poor  Archy  Dunn ! " 
continued  Mr.  McPhin,  turning  to  Cecil,  when  the  servant  left  the 
room ;  "  he's  a  Perthshire  mon,  sir,  a  countrymon  of  mine— was 
starving  when  he  came  to  this  perle  of  the  world,  and  I  set  him  up 
in  business  on  Dunderhead  Common,  just  within  a  blink  of  the 
Pug  ^nd  Primrose  pooblic-hoouse,  where  ye  hard  of  Tony  Fine, 
the  londlady's  husband,  cutting  his  throat  th6  other  day.  Well, 
augh  assure  ye,  sir,  Archy's  by  no  means  flagitious  for  a  country 
proclilioner,  as  is  proved  by  the  great  custom  he  has  got.  He  maks 
for  me,  sir,  three  churchwardens,  ond  the  workhouses  of  two  pa- 
rishes ;  ond  Mr.  Bubble  was  gude  enough  to  get  from  him  thot 
vary  tasty  shoottng-jockei  ye  saw  him  in  the  first  morning  after  yer 
arrival.  If  ye  would  employ  him,  sir,  his  fortune  would  be  made  ; 
ond  Fm  sure,  after  what  Fve  told  ye,  ye  connotdoobt  his  giving  ye 
sotisfoction." 

Whatever  Cecil's  doubts  or  certainties  might  be  on  this  matter, 
he  merely  replied,  wtth  a  wnile,  that  he  thought  the  very  name  of 
Dunn  was  detrimental  to  a  tailor.  Mr.  McPhin  was  about  to  ob- 
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serve,  tbat  if  be  had  been  cbrlsteDed  William,  which  in  (he  endear- 
ments  of  Mendship  could  not  have  failed  to  degenerate  into  Bill, 
and  that  it  had  appeared  in  conjunction  with  the  name  of  Duan^  it 
might  indeed  have  proved  a  fatal  barrier  (o  his  prospects  of  ad- 
vancement as  a  decorator  of  the  human  figure.  But  before  he  had 
time  to  shape  this  defence  into  words,  the  door  opened,  and  the 
subject  of  their  conversation  appeared,  bobbing  his  head  up  and 
down,  by  way  of  a  bow,  much  after  the  fashion  of  that  illustrious 
hero  Mr.  Punch,  when  he  is  successftilly  endeavouring  to  avoid  the 
civilities  of  Mr.  John  Ketch. 

Mr.  Archibald  Bunn,  formerly  of  four  pair  of  stairs,  Mull  Lane, 
Perth,  and  presently  of  No.  3,  third  and  last  house  on  Dunderhead 
Common,  was  rather  below  than  above  the  middle-size ;  his  hair 
was  sandy,  his  face  long  and  pale,  and  much  pitted  with  the  small- 
pox. Whether  panic-struck  at  the  window-tax,  or  from  any  other 
motive  pf  economy,  I  know  not,  but  nature  had  closed  up  one  eye, 
whereupon  the  other  thought  it  incumbent  on  it  to  be  doubly  vigi- 
lant, and  blinked  incessantly;  his  nose  had  also  been  suppressed, 
and  ft'om  being  as  flat  as  Salisbury  Plain,  was  scarcely  visible  to 
the  naked  eye ;  his  mouth  was  small  and  close  like  one  of  his  own 
button-holes,  while  his  upper-lip  was  long,  and  deeply  indented 
like  a  water-spout ;  one  ear  was  very  large  and  very  red,  (evidently 
having  purloined  all  the  colour  intended  for  his  cheeks),  the  other 
niight  have  been  large  too,  but  that  a  considerable  piece  was  miss- 
ing from  the  top,  which,  from  the  triangular  shape  of  the  deficit, 
looked  as  if  his  own  shears  had  snipped  it  off  by  mistake,  that  there 
might  be  no  cause  for  jealousy  between  his  figure  and  his  face ; 
one  shoulder  was  considerably  higher  than  the  other,  his  chest  sunk 
inwards ;  his  limbs  were  long,  though  his  body  was  short,  his 
knees  always  looked  as  if  they  were  going  to  whisper  each  other, 
and  his  feet  (one  of  which  was  a  club-foot)  had,  froifn  the  force  of 
habit,  acquired  the  same  cross-look,  whether  standing  or  walking, 
that  they  had  when  reposing  on  his  own  work-board.  To  add  to 
the  grace  of  his  appearance,  he  wore  a  white  beaver  hat,  much 
too  small  for  his  head,  very  round,  and  embellished  with  a  piece 
of  black  crape,  which  did  for  all  family  mournings  as  they  oc- 
curred ;  a  pepper-and-salt  jacket,  with  very  short  skirts,  and  large 
plain  bright  flat  silver  buttons,  like  unstamped  shillings ;  a  white 
marsalla  waistcoat,  with  black  sprigs  upon  it ;  a  blue  bird's-eye 
handkerchief  round  his  throat;  the  sleeves  of  his  coat  always  very 
short — ^as  he  said  it  left  his  hands  more  liberty  to  take  patterns— 
an  example,  without  the  same  motive,  which  his  brown  corduroy 
trowsers  followed,  to  the  full  display  of  a  very  thick  pair  of  half 
boots,  laced  up  the  front  with  tlie  same  material.  Now,  it  so  hap- 
pened, that  Mr.  McPhin,  in  the  liberality  of  his  heart,  and  zeal  to 
serve  his  *  proteg6,'  often  ordered  articles  of  dress,  which  pra- 
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dence  afterwards,  in  the  attenuated  form  of  an  empty  purse,  com- 
pelled him  to  counter-order  :  on  all  such  occasions  he  was  parti- 
cularly affable  and  complimentary  to  Archy — endeavouring  at  the 
same  lime  to  heal  the  disappointment  by  securing  him  another 
customer.  Indeed,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  many  was  the  inkstand 
he  had  upset  accidentally  on  purpose,  prior  to  these  counter- 
orders,  oyer  Cosmo's  unoffending  nankeens  and  white  waistcoats, 
in  pretended  violence  at  some  expediently  got-up  piece  of  stupi- 
dity on  the  part  of  that  exemplary  youth  *,  but  such  was  Mr. 
McPhin's  innate  sense  of  justice,  thatno  sooner  was  the  ink  safely 
deposited,  than  he  would  discover  his  mistake,  and  instantly  apo- 
logise and  atone  for  his  error,  by  '^  prating  of  the  whereabout,"  of 
sundry  orchards  to  the  west  of  Dunderhead  Common,  or  roundly 
assert  his  knowledge  of  the  locale  of  three  owis'-nests — assuring 
Cosmo,  that  if  he  could  but  contrive  to  eat  three  owls'  eggs  a-day, 
for  a  month,  he  would  rival  Solomon  in  wisdom ! 

Cosmo  was  determined  to  try  the  experiment;  the  only  difflculty 
was  in  getting  the  eggs^— were  they  but  once  obtained,  he  would 
commence  wise-acre  ^ab  ovo.' 

The  cause  of  Mr.  Archibald  Dunn's  present  appearance,  arose 
from  a  determination  formed  by  his  patron  the  day  before  to  cele- 
brate Lord  John  Bubble's  advent  with  a  pair  of  black  kerseymere 
epigrams,  which  he  had  resolved  to  impress  upon  Archy  should 
be  fine,  soft,  and  elegantly  turned— why,  or  wherefore,  heaven 
only  knows ;  but  Mr.  McPhin  had  taken  it  into  his  head  that  it 
would  be  disrespectful  to  appear  before  a  cabinet-minister  in  any 
other  costume.  Perhaps  his  prophetic  spirit  whispered,  that  the 
best  way  to  get  on  with  the  Whigs,  is  to  shew  as  much  of  the 
calf  as  possible;  be  this  as  it  may,  he  had  resolved  that  Archy 
should  be  the  favoured  master  of  the  ceremonies,  that  should  have 
the  honour  of  introducing  his  to  Lord  John ;  and  nothing  but 
some  very  untoward  pecuniary  intelligence  which  he  had  received 
that  morning,  could  have  caused  him  to  curtail  "his  intentions, 
instead  of  his  garments. 

^^  Eh!  Archy,  hauld  up  yer  head,  mon.  Augh've  been  reecom- 
mending  ye  to  this  gentlemon,  Mr.  Hoord.  Augh  hop  ye've  hod 
an  eye  to  the  poor-law  commeessioners'  coals  when  the*ve  been 
at  Dunderhead,  for,  coming  from  London,  Mr.  Hooard  is  opt  to  be 
particular.'' 

Archy  replied  with  great  modesty  and  truths  blinking  and  bob- 
bing all  the  while,  ^^  that  the  did  not  know  what  Mr.  Hoord's  ex- 
pectations might  be,  but  that  three  lods  hod  been  possed  from 
London  to  the  Dunderhead  union- workhouse  lost  week,  and  they 
declared  they  hod  never  been  fitted  sae  weel  before,  os  his  were 
the  first  clathe  gear  they'd  ever  hod.  But  sir,"  added  Mr.  Dunn  to 
his  patron,  ^^as  in  duly  boond,  I  musttak  your  orders  first,  and 
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tbeo  I  shall  be  hoppy  to  sarva  tbis  genUeman; "  and  9»  he  8p<4ce, 
he  drew  from  bis  pocket  an  interoMoable  measure,  and  threw  it 
out  behind  Mr.  McPhin,  as  though  he  was  gQing  to  harpoon  a  whate. 

^^  Ahem  !-^hem!  oh  Archy,  ye  see,  augh  won't  have  them  Just 
yet." 

''  What  may  ye  hove  been  contaminating,  sir?" 

'^  Why,  a  pair  of  block  small-clothes,  Archy." 

''  Ond  what  perte  of  your  dress  might  they  be?"  interrogated 
Archy,  sending  his  one  eye  from  the  sole  of  Mr.  McPhin's  foot  to 
the  top  of  his  head,  when,  naturally  tired  after  so  very  long  a 
journey,  it  subsided  into  a  Uink,  accompaniad  by  a  smiling  elon- 
gation of  his  button^hole  mouth. 

^'  Archy !  Archy !  those  may  laugh  that  win,"  frowned  his  patron  \ 
^^  ond  my  winnings  to-day  are  not  sufficient  to  season  the  remem- 
brance of  the  best  joke  that  ever  was  heerd." 

''Sir,"  said  Archy,  assuming  a  solemn  look  and  lone,  'Mt  is 
not  in  mortals  to  commond  success,"  as  my  father,  whom  ye  ken 
weel  was  a  schoolmaster,  used  to  obsarve ;  but  you  do  mair,  ye  de- 
sarve  it^-and  I  can  only  say,  win  or  lose,  I  shall  be  hoppy  to  mak 
for  you  at  all  times." 

^'  Thank  you,  Archy,  thank  you,"  said  Mr.  McPfain,  walking 
away,  much  moved  by  Archy's  disinterestedness,  while  Cecil  re- 
solved upon  losing  no  time  (through  Theresa's  assistance),  of 
finding  out  some  man,  poor  enough,  and  patient  enough,  to  allow 
Mr.  Bunn  to  exercise  his  talents  upon  him ;  and  telling  Archy  that 
'^  he  should  soon  transmit  sonoe  orders  to  him,"  the  latter  bou'd 
himself  out  of  the  room  with  reiterated  thanks. 

<^Mr.  Dunn!  Mr.  Dunn!"  cried  Cecil,  as  Archy  was  leaving 
the  room. 

''At  your  sarvice,  sir,"  said  Archy  returning. 

''  Is  not  Gorget  Cottage,  where  M«iior  Whabble  lives  near  Dun- 
derhead Common?" 

"  Ainly  a  motter  of  twa  miles  or  thereaboot,  sir,  from  it." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Cecil,  with  a  face  grave  and  dignified  as  that 
of  a  judge,  "  I  wish  you  would  c^l  there,— a^  to  see  Mrs.  Jinks 
and  Mrs.  Whabble,  and  say  that  I  took  the  liberty  of  sending  you, 
merely  to  tell  them,  that  the  pelisses  mostly  worn  by  ladies  of 
fashion,  now  in  London,  are  pepper-and-salt  coloured  cloth,  like 
your  jacket,  braided  with  black.  Lady  Daveoent,"  continued  he, 
writing  the  names  on  a  card  as  he  spoke,  "  the  Duchess  of  Honiton, 
Lady  Mary  Marsham,  Lady  Lucy  Leitrim,  the  Duchess  of  Airling* 
ton  and  the  young  Fitznoodles^  her  sons,  all  wear  them,  and  I 
think  they  would  be  particularly  becoming  to  Mrs.  Jinks  and 
Mrs,  Whabble.'' 

"  Eh,  sir,"  exclaimed  Archy,  throwing  up  his  hands,  and  at  the 
same  time  b09fing  down  to  the  ground,  ''I  don't  doot  but  yer  as 
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gude  OS  Mis8  Manners,  God  Mess  her !  who  got  me  to  mak  a  reege- 
mental  h<d)it  for  Mrs.  WhabMe;  but  I  suppose  she  thenks  it  too 
gude  to  wear,  as  I  neever  see  her  in  it/' 

'*'  Well,  I  shall  be  sadly  disappointed  if  I  don't  see  her  in  the 
pepper-and-salt  pelisse,"  said  Cecil,  '^and  you  may  tell  her  so/' 

''l^Iony,  mony  thanks,  sir,  111  not  fail."  And  this  time  Archy 
bowed  himself  out  of  the  room  in  good  earnest,  delighted  at  the 
anticipated  harvest  htf  should  reap  at  Gorget  Cottage. 

''  Ha!  ha!  ha!  "laughed  Cecil,  flinging  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
as  soon  as  he  thought  Archy  was  out  of  hearing,  "  Mrs.  Jinks  and 
her  daughter  will  never  be  proof  against  all  the  duchesses  and 
countesses  I  have  traduced  into pepper-and-^alt  cloth  pelisses!  and 
your  poor  friend  will  make  his  fortune." 

'^  The  Lord  grant  it  may  be  so,"  said  Mr.  McPhin  abstractedly, 
as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  room,  with  his  hands  again  behind 
his  back,  and  his  eyes  again  bent  upon  the  floor,  '^but,  eh!  sir, 
fortunes  are  easier  marred  than  made ! " 

The  servants  now  came  to  lay  the  breakfast,  and  seeing  that 
Mr.  McPbin  had  no  intention  either  of  conversing  or  of  leaving 
the  room,  Cecil  recollected  that  Theresa  must  pass  throu^'h  the 
hall,  and  therefore  repaired  thither,  and  began  pushing  about  the 
billiard  balls  *,  but,  strange  to  say,  one  after  another  appeared,  but 
Theresa  did  not  appear.  Cecil  was  growing  almost  angry  from 
disappointment :  —  she  should  have  known  by  intuition  that  he  had 
been  up  since  eight  o'clock,  and  meant  to  propose  for  her.  At 
length,  as  much  to  avoid  Miss  Prudence's  remonstrances  about 
remaining  in  the  hall,  when  breakfast  was  ready,  as  to  pursue  a 
dignified  line  of  conduct,  he  returned  into  the  breakfast  room. 

^^Oh,  dear!"  exclaimed  Prudence,  as  soon  as  she  was  seated, 
'^  how  very  late  Theresa  is  this  morning,  I  never  knew  her  so 
before  -,  I  take  it  particklar  unkind  of  her  not  to  be  up  in  time  to 
wish  me  joy  on  my  birth-day  5 1  assure  you  I  mean  what  I  say. 
Now  I  should  have  been  down  half  an  hour  ago,  but  that  I  always 
say  an  extra  prayer  for  myself  on  my  birth-day.  Oh,  dear !  I  think 
it  is  only  what  is  due  to  the  Almighty.  I'm  confident,  Mr.  Howard," 
continued  she,  looking  virgin-thorns  at  poor  Lady  Bubble,  ^^  that 
you  won't  forget  my  birth-day,  Michaelmas  day,  29th  of  Septem- 
ber, every  one  celebrates  it ;  always  a  goose  at  table  you  know  on 
Michaelmas  day  -,  so  it's  nonsense  people  pretending  to  forget  it. 
Now  'tis  a  most  renmrkable  circumstance  that  we  are  all  born  on  a 
particklar  day  :  I  on  the  39th  of  September ;  Romulus  the  first  of 
April  -,  Marmaduke  on  Christmas  day  -,  Lucretia  on  the  anniversary 
of  the  expulsion  of  Adam  and  Eve  from  Paradise.  Doctor  Damn- 
email  expained  to  us  how  this  was.  Lucy  on  the  29th  of  May, 
King  Charles  and  the  Oak  you  know  •,  Betsy  on  Shrove  Tuesday, 
'    pancake-day  -,  and  Cosmo  on  St.  Swithin's  day  ^  which  I've  always 
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maintained/ and  always  shaH  maintain,  in  spite  of  all  the  facalty^ 
is  the  reason  why  he  cried  so  prodigiously  when  a  baby.  Oh !  dear^ 
here's  my  new  tea-pot ;  I  shall  enjoy  my  tea  out  of  it  beyond  every 
thing ;  but  I  must  say,  'tis  remarkably  remiss  in  Theresa  not  being 
down  in  time  to-day,  of  all  days  in  the  year." 

Cecil  silently  coincided  in  this  opinion,  and  Lady  Bubble  told 
FentoD  to  send  up  word  to  Miss  Manners  that  they  were  wailing 
brealLfast.  A  message  was  instantly  relumed  :  ^'  Miss  Manners' 
love  to  her  Ladyship,  and  she  had  such  a  bad  headache,  she  should 
not  come  down  to  brealcfast.''  It  is  to  be  supposed  this  intelligence 
made  Mr.  Howard  very  uncomfortable ;  for  he  certainly  ate  no 
breakfast,  and  continued  silent.  Mr.  McPhin  was  equally  taciturn, 
though  not  equally  abstemious.  Marmaduke  was  not  up.  Miss 
Lucretia  kept  her  room,  to  finish  a  birlh-day-ode  to  her  sister, 
which  began : 

"  Joy  to  thee,  dearest  sister  P., 
A  grey-goose  qaUl  I  plock  for  Ihee. 
To  make  yoar  name  on  British  shores, 
Bright  as  your  niee  new  tea-pot  poars." 

Sir  Romulus  was  even  more  pompous  and  profound  than  usual, 
with  innumerable  slips  of  written  paper  attached  together  with  red 
wafers,  which  he  was  bumbling  over  with  much  intenseness.  The 
old  lady  was  pocketing  some  dry  toast,  which  she  said  agreed  with 
her  better  at  dinner  than  bread,  and  which  she  also  declared  she 
liked  better  out  of  that  dimity  oven  than  when  fresh  made !  so  that 
the  meal  passed  off  almost  in  silence,  after  Miss  Prudence's  ha- 
rangue, except  by  a  laugh  created  at  Cecil's  saying  to  Lady  Bubble, 
when  her  sleeve  was  in  her  tea,  "  Lady  Bubble,  your  Theresa  is 
in  your  cup!''  After  breakfast,  Cecil  wandered  from  room  to 
room,  and  from  passage  to  passage,  till  at  length  he  met  Stephens, 
Lady  Bubble's  maid,  of  whom  he  inquired  how  Theresa  was? 

"Why  indeed,  sir,  I  think  she's  very  poorly— very  poorly 
indeed,  poor  thing*,  she  cannot  raise  her  head  frem  her  pillow.  I 
tell  my  lady  that  she  ought  to  send  for  Dr.  Churchill." 

"  Good  God !  and  has  she  not? "  said  Cecil. 

"  Not  yet,  sir;  she  says  she  will  by  and  bye,  if  she  don't  get 
belter." 

Cecil  waited  to  hear  no  more;  but,  rushing  out  of  the  house, 
was  the  next  moment  in  the  stable.  Finding  no  one  there,  he 
himself  saddled  a  hunter,  and  in  less  than  twenty  minutes,  was 
galloping  through  Shrewsbury,  and  never  drew  bridle. but  to  ask 
where  Dr.  Churchill  lived?  Having  been  informed,  and  luckily 
finding  the 'worthy  doctor's  carriage  at  the  door,  he  hurried  him 
into  it,  and  back  to  Bubble  Hall  immediately.  Cecil,  who  had 
galloped  on  before,  and  left  his  horse  in  the  stable;  entered  the 
house  in  a  dreadful  state  of  excitement,  at  the  snail's  pace  he  de- 
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cided  the  dootor  wis  coming.  If  korets  had  but  wings  to  their 
heels,  made  of  lover's  hearts,  bow  they  woold  fly!  In  the  hall  he 
met  Lady  Bubble,  sailing  through  it. 

^^  You' Ye  no  idaya,  Mr.  Howard,  how  ill  Theresa  is !  I'm  going 
to  send  for  Dr.  Churchill."  But,  as  she  spoke,  the  doctor's  carriage 
drove  up. 

''  Oh,  Dr.  Churchill,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  ''  you've  come  at  a 
most  ^  k  propos'  time;  you've  noidaya  how  ill  poor  Miss  Manners  is !" 

Dr.  QMirchiU  was  too  much  a  man  of  the  world  to  say  he'd  been 
sent  for,  when  he  found  that  that  fact  was  not  known,  and  comr 
pared  it  with  the  agony  of  Mr.  Howard's  looks ;  but  merely  replied: 

^'  Thetp  if  your  ladyship  vriU  aUow  me,  I'll  go  to  Miss  Manners 
directly.  Has  she  been  long  ill  ?" 

^'Only  since  this  morning;  she  was  perfectly  well  yesterday, 
but  did  not  come  down  to  breakfast  to-day ;  and  I  have  been  with 
her  just  now,  and  found  her  in  a  high  fever." 

^^  Dear  me !  that's  very  sad,"  said  the  doctor,  as  Cecil  mechani- 
cally followed  him  and  Lady  Bubble  up  stairs.  Theresa's  room  was 
within  three  doors  of  his  own,  and  when  the  doctor  and  Lady 
Bubble  had  closed  the  door,  he  paced  up  and  down  the  passage 
for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  till  they  reappeared. 

'<  Well,  Doctor?"  said  he,  darting  forward;  and  another  word  he 
eould  not  utter,  had  worlds  depended  on  it.  But  the  doctor  felt, 
from  the  tone  in  which  those  were  spoken,  that  life  and  death 
hung  upon  his  answer. 

'*'  Sir,  Miss  Manners  is  young,  has  a  fine  constitution,  and  I  have 
no  doubt,  in  a  short  time  we  shaU  have  Ihe  pleasure  of  seeing  her 
perfectly  re-established,  and,  indeed,  better  than  before  her  ilhiess." 

'*'  And  what  is  her  malady  ?"  asked  Cecil. 

"  Why,  sir--4>ul — I  assure  you — ^and  I  would  not  deceive  you 
r^here  is  no  positive  danger-— it  is  the  small-pox." 

^  ^  Good  heavens,  I— the  smaU-pox !  How  on  earth  could  she  get  it  ?" 

'^  Sir,  Miss  Manners  is  a  very  amiable  young  lady — spends  half 
her  time  among  the  poor,  rendering  them  every  service  in  her 
power ;  and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  in  some  of  her  charitable  visits 
she  may  have  caught  it.  But,"  added  the  doctor,  considerately, 
'^having been  vaccinated  three  times,  I  feel  certain  she  won't  be 
marked." 

^^  The  poor,"  murmured  QbcU  ;  and  he  thought  <rf  the  man  in 
black,  and  hated  and  suspected  him  more  than  ever,  thinking  he 
was  the  member  of  the  poor,  from  whom  she  had  camght  this  ter- 
rible malady. 

^'I  shaU  send  a  nurse  back  iimnediately  on  my  return  home," 
resumed  Dr.  Churchill,  '^  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  a  few  days 
will  see  her  out  of  even  the  shadow  of  danger ;  but,  at  all  events, 
I'll  look  in  again  myself  this  evening." 
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To  Judge  from  the  coMial  manner  in  'wbieh  Mr.  Homrd  shook 
Dr.  Oittrchill's  hand,  it  would  have  appeared  as  Ihoagh  be  had 
been  inoculated  from  Mr.  Simpson  in  the  art  of  forming  sudden 
friendships,  especially  as  he  added,  at  the  hall  door ;  *^  I  hope  we 
shall  see  you  early  in  the  evening?*' 

Great  was  the  commotion  that  Miss  Manners'  illness  created  at 
Bubble  Hall,  When  it  was  known  to  be  the  small-pox.  Among  the 
household,  it  was  unalloyed  regret,  and  a  fear  that  her  beauty  would 
be  spoilt.  Among  the  family, — ^all  except  Marmaduke,  whom  no- 
thing could  keep  out  of  Theresa's  room,  and  Mr.  McPhin,  who 
offered,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  to  sit  up  vrith  the  puir  dear  young 
lady  all  night,  and  even  to  co-operate  with  Mademoiselle  Perpignon 
in  attending  her,  if  such  a  sacrifice  were  necessary,^an  unmiti- 
gated fear  of  infection  was  the  only  feeling  displayed.  Sir  Romulus 
instantly  wrote  to  put  off  Lord  John,  especially  as  he  had  again 
written  to  say  that  he  should  bring  Lady  John  and  their  little  girt 
with  him.  Lady  BuM>le,  her  daughters,  son.  Miss  LucreUa,  and 
the  old  lady,  lost  no  time  in  conveying  themselves  down  to  the 
steward's  house ;  but  as  it  was  only  two  miles  at  the  other  end  of 
the  park,  neither  Sir  Romulus  nor  Miss  Prudence,  ( following  her 
name)  thought  that  far  enough  removed:  so  he  resolved  upon  a 
flitting  to  Mr.  Town's  while  Miss  Prudence  selected  Dr.  Damn- 
email's  hospitable  roof  as  her  sanctuary,  having  a  vague  and  unac- 
knowledged superstitton  that  so  orthodox  an  atmosphere  would 
exorcise  anything  like  infection. 

The  Tartars  have  a  ridiculous  superstition  that  the  world  is  sup- 
ported upon  a  golden  frog,  and  that  the  awkward  attempts  this 
animal  makes  to  scratch  itself  is  the  cause  of  earthquakes !  So,  in 
like  manner,  Miss  Prudence  began  oh-dearing  and  wondering  how 
Theresa  had  caught  the  small-pox  -,  and  at  length  ended  by  roundly 
asserting  that  she  was  ^^  confident  it  was  that  horrid  drove  of  Irish 
pigs  that  had  upset  her,  that  bad  brought  the  horrid  disorder  all 
the  way  from  Ireland,  and  given  it  to  her ! !  But,"  said  she  to 
Cecil,  when  she  was  getting  into  the  pony  phaeton  to  go  to  Dr. 
Damnemall's,  and  poking  her  new  teapot  between  the  cushions, 
observing  that,  now  she  bad  got  it,  she  should  not  enjoy  her  tea  out 
of  any  other ;  and  placing  a  basket  of  sandwiches  and  a  flask  of 
wine  and  water  at  her  feet — a  necessary  precaution,  as  it  was 
two  hours  since  she  had  breakfasted,  and  had  a  long  journey  of 
four  miles  to  go—''  But  what  does  Dr.  Churchill  say  of  Theresa, 
Mr.  Howard?" 

Cecil,  who  felt  a  sort  consolation  and  reassurance  in  repeating 
the  Doctor's  words  in  the  same  confident  tone  he  had  uttered  them, 
replied, — 

''Why,  he  says  there's  not  the  least  danger,  and  that  he  thinks 
Miss  Manners'  health  will  be  better  after  this  illness." 
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Now,  Miss  Prudence  never  liked  any  one  to  be  too  comfortable, 
or  happy,  and,  therefore,  eiclaimed,  as  she  lacked  up  her  black- 
silk  gown  pinned  it  in  front,  spread  a  black  and  white  bl,ankel-shawl 
over  her  knees,  carefully  tucking  It  in  at  each  side,  and  stowing 
away  her  umbrella  in  front  of  the  phaeton,  *'0h,  dear,  I  don't 
hold  with  what  the  faculty  say,  for  they  always  tell  people  there's 
no  danger  when  there's  the  greatest,  and  that  there  is  danger 
when  there's  none  at  all.  Oh,  His  Just  to  make  much  of  them- 
selves, and  gel  money  out  of  people's  pockets.  Now,  George," 
added  she,  turning  to  the  groom,  ^'you  may  go  on; — oh,  stop, 
though^— did  Leslie  put  up  the  goose  I  ordered?  not  that  I  think 
it  likely  Mrs,  Damnemall  should  be  without  a  goose  to-day! 
yet  sometimes  people  forget.  It  would  be  different  if  they  knew  I 
was  coming  9  for  then  I'm  confident  they'd  make  a  'point  of  having 
one,  as  it  is  my  birthday  !  But  I  think  it  always  the  safest  way  to 
see  to  things  of  consequence  myself." 

George  assured  her  that  the  goose  had  been  put  up,  but  as  she 
justly  observed,  '^  seeing  is  believing,"  and,  therefore,  would  not 
be  satisfied  till  it  was  excavated  from  the  well  of  the  carriage  and 
placed  upon  her  lap!  when  she  instantly  assumed  a  most  maternal 
look  as  she  exclaimed,— « 

^^  'Tis  an  uncommon  fine  one,  to  be  sure ! "  and  saying  it  would 
be  safer  if  she  carried  it,  desired  the  servant  to  drive  on. 

To  describe  the  agony  of  grief  and  fear  that  depressed  Cecil's 
heart,  the  first  night  he  passed  almost  alone  in  that  deserted  house, 
is  utterly  impossible.  As. he  watched  silently  and  breathlessly  at 
Theresa's  door,  listening  for  every  sound  from  within,  sometimes 
he'd  catch  the  low  moaning  of  extreme  pain,  and  could  scarcely 
refrain  from  entering.  At  others,  he'd  hear  the  whispered  consul- 
tations of  Marmaduke  and  the  nurse,  and  wondered  if  they  wanted 
anything ;  if  he  could  but  over-hear  that  they  did,  it  would  be  a 
pretext  to  him  to  go  in,  but  suddenly  the  murmuring  would  cease, 
and  all  again  was  hushed  into  silence.  Yet,  when  we  listen  with 
our  hearts,  we  can  hear  what  to  the  duller  outward  sense  can  only 
be  seen ;  and  through  that  long  and  weary  night,  Cecil  fancied  he 
heard  every  time  Theresa  opened  and  shut  her  eyes.  Night  after 
night  did  he  watch  at  that  door,  apparently  independent  of  the  or- 
dinary laws  of  nature ;  for  he  literally  neither  eat  nor  slept  till  (he 
ninth  critical  night,  when  he  was  in  his  own  room  in  a  slate  of 
mind  almost  bordering  on  insanity,  wailing  for  Dr.  Churchill's  bul- 
letin. How  prophetic  is  even  the  echo  of  the  footstep  of  a  person 
who  has  good  or  bad  tidings  to  impart !  The  buoyancy  of  Dr.  Chur- 
cbill's,  as  he  entered  the  room,  proclaimed,  before  his  words,  that 
a  favourable  crisis  had  taken  place  in  the  disorder,  and  that  all  dan- 
ger was  at  an  end. 

*^ Thank  God!"  exclaimed  Cecil,  burying  his  face  in  his  hands, 
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and  bttrstiDg  into  tears,  as  Ihe  Doctor  left  Ihe  room,  in  a  pretended 
hurry,  that  he  might  have  an  opportunity  or  giving  way  to  his  feel- 
ings. Cecil  was  silling  by  the  bed-side  when  Dr.  Churchill  came  in,' 
and  no  sooner  had  he  gone  than  his  head  sunk  on  the  pillow,  and 
for  the  first  time  for  nine  nights,  he  slept  soundly  for  four  hours, 
when  he  was  awakened  by  hearing  Mrs.  Brand,  the  nurse,  walking 
in  the  passage.  He  started  up,  and  opening  the  door  soAIy  in- 
quired what  was  the  matter. 

^'Oh,  nothing  particular,  sir,  only  Doctor  Churchill  desired  that 
Miss  Manners  should  have  some  tamarind  tea,  and  I'ye  just  been 
up  to  Mrs.  Netlletop  about  it,  and  only  fancy !  there  is  not  such  a 
thing  in  the  house!  a  prelly  thing,  truly,  sir,  a  house  like  this 
without  tamarinds,  and  a  lady  so  long  ill  in  it!  but  Mr.  Bubble  is 
going  off  to  Shrewsbury  himself  for  some." 

'^  Don't  allow  him,''  said  Cecil,  clearing  the  first  flight  of  stairs  at 
one  bound,  as  he  spoke ;  ^'  tell  him  Fm  gone,  and  shall  be  back  be- 
fore he  could  be  ready." 

Ever  since  Theresa's  illness,  a  horse  had  been  kept  ready  sad- 
dled, night  and  day.  This  Cecil  was  aware  of,  and,  therefore,  lost 
no  time  in  preparations ;  for,  although  upon  opening  the  hall-door, 
he  found  it  was  a  deluge  of  rain,  and  thundering  and  lightening 
awfully,  he  would  not  turn  back  for  a  great  coat,  as  he  felt  a  sort  of 
extravagant  pleasure  in  braving  and  buffeting  the  elements  for  The- 
resa's sake ;  indeed,  could  he  have  had  a  choice  of  dangers,  he 
would  have  preferred  an  earthquake  to  a  tempest,  as  being  the 
most  formidable  of  the  two;  and  though  all  the  dangers  he  could 
have  encountered  would  have  done  her  no  earthly  good  (but  a  great 
deal  of  harm,  had  she  known  it,  inasmuch  as  it  would  have  grieved 
her  sadly),  yet  who  ever  truly  loved  that  did  not  take  a  prodigal 
delight  in  wasting  even  useless  sacrifices  on  what  they  love? 

"  For  lOTe's  deep  thirst  for  age  dolh  crave  a  draught, 
Costly  as  that  the  enamoured  Roman  quaflTd." 

Love  having  the  whole  world  for  his  empire,  can  well  afford  that 
his  extravagance  should  be  boundless ;— but  it  is  his  poor  subjects 
that  suffer  :  how  often  do  they  find,  that  in  order  to  do  homage  to  a 
single  visit  from  him,  they  run  through  their  hearts,  and  have  not 
sufficient  feeling  left,  to  make  a  decent  appearance  for  ihe  rest  of 
Iheir  lives;  while  others  act  more  wisely,  and  make  an  hotel  of 
theirs,  to  receive  him  as  often  as  he  pleases  to  come;  for  which  they 
are  amply  repaid,  and  are  sure  never  to  break. 

Saint  Theresa  describes  the  Devil  as  ^'an  unhappy  being,  who 
never  could  know  what  it  was  to  love."  If  that  was  his  only  source 
of  misery,  I  doubt  his  being  so  unhappy ;  but  then  to  be  sure  I  speak 
femininely ;  masculinely  it  may  not  be  so.  The  Germans,  according 
to  Tacitus,  believed  that  there  was  something  divine  in  young  women; 
— ^^Inesse  quinetiam  sanctum  aliquid,  etprovidum  putant;"  and 
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all  lOYen,  of  what^er  country,  seem  of  tbe  same  opinion :  but  no 
sooner  are  they  tcansfornied  into  husbands,  than  they  appear  to  fly 
back  to  the  council  of  the  enlightened  prelates  of  Magon,  in  France, 
and  question  the  pretension  of  women  to  be  human  beings !  nor  do 
they  always  arrive  at  the  conclusion,  that  the  learned  prelates  did 
at  last— -namely  (hat  they  are  human  beings  ^ 

When  Cecil  arrived  at  the  ctemist's»  he  rang  so  loudly  and  im^ 
patiently,  that  he  was  not  long  before  he  knocked  them  up,  and 
obtained  what  he  wanted ; — and  presented  himself  to  Mrs.  Brand, 
on  his  return,  with  the  tamarinds,  before  the  hurricane,  and  all 
other  drawbacks  considered,  she  thought  he  could  have  got  halfWay 
to  Shrewsbury. 

Two  hours  after  his  arrital,  she  told  him,  with  an  air  of  myste- 
rious importance,  that  Miss  Manners  was  a  deal  better;  for  that  she 
had  spoken,  and  asked  questions — and  when  told  that  Mr.  Howard 
had  himself  been  good  enough  to  go  4o  Shrewd)ury  in  all  the 
storm,  she  seemed  so  sorry,  yet  so  grateful,  and  desired  that  the 
tamarind-atones  might  be  taken  care  of,  as  she  wanted  them.  Was 
not  this  an  ample  reward  for  all  the  storms  he  could  have  braved  ? 
at  least  it  was  to  Cecil,  who  once  more  laid  down  with  a  lighter 
heart,  and  slept  a  calm  sleep,  peopled  with  beautiful  dreams  of 
Theresa. 

It  was  now  about  a  month  since  Miss  Manners  had  been  taken 

111  *,  Marmaduke  had  scarcely  ever  left  her  room,  or  Cecil  her  door. 
Poor  Mr.  McPhin  had  stolen  up  two  or  three  times  every  day,  to 
know  how  she  was ;  and  Cosmo,  who  at  length  had  actually  got  an 
owl's  egg"*^put  his  friendship  to  the  test,  by  sending  it  to  his  dear 
cousin  Theresa;  though,  as  he  gallantly  observed  at  the  time, 
^^she  l)ad  no  need  of  being  wiser  than  she  was."  Lady  Bubble,  her 
daughters,  and  Miss  Lucretia,  were  punctual  in  their  messages  of 
inquiry.  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  had  also  begged  of  Mr.  Mc 
Phin  (whose  stolen  visits  she  had  discovered)  to  be  the  bearer  of 
the  new  pattern  for  a  nightcap,  which  she  had  just  got  from  Paris ; 
Sir  Romulus  had  called  at  the  lodge  twice  a-week,  to  receive  a 
bulletin ;  and  on  one  occasion,  had  left  an  affectionate  message,  to 
say — ^Mt  was  too  bad  of  the  little  Algerine  to  get  ill,  just  as  Lord 
John  was  coming  down  to  settle  the  affairs  of  the  nation ! ''  and 
within  the  last  week,  Miss  Prudence  had  kindly  sent  over  a  message, 
through  Dr.  Churchill,  to  know  if  there  was  anything  she  fancied 
to  eat,  and  whether  Dr.  Damnemall  should  come  over  and  read 

•  Lest  Uiis  fact  should  be  doubted,  I  shall  quote  the  origiBal  passages,  in  which  the 
deeisioD  was  given  :— 

Cum  inter  tot  sanctos  paires  episcopos,  quidam  sUUueret,  non  potse,  nee  debere  mulie- 
res  voeari  homines,  timore  Dei,  publiei  ibi  venUlaHiur,  Et  Umdem,  postmuUat  vexaUe 
hujusqucestionisdiseeptaiionesj  concluderetur,  quod  mulieres  sint  homines*  (Polygamia 
Triumphatrix.) 

Bxiitit  enim,  in  hoc  Synodo  quidam  ex  epi$c<rpiSj  qui  dieebat  nmlierem  honHnem  non 
posse  vocitari,  etc.  etc.  ere.— Gregor.  Tur.,  Lib.  viii. 
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ber  a  senasen,  as  he  had  latelr  pnrohased  a  Tery  rare  and  excellent 
coUeolidB  of  old  ones,  of  \i^hich  she  sent  ber  a  list,  in  case  she 
should  like  to  choose  one  out  of  them,  and  let  the  Dr.  know.  -  The 
list  was  as  follows  : 

"  A  Brieffe  Polemical!  Dissertation,  concerning  the 
true  time  of  the  Inchoation  and  Determination 
of  the  Lord's  day  Sabbath. 
,  Wherein  is  clearly  and  irrefragably  manifested  by 
Scripture,  Reason,  Authorities,  in  all  ages  till  the 
present :  that  the  Lord's  day  begins  and  ends 
at  evening ;  and  ought  to  be  solemnized  from 
evening  till  evening;  against  the  novel 
errours,  mistakes  of  such,  who  gronnd- 
lessly  assert,  that  it  begins  and  ends 
at  midnight,  or  day-breaking ;  and 
ought  to  be  sanctified  from  mid- 
night to  midnight,  or  morning 
to  morning;  whose  argu- 
ments are  here  examined, 
refuted  as  unsound, 
absurd,  frivolous. 
Compilei)  in  the  Tower  of  London ;  and  now  published^  for  the 
information,  reformation  of  all  contrary  judgment  or  practise. 
By  WiLUAM  Prtrnb,  of  Swainswick,  Esq.,  London.  Printed  by 
T.  Mabb,  for  Edw.  Thomas,  dwelling  in  Green  AriMur.  1665." 

This  brief  disserlation  contained  twenty-two  closely  printed 
quarto  pages.  The  next  were — 

*'  The  Way  to  be  Content,  A  sermon  appointed  for  the 

Crosse,  but  preached  in  the  Cathedrall  Church  of  St. 

Paul,  in  London,  on  Monday,  in  Whitson-weeke, 

being  the  26th  day  of  May,  Anno  Dom.  1 634. 

By  John  Gobb,  Rector  of  Wenden-Lofis,  in  Essex. 

Printed  at  London,  by  T.  Cotes,  for  Thomas  Alcberae:  and  are  to  be  jold  at 

his  shop,  in  Paul's  Church-yard,  at  the  signe  of  the  Green  Dragon." 

Next  followed — 

**  Israel's  Call  to  March  Out  of  Babylon  into  Jerusalem, 
published  by  order  of  the  House  of  Commons.  1^45." 

*'A  Sermon  preached  at  Lincoln,  .Tnly  the  29th,  1683, 

by  John  Curtois,  M.A.  Published  at  the  request  of  many 

loyal  gentlemen  who  heard  it  preached." 

*'The  Dean  of  Peterborough's  Sermon,  before  the  Lord 
Mayor,  at  St.  Bridget's  Church,  in  Easter-^eek,  1694." 

"  The  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells's  Sermon,  before  the  House 
of  Peers,  on  Jainiary  the  30th,  1691." 

and  divers  others,  too  numerous  to  mention.  I  fear  both  Dr.  Damn- 
email  and  Miss  Prudence  thought  Theresa  no  better  than  she 
should  be ;  but  she  civilly  declined  them  all.  Among  the  numerous 
inquiries  for  Miss  Manners,  was  a  daily  one  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Stuart 
Vernon,  Theresa  was  now  sufficiently  recovered  to  sit  up  for  about 
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hidf  ao  hour  in  her  own  rooim  every  day ;  and  Cecil  contrifed  to 
rob  the  conservatory  of  a  bunch  of  violets,  daily,  to  greet  her 
rising,  even  when  they  had  eluded  the  gardener's  vigilance. 

He  was  one  morning  returning  from  his  usual  voyage  of  dis- 
covery, when  he  saw  Mr.  Sluart  Vernon  ride  up  to  the  door,  dis- 
mount, and  order  Ihe  groom  to  lead  the  horses  up  and  down; 
which  he  had  no  sooner  done  than  his  master  drew  from  his  pocket 
two  letters,  which  he  gave  with  his  card  to  the  servant.  Cecil  did 
not  know  why,  but  he  walked  round  to  the  back  of  the  house  to 
avoid  meeting  him,  and  got  in  by  the  conservatory  through  the 
drawing-room.  He  knew  he  should  meet  the  servant  with  the 
letters  as  he  crossed  the  hall,  but  he  could  not  openly  ask  to  see 
them,  and,  therefore  with  a  deep  sense  of  humiliation  that  flushed 
his  whole  face,  had  recourse  to  a  subterfuge. 

''Fenton,"  said  he,  "didn't  1  see  Mr.  Sluart  Vernon  at  the 
door  just  now?" 

"Yes  sir;  he's  this  moment  ridden  away." 

'*  Oh,  indeed !  did  he  leave  any  message  or — or — ^a  letter  for  me  ?" 

"No,  sir;  he  left  one  for  Sir  Romulus,  and  one  for  Miss 
Manners."   * 

Cecil  bit  his  lip  and  walked  silently  away.  When  he  reached  his 
own  room  he  locked  the  door,  and  flung  himself  into  a  bergere. 
^^So,"  said  he,  folding  his  arms  and  grinding  his  teeth,  "he  has 
written  to  her— he  has  proposed  for  her — of  course  she  will  have 
him!" 

And  having  come  to  this  conclusion,  he  paced  up  and  down  the 
room,  tore  his  hair,  dashed  the  tears  indignantly  from  his  eyes, 
and,  in  short,  became  as  frantically  and  hopelessly  wretched,  as 
if  Theresa  had  not  only  accepted  Mr.  Sluart  Vernon,  but  was  to  be 
married  to  him  the  next  hour. 

Some  three  hours  had  passed  away,  and  Cecil  was  slill  trying  to 
walk  himself  into  resignation  at  the  irrevocable  loss  of  Theresa, 
which  he  had  quite  decided  was  to  be  his  fate,  when  a  gentle  tap 
at  the  door  asked  admittance  on  the  part  of  some  one.  He  unlocked 
it  and  tried  to  look  as  calm  as  possible.  It  was  Mrs.  Brand. 

"  I  only  came  to  say,  sir,  that  Miss  Manners  is  not  quite  so  well 
to-day.  She's  not  able  to  sit  up,  and  is  gone  back  to  bed ;  but  she 
asked  if  there  were  no  violets?  so  I  thought  I  would  come  and  see 
if  you  had  got  her  any." 

"  The  delight  of  that  letter  has  overpowered  her,"  thought 
Cecil;  but  his  words  were,  "Not  so  well!  has  she  over -exerted 
herself? — ^has  anything  excited  her? — is  she—" 

"No,  sir,  nothing.  She  got  a  letter,  to  be  sure,  and  reading  it 
might  have  tired  her;  though  I  don't  think  it  did." 

"A  letter!  Did  it  agitate  her? — did  she  seem  annoyed,  or 
pleased ?--happy,  or  sad?" 
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'^No,  indeed!  neither,  sir.  Sbe  merely  threw  the  letter  on  the 
table,  and  told  me  to  put  it  into  her  writing-desk,  as  she  must 
answer  it  one  day  or  other.  So  I  don't  think  there  was  anything 
in  that ;  but  you  know,  sir,  invalids  will  be  better  and  worse  from 
one  day  to  another." 

And  so  saying,  Mrs.  Brand  departed  with  the  violets,  and  left 
Cecil  to  seek  some  new  source  of  torment,  which  he  speedily  did^ 
To  any  reasonable  man  (but  when  was  a  man  in  love  reasonable?) 
it  would  have  been  sufTicient  consolation  to  have  heard  how  care- 
lessly and  coolly  Theresa  had  received  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon's  letter 
—aye — but  was  it  his  letter?  Might  it  not  as  well  be  from  any  one 
else?  and  even  granting  that  it  was  from  him,  perhaps  it  was  not 
a  declaration,  and  from  that  might  arise  her  annoyance!  To  a 
person  so  skilled  in  the  art  of  self-tormenting,  there  is  no  knowing 
to  what  lengths  be  might  have  proceeded,  had  not  dinner  at  length 
put  an  end  to  his  surmise. 

After  Marmaduke  had,  for  the  thirtieth  lime  (it  being  the  last  day 
of  the  month)  expressed  his  delight  at  the  absence  of  the  rest  of  the 
party,  which  he  hoped  would  long  continue,  provided  Theresa 
was  soon  able  to  form  a  triumvirate  at  their  dinner-table,  he  drew 
a  volume  from  his  pocket  and  began  reading. 

^^  I  don't  think,"  said  he,  a  short  time  after  laying  down  the 
book,  that  if  Socrates  in  the  superabundance  of  his  wisdom  did 
not  trifle  so  flagrantly,  I  should  be  ever  tired  of  ^Xenophon's 
Menaorabilia.' " 

^'  I  don't  know,"  replied  Cecil.  ^'  I  read  them  at  school,  in 
Greek,  and  thought  them  delightful  ^  but  whether  it  arose  from 
readiDg  them  afterwards  in  English,  I  know  not,  but  I  found 
Ihem  prosing  and  tedious,  and  in  many  parts  vapid  in  the  extreme." 
''There  may  be  something  in  that,"  said  MarmAduke,  ''for  we 
possess  no  equivalent  style  in  English  that  could  do  justice  to,  or 
give  the  full  change  for  his  Greek.  After  all,  it  is  to  light  literature, 
such  as  memoirs,  comedies,  and,  in  our  own  time,  novels,  that 
posterity  should  be  grateful,  for  they  it  is  which  alone  bequeath 
them  fads.  It  is  to  Aristophanes,  Plautus,  Apuleius  and  Terence, 
and  not  to  Thucydides,  Livy  or  Caesar,  that  we  owe  our  knowledge 
of  the  private  fashions,  habits  and  manners  of  the  Greeks  and 
Romans.  One  might  as  well  fancy  that  one  knew  a  man  by  seeing 
him  on  the  stage,  as  suppose  that  we  could  learn  the  customs  of  a 
people,  their  character  and  bearing,  from  epic  poems  and  tragedfes, 
wherein  human  nature  is  always  acting."  '    • 

"  Very  true,  but — " 

' '  Bui  me  no  buts,"  said  Marmaduke,^  suddenly  rising ;  "here  am 
I  talking  away  just  as  if  that  poor  child  was  not  lying  ill  up  stairs. 
I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  love  her  as  well  as  if  Trealiy  was  her 
uncle.    I  suppose  it  is  from  her  always  calling  me  so  ^ "  and  with 
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this  speecb  and  aoottier  glass  of  wine,  he  darted  out  of  the  room^ 
leaving  Cecil  to  dispose  of  himself  as  he  thought  best. 

How  many  echoes  and  shadows  there  are  that  steal  through  the 
heart,  which  are  neither  audible  nor  yisiMe  to  the  external  senses, 
and  yet  which  act  as  internal  forewarnings  to  our  feelings !  The 
whole  of  that  evening,  as  Cecil  kept  his  usual  watch  in  the  gallery 
leading  to  Theresa's  room,  there  was  a  sort  of  noiseless  stirring,  a 
gentle  and  voiceless  murmuring  at  his  heart  (hat  he  could  neither 
define  nor  account  for.  Towards  midnight  Marmaduke  opened  the 
door  softly,  and  stepping  into  the  passage,  whispered  Cecil  that  the 
nurse  was  asleep,  and  that,  feeHng  chilly,  he  wanted  to  go  and  put 
on  his  night-cap  and  dressing-gown.  "Now,  my  dear  fellow," 
continued  he,  "as  Theresa  is  also  asleep,  and  I  fear  to  leave  her 
alone,  will  you  just  sit  by  the  bed-side  till  I  return?^' 

"Will  I ! ''  said  Cecil,  and  luckily  it  was  all  he  could  say.  Mucli 
as  he  had  always  liked  Marmaduke,  he  now  could  ^ave  worshipped 
him,  the  more  so  that  his  room  was  a  considierable  way  ofT  in  the 
other  wing  of  the  house,  and  it  would  take  him  some  time  to  go 
and  return.  He  entered  the  room  with  a  measured  step  and 
suspended  breath.  The  ilre-light,  besides  the  candles  on  the  toilet, 
discovered  Mrs.  Brand  in  a  profound  slumber,  and  also  fell  full' 
upon  Theresa's  pale  but  still  beautiful  face.  Cecil  had  never  once 
asked  during  her  illness,  whether  her  looks  had  been  impaired. 
He  thought  he  should  have  loved  her  all  the  same,  nevertheless  it 
was  a  relief  to  find  that  they  were  not.  He  stood  for  a  few  moments 
gazing  upon  her  :  one  arm  was  under  her  head,  the  other  hung 
listlessly  out  of  bed.  Cecil  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  kissing 
the  beautiful  little  hand  before  him — gently  as  he  did  so,  Theresa 
stirred  slightly,  and  in  moving,  a  stray  lock  of  hair  escaped  from 
under  her  cap,  and  wandered  down  her  neck. — ^What  an  oppor- 
tunity!— should  be  ever  again  have  such  another?  he  walked  over 
lo  the  table  for  a  pair  of  scissors,  in  another  moment  the  lock  was- 
severed 

**  From  the  lovely  head  where  once  it  grew," 

and  deposited  safely  in  his  bosom.  If  he  had  committed  a  murder^ 
be  could  scarcely  have  felt  more  alarm,  as  he  replaced  the  scissors, 
and  looked  timidly  round  the  room,  but  he  saw  nothing  hut  his  own 
pale  and  agitated  face  in  the  glass.  Had  he  secured  more  than  half 
the  world,  he  could  not  have  felt  naore  elated  as  he  re^pproached 
the  bed.  Oh!  it  is  a  mysterious; and  a  holy  thing,  to  share  singly 
with  the  unseen  angels,  their  vigjdis  over  the  sleeping  being  that  we 
love — to  watch  the  helpless  beauty  of  the  form  that  is  our  aU^--4o 
feel  that  its  hushed  spirit  is  cradled  in  our  prayers,  that  it  is  stone 
with  God  and  us !  and  that  wa  curtain  it  over  with  fond  looks  from 
the  harsh  glare  of  other  eyes^-^f  there  be  a  moment  of  unalloyed 
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bappioess  it  is  this!  As  Gecil4|pnl  OTer  Tlieresa,  and  felt  her  soft 
breath  upon  his  cheek,  he  experienced 

"  A  feeling  yet  without  a  name, 
Each  sordid  thought  of  self  abpye, 
Warmer  than  friendship's  wavering  flame, 
But  softer  than  the  fires  of  love.*' 

The  tone  e^en  of  his  imagination  seemed  lulled  and  subdued  into 
unison  with  the  calm  music  of  the  beautiful  and  passionless  face 
before  him.  One  unworthy,  nay,  almost  one  earthly  thought,  he 
felt  would  be  a  desecration  of  the  shrine  of  purity  and  innocence 
at  which  his  prostrate  soul  now  worshipped.  He  did  not  even 
think  of  Theresa  as  his,  he  only  thought  of  her  as  God's—a  link 
between  him  and  heaven ! 


CHAPTER  VOL 

'*  Magazine~a  repository  of  provisions,  a  misceUaneoas 
pamphlet/'— JoHiTson'8  Dictionary, 


**  But  by  this  roviog  meteor  led«  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend." 
Ghustophxr  I^YY. 


IIABHAnUKE  IS  LSD  AWAt  BT  AN  BASV  CHAIR,  INTO  IDRGBTTING  THE  FSRILOUS  8ITUA> 
f  lON  IN  WHICH  HE  HAS  LEFT  ME.  HOWAED— AND  CHEATS  THE  NIGHT  OUT  OF  A  GOOD 
HALF-HOUR,  BT  READING,  AND  HATING  HIS  FEET  SHAMPOOED^— *'  AT,  THEBE*S  THE 
BUBl" 

When  Marmaduke  left  Theresa's  room,  and  reached  his  own, 
he  found  his  feet  extremely  cold,  and  the  bright  fire  and  the  easy 
chair  both  looking  exceedingly  inviting.  He  placed  himself  in  the 
one  before  the  other,  and  rang  for  his  man  to  rub  his  feet,  which 
was  a  nightly  ceremony  with  him.  On  the  table  beside  him  was  a 
pile  of  magazines  that  had  arrived  that  evening  *,  and,  taking  up  one, 
he  began  with  the  notice  to  correspondents  on  the  wrapper,  some 
of  which  were  as  follows : — 

^/A.  Z.'s  ^Ode  to  Solitude'  had  better  remain  in  that  stale  it  so 
highly  lauds. 

^'  G.  F.'s  'Invocation  to  Sleep'  is  duly  attended  to,  for  it  comes 
on  the  perusal  of  his  lines. 

' '  The  sonnet  commencing— 

*  Her  eyes  they  are  as  black  as  sloes> 
And  oh !  so  beaatiful  her  nose>* 

we  fisar  wouM  not  interest  the  unimpassioned  public,  though  no 
doubt  it  will  produce  a  great  effect  upon  the  fortunate  lady  to  wbom 
it  is  addressed. 

^^  Has  A.  S.  S.  no  sincere  friend  who  would  throw  his  pens  and 
ink  out  of  the  window^  and  burn  his  paper  for  him? 
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^'  The  Essay  on  lodiffereDce  i^gpo  indifferent  for  our  columns. 
We  feei  deeply  for  the  afflicted  auTnor  of  the  lines  beginning*- 

<  Dear  Miss,  I  hope  that  you  will  not  refase, 
To  panton  this  first  effort  of  my  muse ; 
1  swear  to  yoa  by  all  the  powers  above, 
That  I  am  over  head  and  ears  in  love ! ' 

as,  if  his  passion  is  not  more  eloquent  than  his  poetry,  the  lady 
most  be  oyer  head  and  ears  in  debt,  for  she  never  can  repay  it/' 

Marmaduke  then  turned  over  the  leaves ;  and,  as  his  right  foot 
had  still  to  be  robbed,  read  the  following  tale  : — 

*'  THE  KETCH  FAMILY. 
'  I  see  you  go  as  slily  as  you  think. 
To  steal  away,  yet  I  will  pray  for  yoo.' 

Beaumoht  and  Flbtchek. 
*  Yet  she  that  loves  him  best  is  Cleopatra.' — Drider. 
SluUa  ett  elefnentia  periturm  parcere  cAarto.^^uv. 

''  'What  a  handsome  man !'  exclaimed  Miss  Cleopatra  Ketch  to 
her  sister.  Miss  Jemima  of  the  same  name,  as  tliey  ostensibly  sat  at 
work  in  the  bay  window  of  their  lodgings  at  Brighton,  overlooking 
the  Steyne. 

^^'Who?  where?'  asked  Miss  Jemima,  at  once  coming  to  the 
point  by  running  the  needle  into  her  finger ;  while  her,  eqoally  agi- 
tated sister  broke  off  the  thread  of  her  discoorse  and  her  work  at  the 
same  time,  and  relapsed  into  silence,  the  more  effectually  to  send 
her  eyes  on  an  embassy  to  some  individoal  withoot  the  window ;  in 
short,  the  one  whom  she  had  so  complimentarily  apostrophised  at 
the  commencement  of  this  page,  and  who  was  a  tall '  yoong  man,' 
elaborately  chained,  ringed,  wafistcoated,  gaontleted,  and  French 
polished,  on  a  job-horse,  and  in  job-mostachios.  This  latter  Me- 
zentios'-proceeding  being  unfortonately  bot  too  prevalent  among 
second-hand  D'Orsays,  and  free-list  play-goers. 

^^'I  shoold  think,-'  resumed  Miss  Cleopatra,  ^from  his  always 
looking  so  earnestly  at  all  the  hooses  as  he  passes,  that  he  most 
either  be  in  love,  or  be  a  genius ;  an  aothor  perhaps/ 

^^^No,'  objected  Jemima,  pointing  to  a  small  drab-coloured 
pamphlet,  with  a  white  strip  across  it,  marked  2^.  6d.  that  lay  on 
the  work-table.  ^No,  he  cannot  be  a  genios,  for  as  this  author  says 
of  himself,  light  hair  is  the  indisputable  badge  of  genius;'  and  as 
>he  spoke  she  complacently  twisted  her  own  hay-coloured  ringlets. 

"  'Perhaps  so,'  responded  Cleopatra,  with  a  sort  of  'vale  An- 
ion!' sigh,  as  she  caught  the  last  glimpse  of  the  tail  of  the  handsome 
man's  horse,  as  he  turned  the  corner  of  the  Steyne,  ^but  dark  hair 
is  much  handsomer  for  a  man.' 

''The  paternal  progenitor  of  these  two  inlerasting  yoong  Mies 
was  a  retired  stoekbr6ker :— for  many  yearSvhad  they  'wasted  their 

«  Mczentius  lied  a  dead  body  to  a  Kving  one. 
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sweetness  in  the  desart  air'  or  Gracechurch  S(rect,— with  no  more 
defined  ideas  of  pleasure  than  a  walk  (o  Primrose  Hiii,  or  of '  fashion- 
able life/  than  was  afforded  by  an  attentive  scrutiny  of  the  external 
forms  of  the  gay  bipeds  that  alighted  from  their  carriages  at  the 
Zoological  Gardens  on  a  Sunday.  But  a  little  pleasure,  like  a  little 
learning,  is  a  dangerous  thing,  as  it  always  engenders  an  insatiable 
thirst  for  more.  Their  case  would  have  been  a  sad  one,  were  not 
ambition's  wings  always  '  imped '  with  hope ;  and  for  once  hope  did 
not  tell  a  flattering  tale,  for  ^one  Monday  morning,  right  early  in 
the  year, Mheir  illustrious  sire,  Mr^  Samuel  Ketch,  returned  home, 
by  a  lucky  chance  on  'Change,  the  envied  and  enviable  possessor  of 
a  htindred  thousand  pounds !  That  very  day  Mrs.  Ketch  discharged 
a  slender  youth  of  fifteen,  with  aventurine  coloured  hair,  and  Lon- 
don-^moke  coloured  eyes,  hitherto  the  ^  largo  al  factotum,'  of  the 
Ketch  family,  for  incontinently  propounding  his  usual  post  meri-^ 
dian  question,  of  Mf  so  be  she  would  like  the  vest  end  buss  stopped 
at  four?*  And  despatching  her  son,  Mr.  John  Ketch  (who  from  that 
hour  was  never  again  called  by  his  endearing,  but  in  his  case  some- 
what alarming  diminutive  of  Jack),  for  a  neat  glass  coach ;  and  in 
it  repairing  to  Long  Acre,  did,  Ihen  and  there,  purchase  a  com- 
modious family  carriage,  as  smart  as  blue-bell  pannels  and  a  butter- 
cop  lining  could  make  it.  Miss  Jemima,  who  was  of  a  more  aspir- 
ing disposition  than  her  more  ambitiously  named  sister,  strongly 
insisted  that  a  carnage  was  nothing  without  yery  tall  footmen — in 
short  they  should  be  steeples  in  plush.  Mrs.  Ketch  acquiesced,  and 
promised  to  look  out.  In  their  way  home  there  was,  at  the  narrow 
door  of  a  narrow  street,  a  tempting  tableau  of  all  the  burkers,  sur- 
mounted by  an  announcement  of  the  most  wonderful  Irish  giant  ever 
yet  secured  alive— all  to  be  seen  for  sixpence! 

**  'Dear  me!'  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  taking  the  precaution  (there 
being  no  check),  to  let  down  the  back  window  and  nearly  pull  th6 
driver  into  the  carriage,  as  she  spoke,  in  order  to  stop  him,  ^Dear 
me,  girls,  I'll  treat  you  to  this  here  sight.' 

*'  *  Exhibition,  ma,' corrected  Jemima. 

*'  ^  I  don't  think  it's  genteel — do  you  think  it  is,  Mima — to  go  to 
such  places?"  said  Cleopatra. 

cfi  t  Why  I  don't  know,'  responded  Jemima,  divided  between  her 
love  of  amusement,  and  her  love  of  aristocracy,  Mt's  not  as  if  we 
were  in  our  own  carriage  yet,  you-  know;  that  would  be  different, 
for  then  the  carriage  might  be  known.' 

**  'Ah,  sure,  Mima  is  right,*  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  tucking  up  her 
petticoats  as  she  descended  from  tho  carriage  -,  adding,  in  a  loud 
voice  to  the  driver,  when  she  reached  the  ground,  in  order  to  'set 
on  some  few  barren  spectators,'  ^I  say,  coachee,  be  sure  to  keep 
egzacly  afore  the  door,  for  not  aving  my  hown  carriage  and  osses 
to-day,  I'm  halways  sadly  afeared  of  strange  osses.' 
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.  ^^The  young  ladies  followed  their  'ma'  inio  a  narrow  sanded 
passage,  where  the  fiunes  of  Crenefa  and  tobacco  strove  equally  for 
pre-eminence.  At  the  foot  of  a  flight  of  stairs,  not  mnch  wider  than 
a  worsted  needle,  stood  a  blind  fiddler,  his  Dice  intersected  with 
the  small-pox,  and  his  sightless  eyes  Homerically  raised  to  heaven, 
while  he  scraped  indefatigably,  on  his  three-stringed  violin,  the 
very  exhilarating  conntry  dance  called  ^  Such  a  getting  up  stairs/ — 
It  was  a  getting  up  stairs!  for  before  Mrs.  Ketch  and  her  double* 
refined  daughters  was  a  very  greasy  butcher,  who  was  almost  pressed 
flat  in  the  narrow  stair-way,  and  every  now  and  then  stopped  to 
smooth  his  hair  down  with  a  pocket-handkercUef,  containing  a  lilac 
representation  of  her  Mi^jesty  proroguing  parhament.  To  the  skirt 
of  his  blue  frock  was  tethered  a  skewer  of  a  boy,  who  obligingly 
told  his  sire  that '  them  ladies  wanted  to  pass.'  The  top  of  thestair^ 
case  was  at  length  gained,  and  a  leopard-skjn*paltomed  chints  cur- 
tain was  drawn  aside  by  a  very  dirty  hand  belonging  to  a  man  in  a 
bat  without  a  crown,  mud-coloured  brevities  untied  a)  the  knee, 
and  a  p^iv  of  cotton  stockings '  a  world  too  wide  for  his  shrunk  calf,* 
to  whom  having  paid  the  money,  the  ladies  passed  on  through  a  con- 
course of  wax  effigies  of  Messieurs  Hare,  Burke,  and  other  worthies. 

'^ '  And  now,  ladies  and  genlem,'  said  the  man  who  had  pointed 
out  the  wax-works  with  a  long  rod,  which,  as  he  spoke,  he  em- 
ployed in  drawing  aside  a  green-baize  curtain,  '  youit  please  to 
bobserve  the  most  wonderhiUest  gigantic-est  giant  as  never  vas 
seed  in  hancient  or  modern  times — stands  seven  feet  three  hinches 
vithout  his  shoe^-^eats  ten  pounds  of  solid  meat  per  day,  drinks 
ip  perportion,  and  has  no  parents  to  signify!'  Here  the  undrawn 
curtain  exhibited  to  (he  wondering  and  admiring  eyes  of  Mrs*  and 
the  Miss  Ketch's,  the  butcher  and  his  son  '  the  giganlic-est  giant 
of  hancient  or  modern  times,'  dressed  as  the  Grand  Turk,  who 
having  taken  two  or  three  turns  to  and  fro,  like  a  lion  in  his  den, 
for  the  satisfaction  of  the  spectators,  gracefully  reseated  himself  in 
a  large  arm-chair. 

'^ '  WeU.  he  is  a  prize  beast?— isn't  he,  BiU?'  said  the  buicher 
to  his  son,  as  he  departed.  But  Mrs.  Ketch  stiU  lingered,  gazing 
on  this  truly  great  man.  As  soon  as  she  perceived  that  the  coast 
was  clear,  she  said  something  in  a  confidential  whisper  to  the 
showman,  which  was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  whether  she  could 
have  a  few  moments'  private  conversation  with  the  giant ! 

'' '  Yy,  if  you  partiklar  vishes  it,  marm,  you  can,'  replied  the 
astonished  ciceroni ;  and  then,  turning  to  the  giant,  added,  '  Mr. 
O'Sbam,  this  lady  vishes  to  speak  to  you.' 

'^  ^  She's  welcome,'  replied  Mr.  O'Sham. 

'^ '  Ahem — ahem-^'  hesitated  Mrs.  Ketch,  advancing  towards 
the  rising  giant,  whom  she  begged  would  remain  seated,  or  she 
should  never  be  able  to  make  him  hear  what  she  had  to  say. 
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^'  ^  Jist  as  you  plase,  ma'am ;  for  I  Di¥er  stand  apoa  trifles.' 

^'  ^  Ahem — I  was  a-thinking,'  resumed  Mrs.  Ketch,  '^  that  a 
heligable  and  permaneDt  sitaalion  like  wootd  suit  you  better  than 
this  here  promiscus  sort  of  life.' 

^'  ^  May  be  it's  a  swaddler  you  are,  ma'am,  and  it's  the  life  to 
come  you'd  be  discoorsing  me  about  ? ' 

'' ' Dear!  how  funny  he  talks,  to  be  sure ! '  tittered  Mrs.  Ketch. 
'*•  No,  in  plain  English,  should  you  like  to  be  a  lady's  footman  ?' 

''  ^  Whisht!  now  you're  laughing  at  me  entirety^for  how  could 
I  be  a  lady's  fut,  when  there's  seven  feet  five  inches  of  me  already  ; 
and  sure  no  lady  ever  had  a  fut  that  size?  for  if  there  was,  no  roan 
in  Ireland  itself  would  ever  get  the  length  of  it! ' 

'^  'I  can't  understand  you,  and  it  seems  you  don't  understand 
me ;  but  what  I  mean  is,  should  you  like  to  go  behind  a  carriage?' 
said  Mrs.  Ketch. 

^^  ^  I'm  inOnitely  obliged  to  you,  ma'am  ^  but  if  it's  the  same  (o 
you,  I'd  r|||ier  go  inside  it  nor  behind  it.' 

'*  'Bear,  dear-^how  tiresome!'  cried  Mrs.  Ketch.  'I  mean, 
should  you  like  to  be  a  servant?' 

^'  ^  Oh,  your  humble  sarvant  is  it,  ma'am?' 

'^ '  Yes;  to  come  and  live  with  me,  and  walk  out  with  us?' 

'^ '  Oh  now,  ma'am  dear,  you're  laughing  at  me  again  ^  for  I'm 
sure  you  nor  the  young  ladies  would  niver  condescend  to  wajlk  out 
wid  the  likes  o'me.' 

" '  No — not  with  you,  but  for  you  to  walk  after  us.' 

"'What  for,  ma'am?' 

*'  *  Why,  to  protect  us-^-to — a — lake  care  of  us.' 

'^ '  Oh  indade,  ma'am,  if  you're  not  ould  enough  to  take  care  of 
yourselves,  it's  little  care  I  could  take  of  yez.' 

'' '  Well,  well,  what  wages  would  you  expect?'  said  Mrs.  Ketch, 
growing  explicit  from  desperation. 

(c  (,  Why,'  replied  Mr.  O'Sham,  pulling  his  left  ear,  raising  his 
eyebrows,  and  protruding  bis  lips, '  av  coorse  as  much  as"  I  could 
get,  which  is  but  raisonable.' 

"  '  What  would  you  think  of  thirty  guineas  I' 

''  'Why,  I'd  think  a  great  dale  of  it,  ma'am*,  thirty  guineas 
a-week  is  a  mighty  purty  little  pittance.' 

"  'Not  a-week — a-year!'  almost  shrieked  Mrs.  Ketch. 

" '  Whew !  lullibolero !— that's  too  little  entirely  for  taking  care 
of  three  of  yez,  and,  mj^y  be,  tagging  after  you  from  morning  tUl 
night.' 

'' '  Yes,  but  think  of  the  ten  pounds,  of  meat  you  eat  a-day.' 

'"Oh  indade,  ma'am,  I  think  very  litUe  of  that ;  for  it's  nothing 
at  all  when  one's  used  to  it :  and  I  Just  trate  my  meals  assome  paple 
do  their  friends — never  trouble  my  bead  about  them  when  oiiee 
they  are  down. 
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^^  After  a  few  more  indispensable  preliminaries,  Mrs.  Kelch 
became  the  joyful  mislress  of  Mr.  O'Sliam  ^  yet  like  all  who  have 
much,  she  then  wanted  more,  and  ttierefore  inquired  if  he  had  a 
brother ;  but  he  ^  had  no  brother — was  like  no  brother,  he  was 
himself  alone! '  not  having,  as  Ihe  showman  had  already  explained, 
even  any  parents  to  signify,  which  being  interpreted,  meant  that 
their  stature  did  not  exceed  those  of  ordinary  mortals.  Shortly  after 
the  addition  of  Mr.  O'Stiam  to  the  Gracechurch  Street  establish- 
ment, Mr.  Ketch  took  a  house  in  Gloucester  Place-,  and  the  young 
ladies  never  even  walked  inside  Portman  Square,  without  Mr. 
O'Sham  walking  after  .them,  looking  wistfully  at  all  the  passengers 
without,  and  thinking,  witb  a  retrospective  sigh,  of  all  the  six- 
pences he  might  have  earned,  had  he  remained  among  his  friends, 
the  Burkers, — which  he  calculated  by  analogy  from  all  the  looks  he 
attracted.  Six  weeks  after  their  removal  to  Gloucester  Place,  Mr. 
Ketch  and  his  flimiiy  left  town  for  Brighton,  accompanied  by  a 
maidea  sister  of  Mr.  Ketch  senior,  Miss  Kitty  Kelch,  |^o  was  like 
all  ladies  not  withering  but  withered  on  the  virgin  thorn — or,  in 
other  words,  like  what  Baretti  says  of  the  vermin  of  Aldeagallego, 
the  pasquin-makers  of  Rome,  and  the  monthly  reviewers  of  Eng- 
land, — she  '  would  have  done  harm  if  she  could,'  for  she  would 
have  prevented  her  nieces  spending  so  much,  dressing  so  much, 
flirting  so  much,  and  talking  so  much — ye^,  all  this  the  barbarous 
old  woman  would  have  prevented  if  she  could — ^but  she  couldn't. 
It  was  luckily  for  the  Miss  Ketches  and  for  posterity^-and  above 
all  for  the  readers  of  this  periodical -and  they  are  all  the  world—' 
it  was  luckily  impossible !  So  now  let  us  go  back  to  the  bay-win- 
dow overlooking  the  Steyne, 

^'  As  we  have  before  intimated,  Miss  Jemima  was  of  au  aspiring 
temperament,  and  therefore,  in  her  matrimonial  dreams,  never 
succumbed  to  less  than  a  Marquis;  while  the  highest  summit  at 
which  the  geptler  Cleopaira  aim^d,  was  a  pair  of  mustachios ! — thus 

<  Beamy  drew  her  with  a  single  hair.' 
and  caused  her  in  the  present  instance  to  remain  in  the  bay  win- 
dow, with  her  eyes  riveted  on  the  spot  where  she  had  caught  the 
last  glimpse  of  the  handsome  man's  mustachios.  If  Miss  Jemima 
was  less  susceptible,  she  was  more  assured  of  her  conquests  ;  for 
like  the  Athenian  idiot,  wjio  i^sincied  that  all  the  ships  that  came 
into  the  Pyreum  port,  belonged  to  him — so  she  imagined  Ihat  all 
the  looks  men  had  to  bestow,  were  directed  to  her ;  while  her  more 
generous  sister  gave  where  she  never  received- 

^^  ^  John,'  said  Cleopatra,  raising  the  window,  and  calling  to  ber 
brother,  a  roly-poly  young  gentlemaD,  with  a  bay-window  figure, 
and  pale  but  cherubimical  face,  who  was  at  one  and  the  same  mo- 
ment smoking  [a  cigar,  and  looking  powder  putTs  at  a  pretty  little 
^  modiste'  that  was  ringing  at  the  next  door  to  the  house  of  his 
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respected  parenls ; '  John,  I  wish  you  would  walk  with  me  on  the 
beech  ?'  ( the  mustachios  had  vanished  marineward.) 

*'  *  Well,  I  don't  care  if  I  do — anything  to  oblige  a  pretty  girl,' 
and  he  cast  another  goosedown  look  at  the  little  milliner,  as  Miss 
Cleopatra  put  down  the  window  and  the  compliment  together,  de- 
claring to  her  sister  as  she  left  the  room,  to  equip  herself  for  walk- 
ing—' that  really  John  had  become  quite  polished  since  he  had 
seen  more  of  the  world.'— They  had  been  ten  days  at  Brighton  ! 

*"'  Miss  Cleopatra  and  her  brother  had  ^t  turned  the  corner  of 
the  Steyne,  when  they  met  Mrs.  Kelch,  iOTow#  by  O'Sham,  with 
a  cargo  of  novels. — '  Where  are  you  going,  dears,'  inquired  the 
tender  mother. 

"  '  Only  for  a  blow-out  upon  the  beach,'  replied  John,  *  as  the 
governor  hasn't  given  ohe  at  home  since  we've  been  here.' 
"  '  Why,  you  see.  Jack, — ' 

"  *  Mother,  remember!  no  more  Jacks,'  interrupted  Mr.  John, 
making  an  allegorical  slipknot  on  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and 
giving  his  revered  parent  a  significant  look. 

** '  Oh,  hang  it,  I  always  forget  5  but,'  resuhied  Mrs.  Ketch,  *  I 
was  a  going  to  say,  that  we  don't  know  people  enough  yet  ^  though 
the  Wiggins's  did  promise  that  they'd  introdooce  us  to  a  sight  of 
flne  people-^three  Irish  members  of  Parliament,  who,  they  said, 
would  be  happy  to  dine  with  us  any  day,  or  every  day, — ^Mr.  Fib- 
well,  the  great  atIorney-*-Mr.  Scrub,  a  first-rate  literary  gentleman^ 
who  writes  for  the  nobsepapers  on  both  sides— Dr.  and  Mrs.  Clas- 
sicgander,  who  finish  young  noblemen  and  gentlemen  before  they 
go  on  the  grand  tower — and  Sir  Endymion  Fribble,  who  was  made 
a  barrowknight  a  few  weeks  ago ;  and  aving  behaved  hill  to  his 
wife,  goes  about,  as  Mrs.  Wiggins  tells  me,  trying  to  make  him- 
self populous.' 

"  '  Popular,  ma !'  corrected  Cleopatra, 
"  *  Well,  my  dear,  isn't  it  all  the  same  thing?' 
'' 'Not  quite,' said  Mr.  John. 

'*  <0'Sham,'  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  Til  wralk  on  to  the  beach  with 
Miss  Cleopatra,  and  you  may  leare  those  books  at  home,  and  then 
go  and  ask  how  old  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wiggins  are.' 

'*  '  1  shall,  ma'am,'  responded  O'Sham,  aiid  strode  away  on  his 
homeward  mission.  Miss  Cleopatra  could  well  have  dispensed  with 
this  maternal  reinfbrcement ;  but  out  of  every  misfortune  comes 
some  good,  as  the  termination  of  her  walk  on  that  day  clearly  demon- 
strated. As  usual,  it  blew  a  hurricane  on  the  beach  -,  and  Mrs. 
Ketch,  as  Mr.  Liston  truly  observes,  having,  like  all  fine  women^ 
run  to  seed  very  fast,  her  ancles  were  like  those  of  an  elephant,  and 
sunk  to  a  proportionable  depth  in  the  sand  every  step  she  advanced. 
Now,  although  she  had  never  read  Junius,  she  was  intuitively  awarfe 
that  ^  we  incline  the  balance  as  effectually  by  lessening  the  \Ycight 
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In  one  scale  as  by  increasiog  it  in  the  other,'  and  therefore  ord^ed 
Cleopatra  to  leave  her  brother,  and  come  round  and  give  her  the 
assistance  of  another  arm.  The  Egyptian  queen's  namesake  obeyed, 
'  mentally  Maculating,'  as  the  war  novels  say^ '  how  very  disagree- 
able if  we  should  meet  him !'  —  the  mustachios  understood.  Mr. 
John  and  his  sister  had  spent  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  in  (he  filial 
exercise  of  towing  their  revered  parent,  when  suddenly  (he  echoes 
of  a  horse's  hoofs  were  beard ;  the  wind  rose  still  higher — ^so  did 
Miss  Cleopatra's  hop^^the  handsome  owner  of  the  mustachios 
uppeared.  She  h#  ju^ime  to  untie  her  bonnet,  (a  ^  ruse'  she  had 
decided  upon  previous  to  leaving  home)  when  on  came  the  stran- 
ger's horse,  and  off  flew  Miss  Cleopatra's  bonnet,  rolling  in  playful 
icaprioles  before  the  fiery  Bucephalus  of  the  handsome  man. 

'^Miss  Ketch  had  not  read  through  the  whole  of  the  Minerva 
Press  without  being  perfectly  aware  that  a  scream  was  as  indis- 
pensable to  a  heroine  as  a  sword  is  to  a  soldiet^  aocordingly,  ut- 
tering one  skilfully  attuned  to  the  right  ^conquer  or  die'  pitch,  she 
faintly  articulated  'Oh»  my  bonnet!'  and  then  citing  to  her  brother 
in  the  most  beautiful  attitudes  of  feminine  distress,  so  as  effectually 
to  prevent  his  moving  one  step  in  pursuit  of  it.  What  was  to  be 
done?  Nothing  but  what  was  done;  the  handsome  toian  reined  in 
his  steed,  from  which  he  dismounted,  and  after  a  five  minute's  fruit- 
less chase  after  the  truant  'capotte,'  succeeded  in  securing  it  on  the 
top  of  his  whip,  and  triumphantly  flourishing  it  in  the  air,  like  a  cap 
of  liberty,  gracefully  advanced,  and  presented  it  to  Miss  Cleopatra, 
who  murmured  something  about  ^  gratitude  to  her  deliverer,'  and 
then  cast  upon  his  mustachios  such  a  look  of  caloric  circumvalla- 
tion,  as  must  inevitably  have  melted  the  wax  by  which  those  capil- 
lary graces  adhered  to  his  upper  Up,  had  he  not  instantly  taken  the 
precaution  of  pressing  them  down  with  his  pocket  handkerchief. 

"  *  I'm  sure,  sir,'  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  spreading  out  her  left  hand 
upon  her  hip,  fanning  herself  with  her  handkerchief  that  she  held 
in  her  right,  moving  her  head  from  one  side  to  another,  and  pant- 
ing as  she  spoke,  '  I'm  sure,  sir,  both  I  and  my  daughter  is  (*  <xre, 
ma,'  whispered  Cleopatra),  are  ei^ceedingiy  obleeged  to  you  for  the 
courage  you've  displayed  on  this  here  occasion.' 

'*  *  Quite  so— quite  so— ha !  ha !  ha !'  laughed  Mr.  John,  *  and—' 

*'  'My  dear,  let  me  speak,'  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  laying  her  white 
silk  gloved  hand  upon  the  bottle-green  sleeve  of  her  son's  arm. 
*  We  shall  be  most  appy,  sir-— Mr.  Ketch  my  husband,  and  I — to 
get  acquainted  with  you.  Praps  if  you  aint  a-going  nowhere  else, 
rather  than  stay  at  home  by  yourself,  you'll  come  and  dine  with  us 
Uxlay?" 

^^  Never,  according  to  Miss  Cleopatra's  judgment,  had  her  mo- 
ther uttered  so  much  sense  In  such  few  words. 

''  '  I  shall  be  most  proud — most  appy,'  said  the  stranger,  bowing 
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to  Mrs.  Ketch,  but  lookiog  at  her  daugfifer,  vhofie  cheak  was 
slightly  tinged  at  his  repetition  of  the  word  ^appy/  whieh  she  had 
a  misgiving  was  a  quotation  from  her  mother  *,  but  further  acquaint 
tance  convinced  h^r  that  the  whole  family  of  the  h's  must  have  un- 
accountably offended  him,  as  they  never  were,  by  any  chance, 
invited  to  the  intellectual  feasts  of  his  conversations. 

^'  ^  Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  right  V  said  Mr.  John.  ^  Here's  my  cord 
and  address — may  I  ask  the  pleasure  of  yours  ?" 

'^  'Certainly,'  replied  the  stranger,  withdrawing  a  slip  of  pastel- 
hoard  from  a  card-case,  which  he  presented  to  Mr.  John,  which 
bore  the  inscription  of 

'  Captain  Fitzprigem, 
Berkeley  Square.' 
an  effacing  line  drawn  through  the  Berkeley  Square  and  'Dorset 
Gardens'  written  above  it.  When  Mr.  John  had  sufficiently  spelt 
over  the  name  to  admit  of  audible  and  accurate  repetition,  he  un-^ 
dertook  the  part  of  lord-in-waiting,  and  presented  their  new  acquain- 
tance in  due  form  to  his  mother  and  sister. 

"  '  Captain  Fitzprigem,  my  mother,  Mrs.  Ketch  •,  my  sister.  Miss 
Cleopatra  Ketch.' 

''  Fitzprigem  smiled  and  bowed,  and  bowed  and  smiled  in  cou- 
plets *,  and  then,  as  the  party  walked  on,  murmured  low  in  Miss 
Ketch's  ear,  while  ^  kind  of  St.  Antony's-flre  seemed  to  sufiTuse 
her  face,  '  Cleopatra !— what  a-^a — celestial  name — positively 
eavenly ! ' 

*'  *We  are  obleeged  to  dine  at  the  unfashnable  hour  of  six,  on 
'count  of  Mr.  Ketch's  elth,  sir,'  apologized  Mrs.  Ketch,  as. they 
parted  with  their  new  friend  at  the  corner  of  the  Steyne. 

"  '  At  five,  mother,'  revised  Mr.  John. 

'*  *No,  six,  my  dear;  and  I'm  sure  that  is  hairly  enough,* 
frowned  Mrs.  Ketch,  with  a  little  by-play  that  her  son  perfectly  un- 
derstood. 

<^  <  I  don't  care  what  hour  I  dine  at,'  said  the  gallant  Captain  -, 
^  hours  were  made  for  slaves,  as  the  late  Mr.  Wilberfprce  used  so 
justly  to  observe.' 

*'  *  l^ed  he,  indeed^  sir? '  responded  Mrs.  Ketch ;  '  then,  I  sup^ 
pose,  he  was  a  great  West  Ingee  pefprietor? ' 

"  '  Well,  never  mind  if  we  do  dine  at  six,'  said  Mr.  John,  with 
an  energetic  slap  on  his  right  knee ;  ^  we'll  break  into  some  of  the 
governor's  best  claret.'  - 

'^  At  the  phrase  ^  break  into,'  the  refined  Fitzprigem,  no  doubt 
shocked  at  its  vulgarity,  hurled  a  kind  of  Old  Bailey  lopk  at  Mr« 
John,  under  whieh  he  might  have  felt  disagreeably  restrained,  had 
not  his  mpther  copie  to  his  assistance,  by  saying  : 

'^  '  My  dear,  I'm  sure  you  can't  have  any  better  claret  than  what 
we  have  every  day.' 
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^*  Mr.  John  looked  obliTious  and  interrogatory,  andCaplain  Fi(z- 
prigem  took  advantage  of  the  pause  to  make  his  adieox,  promising 
punctaally  lo  remember  six. 

^'  ^  My  dear  Jack,'  said  Mrs.  Retch,  *  you  should  not  let  out  that 
we  dine  at  flye  before  such'a  fashionable  man  as  Captain  Filzprigem, 
when  you  know  none  of  the  quality  ever  dines  before  eight." 

*'  *  Weil,  but  we  do  dine  at  five,  mother,  and  one  can't  always 
remember  to  tell  lies,  and  Vm  sure  your  memory  is  no  better  than 
mine,  for,  after  all  your  promises,  you  will  go  on  calling  me  Jack.' 

*^  ^  I'll  never  call  you  Jack  again,'  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes,  ^  if  you'll  remember  not  to  be  so  free-spoken  before 
strangers :  and  then  talking  of  the. best  claret, — enough  to  make 
people  think  that  we  hadn't  the  best  every  day.' 

"  *No  more  we  have,'  retorted  Mr.  John,  '  for  we've  no  claret  at 
all,  except  when  there's  company.' 

^^  '  Dear  me! '  said  Mrs.  Ketch,  as  she  knocked  at  her  own  door, 
^  I  hope  your  father  is  in  a  good  humour,  for  I've  three  things  to 
bring  about :  Orst  to  tell  him  about  having  asked  the  Captain  ^  next 
about  having  put  off  the  dinner  till  six,  which  I  know  will  make 
him  very  cross;  and  next  lo  get  him  lo  dress  for  dinner,  which  I'm 
sadly  afeared  I  shall  not  be  able  to  do.  You  must  come  and  help 
me,  Cleo,  to  talk  him  over.' 

''  Indeed,  ma,  I  canH;  for  it's  now  three,  and  it  always  takes 
Dumps  three  hours  to  plat  my  hair  in  a  Grecian  plat,  and. she  says 
she  can't  do  it  under.' 

"  *Then  let  her  do  it  over,'  said  Mr.  John,  who  was  the  wit  of 
the  family. 

'^  ^  Well,  I  don't  wonder  at  your  wishing  to  look  well  for  the 
Captain,'  cried  Mrs.  Ketch;  ^so  tell  Mima  to  come  to  me — ^and 
John,  remember,  if  nothing  else  can  get  your  father  to  be  grateful 
to  Ihe  Captain,  and  receive  him  in  a  genteel  manner,  we  must  make 
out  that  Gleo,  but  for  him,  would  have  been  half^rownded.* 

"  'Oh,  half-seas-over,  if  you  like,  provided  you  pot  in  for  the 
best  claret,'  acquiesced  Mr.  John.  ^ 

"Upon  reaching  the  drjiwing-room,  they  found  Mr.  Ketch  se- 
nior seated  in  an  arm-chair  in  the  window,  with  his  hat  on  his  head 
and  his  spectacles  on  his  nose,  reading  a  newspaper.  His  dress 
consisted  of  a  blue  coat  and  buff  waistcoat,  mud-coloured  unmen- 
tionables, and  gaiters.  Mis  feet  were  stretched  out  horizontally,  and 
bis  under-lip  in  the  same  direction,  as  he  held  the  newspaper  at  a 
respectful  distance  from  him,  the  better  to  scan  its  contents.  Mrs. 
Ketch  knew,  by  the  horizontal  under-lip,  that  she  must  at  once  re- 
sort to  the  worst.  So,  rushing  into  the  room  and  clasping  her  bands 
^  a  la  Siddons,'  she  exclaimed, 

"  'Oh  I  Samuel!  my  dear  I  our  Cleo  has  had  such  an  escape  I 
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must  have  been  lost!!  destroyed!!!  drownded!!!!  bot  for  the 
gallant  conduc  of  a  young  hofflcer ! ' 

u  (  Why,'  said  Mr.  Ketch, '  has  the  girl  been  in  the  sea?' 

''  ^  No,  my  dear ;  but  (he  sea  was  a  cooiing  to  her  as  fast  as  hever 
it  could,  and  all  her  things  blew  off,  when  a  young  man — ' 

''  VAU  her  things,  Mrs.  Ketch ! '  exclaimed  Mr.  Ketch,  aetuatly 
taking  off  his  spectacles ;  '  All  her  things !  how  very  shocking, 
scandalous  and  improper! ' 

"  '  NOf  my  dear,  not  all ;  but  her  bonnet  9nd  collar-— only  you're 
so  quick  you  never  let  one  finish  what  one  is  saying — and  but  for 
Captain  Filzprigem,  she  might  have  been  brought  home  to  you  a 
dead  corpse ! ' 

^^  'And  pray,  who  is  this  Captain  Fitzprigem?'  inquired  Mr. 
Ketch,  still  unroused  into  a  proper  degree  either  of  paternal-  gra- 
titude, or  hospitable  feeling. 

" 'Why,  my  dear,  he  lives  in  Berkeley-square!'  Still,  even 
under  that  galvanic  announcement,  Mr.  Ketch  remained  immove* 
able.l  'And,'  continued  Mrs.  Ketch,  fixing  her  eyes  full  upon 
him,  '  he's  quite  the  gentleman !  has  evidently  moved  in  the  first 
class ! ' 

''  'Humph!  likely  enough.!'  grunted  Mr.  Ketch.  'Stocethe 
rail-roads  h^ve  been  established,  many  people  do  move  in  the  first 
class.' 

"'  'Oh,  my  dear !  how  can  you  ?'  expostulated  Mrs.  Ketch  ^  '  and, 
besides,  he  seemed  so  taken  with  Cleo.' 

"  'Did  he?'  said  Mr.  Ketch,  instinctively  buttoning  up  the 
pockets  of  his  mud-coloured  inconceivables  ^  for,  like  every  'Faber 
suae  fortunse,'  he  had  an  insuperable  mixture  of  contempt  and  sus- 
picion of  all  who  could  give  no  proofs  of  being  of  the  same  genus. 
'  Did  he !  hope  he  won't  be  mistaken  in  her.' 

"  'He  appeared  a  deuced  sharp,  shrewd,  clever  fellow,'  diplo- 
matized Mr.  John,  who  began  to  fear  there  would  be  no  chance  of 
the  claret  if  he  did  no  put  in  his  oar. 

"  'Oh,  indeed!  and  who  do  you  say  he  is?'  said  Mr.  Ketch, 
turning  to  his  son,  and  for  the  first  time  condescending  to  interest 
himself  in  the  business. 

*''A  Captain  Fitzprigem — evidently,  as.  my  mother  says,  a 
gentleman— for  he  has  very  black  mustachios,  and — and — very 
bland  manners.' 

"  '  Fitzprigem ! — Filzprigem ! — let  me  see?'  mused  Mr.  Ketch, 
calculating  on  his  fingers,  during  which  (with  liim  at  all  times 
solemn  and  portentuous  ceremony)  Mrs.  Ketch  scarcely  dared  to 
breathe.  '  Is  there  not  a  rich  Lord  Fitzprigem  that  lately,  bought. a 
villa  near  Richmond?'  ^ 

"  'Surely,'  saidM^.  John,  'he  bought  it,  if  you- remember^  after 
making  Ihat^immense  speck  in  (he  Spanish  Bonds.' 
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''  ^  And  is  (hid  maa  any  relation  to  him?'  asked  Mr.  Ketch^ 
speaking  energetically^  and  turning  quickly  round  in  his  chair. 

'' '  Most  likely  his  son,'  said  Mr.  John,  in  9  confident  and  cou- 
rageous voice;  'but  we  can  ask  him  to-day  at  dinner-^as  my 
mother,  you  know,  could  not  do  less  (nor  more,  according  to 
English  notions  of  gratitude),  sir,  than  ask  him  to  dinner,  after 
saying  Cleopatra's  life!'  added  Mr.  John,  walking  with  the  air  of  a 
Jupiter  up  to  the  glass,  raising  his  shirt-collar  about  a  quarter  of 
an  inch  on  each  side,  and  then  precipitately  placing  his  hands  on 
the  hind  pockets  of  his  coat,  as  though  to  ascertain  that  ail  there 
was  safe.  His  mother  looked  laure^groves  at  him  for  his  heroic 
conduct,  while  his  father  quietly  said,  without  further  comment : 

*'  ^So  he  dines  here — does  he — I  should  like  to  know  if  he  is 
^hat  yery  d^er  man's  son ;  Jack,  don't  forget  to  ask  him.' 

'^  *'  I  won't  sir;  but  in  case  he  should  be  as  Ty^no  doubt  he  is, 
don't  you  think  it  would  be  as  well  to  haye  some  of  the  best  claret 
out?' 

'^ '  Well  thoufiiht  of,'  cried  Mr.  Ketch^  quickly  unbuttoning  one 
of  the  so  recently  buttoned  pockets,  and  withdrawing  from  it  the 
key  of  the  cellar,  with  which  his  son  instantly  quitted  the  room. 
Mrs.  Ketch  and  her  bosom'ii  lord  were  now  t^te-4-t6te ;  but  one 
diftcuity  more  remained  to  be  surmounted,  thanks  to  the  enter-* 
prising  conduct  of  her  son;  and  rather  than  do  any  thing  that  could 
for  a  moment  risk  the  new-born  popularity  of  Lord  Filzprigem's 
son,  with  that  real  genius  that  is  eyer  quick  to  decide,  and  l)old  to 
undertake,  in  cases  of  emergency,  she  resolved  to  calumniate  the 
cook.  This  was  bad,  certainly ;  but  to  have  had  Captain  Fitzprigem 
badly  received  would  have  been  worse.  So  advancing  to  the  back 
of  Mr.  Ketch's  chair,  and  leaning  flbndly  oyer  it,  said,  as  she  looked 
tenderly  in  his  face  : '  Really,  dear,  that  cook  is  too  tiresome,  she 
says  the  venison  came  in  so  late,  she  cannot  possibly  get  dinner 
ready  before  six ;— tiresome  is'nl  it,  love?' 

"* Discharge  her  to-morrow!"  thundered  Mr.  Ketch,  which 
convinced  Mrs.  Ketch  (who  was  a  woman  of  great  penetration, 
and  as  soon  as  any  thing  happened,  always  perceived  exactly  what 
it  was;,  that  it  would  have  been  madness  to  have  let  Captain  Fitz^ 
prigem  rest  under  the  odium  of  delaying  the  dinner. 

''  At  half- past  five  the  young  ladies  were  dressed  and  in  the 
drawing-room,  where  they  fidgetled  from*  chair  to  sofa,  and  sofiai 
to  ottoman,  in  a  state  of  strong  nervous  excitement,  till  six  o'clock 
precisely,  when  a  cabriolet — the  cabriolet  drove,  up  to  the  door. 
The  sisters  were  at  the  window  instantly,  peeping  through  the 
blind,  ^Is'nt  he  handsome?'  asked  Cle(^atra. 

*'  'Wh3%  how  strange,'  said  Jemima,  'I  do  think  I  saw  him 
shake  ha^ds  with  his  groom.' 

'' '  Nonsense!'  scoffed  Cleopatra,  with  the  look  of  aZenobia. 
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'^Whether  Captain  Filiprigetn  heard  tbe^  voi^^,  if  fiot  {he 
>vords,  through  the  opeb  window,  I  know  not,  but  lie  agaiir  turned^ 
lo  his  groom,  and  placing  his  hand  upon  his  arm,  as  though  to 
inforce  his  directions,  said,  in  an  audible  voice,  ^  Be  sure  you  send 
those  letters  off  immediately — and — a— Jenkins— the  cab  at  eleven.' 
Two  minutes  after,  Gaptein  Fitzprigem  was  announced,  and  per« 
fecliy  dazzled  the  young  ladies  with  the  gilt  ginger-^bread  gor^ 
geousness  of  his  appearance  :  he  wore  a  pink  satin  waistcoat,  and 
innumerable  little  shirt  fHlls,  like  a  cauliflower  run  to  seed,  aud 
studded  like  a  firmament  with  jewels;  his  coat  was  embrcHdered, 
and  nurned  back,  which  gave  him  a  magnificent  spread  eagle  ap^ 
pearance;  thick  masses  of  curls  graced  each  side  of  his  liead,  re^ 
sen4)ling  from  their  rigidity  the  stone  representation  of  d'Gre€i& 
mask  more  than  anything  human  \  while  hi3  hands,  from  the 
quantity  of  rings  he  wore,  lodked  like  a  diorama  of  a  jewelier'» 
tray ;  his  voice  was  somewliat  peculiar,  as  though  he  had  plunae 
in  his  mouth,  that  gave  it  a  certain  unintelligible  thickness,  whteb 
was  not  relieved  by  hia  smile,  which  was  more  muscular  than 
mental,  merely  distending  his  mouth,  without  illuminating  his 
other  features.  Such  was  the  fasoinating  Fitzprigem,  as  he  entered 
Mrs.  Ketch's  drawing-room.  Mr.  Keteh  had  been  prevailed  upon 
to  dress  for  Lord  Fitzprigem's  son,  but  could  not  be  prevailed  upon 
to  deviate  from  his  usual  custom  of  nev^r  meeting  his  guests  till  he 
met  them  in  the  dining-room*  Every  thing  was  beautifully  ar- 
ranged; for,  although  Captain  Fitzprigem  was  obUged  to  take 
Mrs.  Retch  down  to  dinaer,  Miss  Cleopatra  contrived  that  he 
should  sit  next  her.  Mr.  Ketch  received  his  '  distinguished  guesf 
as  though  he  had  been  drinking  ^  the  glorious,  pious,  and  im-^ 
mortal  memory'  in  solemn  silence  *,  which  awful  pause  continued 
for  some  seconds,  till  Mrs.  Ketch  (who  was  never  ashamed  to  men- 
tion the  Wiggins's  because  they  were  richer  even  than  the  Ketohes^ 
and  consequently  great  people  in  her  estimation),  tdFned  Eound  to 
O'Sham,  and  said,  '  Bid  you  go  to  know  how  old  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Wiggins  were?' 

^^^  I  did,  ma'am,  and  Mr.  Wiggins  is  seveaty'^two,  but  they  did 
not  know  how  old  Mis.  Wiggins  wa&.' 

''  *  Dear  me,  how  stupid  you  are/  said  Mrs.  Ketch, '  I  sent  yow 
to  know  how  their  health  was— not  what  their  age  was;'|ndthe& 
leaning  over  to  Captain  Filzpngem,  added  ina  whisper,  ^  whatVtupid 
people  the  Hirish  is— aint  they?'  • 

4  4  4  \Yhy,— ^— yes-^we  find  them  great  blunderers  ijr^ur  prcH 
fession.'  ,  * 

'' '  Indeed?  I  always  thought  they  were  reckoned  good  soklieRs,"^ 
ventured  Miss  Cleopatra.  :  *. .  *  ^ 

"*  Yes— a— I— ^—believe  they  are/  said  Captain  IPftzp^emy 
abstraoteiUy  balancing  on  bis  fore-finger  a  Boiassive  gilt  fork.  Thifr 
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ms  in  Cleopatra's  eyes  a  decided  proof  of  bis  genius,  for  all  geniuses 
are  absent,  espepiaHy  when  Ihey  are  present. 

<«  ^  Ave  you  been  at  the  hopera,  Captain? '  asked  Mrs.  Ketcb. 

''  Cleopatra  was  in  an  agony  whenever  ber  motber  opened  her 
mouth  for  any  other  purpose  than  to  eat  her  dinner — for  beside 
her  feuds  with  (he  '  h's,'  there  were  as  insny  ^  says  Fs,  and  '  says 
she's'  in  ber  conversation,  as  there  are  in  Fontenelie's  ^PJurality 
of  Worlds.' 

^'  To  this  last  question,  Captain  Fitzprigem  not  only  replied  in 
the  affirmative,  but  ran  out  into  such  raptures  about  Taglioni,  that 
Miss  Cleopatra  Gelt  towards  that  divine  danseuse  with  the  epic  feet 
and  musical  limbs,  almost  as  spitefully,  as  Martial  expresses  himself 
about  the  Belie  and  Gadilon  female  dancers. 

^' '  What  I  so  particularly  admire  in  Taglioni,'  pursued  Captain 
Fitzprigem,  '  is  the  breathless  attention  with  which  she  rivets  ail 
beholders.  I  really  believe,  while  she  is  dancing,  you  might  cut  off 
people's  heads,  and  they'd  never  feel  it ! ' 

'^ '  I  ax  (e)  your  pardon,  Captain,'  said  Mr.  John, '  ha  I  ha !  ha ! ' 

"  '  Pray,  sir,'  cried  Mr.  Ketch,  tired  of  bursting  in  ignorance — 
<  may  I  ask  if  you  are  any  relation  of  Lord  Fitzprigem's?' 

*' '  A  no — a  BO — I — a — ave  merely  been  at  his  ouse — oar's  is  the 
elder  branch  of  the  family,  we  are  linally  descended  from  an  ancestor 
who  suffered  crucifixion  in  Tiberius  Cesar's  time.' 

'^  *'  Then,'  said  Mr.  John,  quaffing  another  glass  of  champagne, 
U  should  fear  there  was  a  cross  in  the  breed.' 

'' '  Ha!  ha !  hai  deuced  good,'  laughed  Captain  Fitzprigem,  but 
Jemima  frowned  ber  brother  into  silence ;  while  Mr.  Ketch  senior 
plunged  into  a  reverie  not  of  the  pleasantest  kind,  at  the  idea  of 
his  best  claret  being  drank  by  a  man  who  was  not  Lord  Fitzprigem's 
son  I  he  even  whispered  Mr.  John,  to  know  if  there  was  not  any 
other  out,  but  Mr.  John  gave  a  shake  of  the  head,  thai  assured  him 
he  was  in  for  it. 

*•'  Eacii  succeeding  day.  Captain  Fitzprigem  ingratiated  himself 
more  and  more  into  the  good  graces  of  every  member  of  the  Ketch 
family,  except,  indeecl,  Mr.  Ketch  senior,  who  seme  how  or  other 
did  not  take  to  him,  though  the  gallant  Captain,  assured  him,  that 
his  father,  grandfather,  and  great-^grandfather,  had  been  closely 
^  li6e '  wjlh  a  family  of  the  name  of  Ketch — ^indeed  there  had  been 
such  a  friendship  between  tiiem,  that  the  Filzprigems  had  been 
known  lo  lay  down  their  lives  for  the  Ketehes.  It  has  been  truly 
observeci^^t  ^  one-half  of  human  life  is  made  up  of  wasted  con- 
sideration. Tlie  high-ways  of  the  world  are  strewed  with  the  sand 
of  thoughts  cast  away.  The  events  over  which  we  have  no  conlroul 
affect  our  Ae^tiny  a  thousand-fold  more  than  the  few  that  we  can 
gbveraf  £ftid  while  we  ponder  over  our  decision,  fate  decides  for 
us,  and  the  game  is  played ! '   But  Captain  Fitzprigem  eschewed 
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Ihte  mode  of  proceeding,  and  wisely  resolved  to  leave  nothing  to 
fate  that  he  could  avoid.  Accordingly,  about  a  week  after  bis  debQt 
at  Mr.  Ketch's  dinner-table,  he  determined  to  propose  for  Miss 
Cleopatra ;  and  as  genius  always  makes  the  opportunities  it  cannot 
find,  he  fabricated  the  following  one  for  the  medium  of  his  proposal. 
Miss  Cleopatra  was  sitting  accidentally  on  purpose  alone  in  the 
back  drawing-room,  one  Thursday  morning,  at  the  hour  when 
Captain  Fitzprigem  was  wont  to  call.  After  the  first  salutations,  the 
Captain  sighed;  Miss  Cleopatra  blushed,  but  as  a  woman  is  always 
the  first  to  break  silence  on  these  embarrassing  occasions,  she  ven- 
tured to  ask  to  what  regiment  Captain  Fitzprigem  belonged? 

^^  ^I  am — that  is,  I  was  till  I  knew  you ! '  replied  he,  flinging 
himself  on  one  knee,  '  Unattached. .  Oh  Cleopatra !  *  Here  Captain 
Fitzprigem  buried  his  face  in  his  handkerchief.  Now  every  one 
knows,  who  knows  anything  (and  those  who  know  nothing  one  can 
never  enlighten)  that,  oh  Cleopatra!  or  oh  Julia!  or  oh  Fanny!  as 
the  case  may  be,  when  coupled  with  a  pocket  handkerchief  to  the 
face,  is,  or  ought  to  be,  a  proposal.  So, ^accordingly.  Miss  Cleo- 
patra '  owned  the  soft  impeachment,'  and  then  suddenly  recollected, 
as  she  raised  her  head  from  Captain  Fitzprigem's  shoulder,  that  she 
had  a  father,  and  that  it  was  generally  customary  on  such  occasions 
\o  make  him  a  party  concerned ;  — a  custom,  it  is  true,  which  she 
thought  would  be  ^better  honoured  in  the  breach  than  in  the 
observance  \ '  but  necessity  has  no  law,  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
law  has  so  many  necessities,  that  it  is  better  if  possible  to  comply 
with  them. 

''  Mr.  Ketch's  first  question,  when  applied  to,  was^  what  Captain 
Fitzprigem  would  settle  on  his  daughter?  Captain  Fitzprigcim 
looked  as  if  he  was  willing  to  settle  himself  immediately,  with  a 
promissory  look  that  he  would  settle  his  wife  the  moment  they 
were  married,  and  then  murmured  something  ^ut  writing  to  his 
agcfnt  for  papers  and  title-deeds,  trusting  in  the  meanwhile  to  his 
Cleopatra's  devotion,  to  allow  no  such  mundane  delays  to  petard 
their  happiness.  Mrs.  Ketch  was  all  poTnt-lace  and  preparation, 
and  Miss  Jemima  was  in  a  perfect  fever  of  reversionary  tremours 
and  trousseaus.  Mr.  John  looked  twenty  per  cent,  fatter  and  fiercer. 
Miss  Kitty  Ketch,  the  maiden  aunt,  was  alone  calm,  calculating,  and 
cantankerous ;  and  was  even  vindictive  enough  to  beg  Miss  Cleo- 
patra would  peruse  the  following  domestic  epic  she  had  just  received 
from  a  friend: — 

** '  Fanny,  bent  on  love  and  raarriage» 
ScoCTd  at  wealth,  despised  a  carriage ; 
And  took,  as  all  young  ladies  do, 
Advice  like  gall,  because  Hwas  true. 

*  Pause*  love/  cried  her  anxious  mother,  , 

*  Weigh  well,'  urged  her  prudent  brother ; 


130  Tllfi   BUDGET  OF 

<  Fan,  a  col  is  uot  a  palace/ 

(This  she  thought  fraternal  malice), 

*  Then  think  how  wretched  is  the  life, 
Of  a  poor,  lone,  neglected  wife; 

And  men  yon  know  are  prone  to  range/ 
'  Yes,  but  my  Charles  can  never  change  I 
His  eyes  are  like  the  star  that  throws 
Its  glance  upon  the  Persian  rose. 
Brightest  of  all  that's  bright  above, 
The  very  cynosure  of  love ! 
His  hands  as  lily  bells  are  white. 
His  silken  hair  as  black  as  night; 
His  flower-breath'd  voice  is  silver  sweet — 
Nay,  there's  e'en  music  in  his  feet.* 

*  Fudge! '  cried  her  brother,  *  what's  all  this 
To  do  with  weekly  bills,  pray  Miss  ? 

His  hair  though  black  won't  tarn  to  coals, 
Nor  his  white  hands  to  penny  rolls! 
And  though  at  you  he  casts  sheep's  eyes. 
They  (»nnot  change  to  mutton  pies  1 ' 

*  George^  how  can  you  be  so  horrid  P ' 
Fanny  cried,  and  press'd  her  forehead, 

*  I'd  rather  live  with  Charles  on  beans, 
Than  like  Lord  Melbourne  feast  with  queens. 

'   For  him  I'd  gladly  beg,  starve,  die!' 

*  For  shame ! '  flrowned  George,  *  Oh  Fanny,  fie !' 
Just  as  George  flasb'd  his  angry  glance. 

An  ancient  dame  called'-^fresh  from  France, 

To  see  Fanny  and  her  mother, 

Who  chimed  in  With  her  rude  brother. 

*  My  dearest  child,  mind  what  I  say, 
I  know  de  men  dis  many  day ; 

De  dark,  de  fals,  de  short,  de  Ull, 
From  nort  to  sout,  I  watch  dem  all ; 
And  I  have  found  from  west  to  east, 
Yes,  'pon  my  word,  all  Mar  is  bkast  " ! ' 
No  sooner  shall  you  be  deir  femme, 

Den  dey  liegin  deir  prank<>oat  d m."^ 

Despite  this  eloquent  appeal, 
Fanny  prepared  to  sign  and  seal. 
•         Wedded  she  was.  and  in  a  burry 
'  The  happy  pair '  set  off  for  Surrey. 
For  the  first  month,  or  thereabout, 
'  Angels'  and  *  darlings'  help'd  them  out. 
But  full  soon  the  moon  of  honey 
Turned  to  gall,  for  want  of  money ! 
And  oh !  must  we  own  it  P  Charles  would  chide 
To  find  *  the  wife  dearer  than  the  bride  1 ' 

'  As  it  is  only  geniuses  of  tl^e  highest  order  that  are  entitled  to  the  dotce  far  nienle, 
luxury  of  plagiarism,  I  think  it  right  to  state,  that  tbi^  sublime  aphorism^  epntaining  as  ft 
does  the  nucleus  of  all  philosophy  and  metaphysics ;  was  uttered  by  an  old  French  lady, 
married  to  a  Dutch  man.  It  was  the  result  of  seventy-two  years  experience.  This  orna- 
ment to  her  sex  had  the  face  of  a  Boaassus,  and  the  courage  of  a  Boadicca ;  and  this  strik- 
ing truth  was  ^icited,  by  hearing  a  beaatiful  young  friend,  recently  married,  ask  her  hus- 
band to  go  to  the  opera  with  another  lady— whereupon,  the  wisdom  «f  a^s  burst  forth  in 
the  following  sentence—**  What  for  you  let  your  husban  go  to  de  opera  wid  dat  wonfan ' 
'     you  young  wife,  I  old  wife,  and  I  tell  you  from  experience,  dat  all  man  is  BSAst ! '' 
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He  soon  kiss'd  less,  and  eat  mucfa  more, 
thought  dining  t^te-a-t^te  a  bore. 
Said  rude  things,  half  grave,  half  joking. 
Left  off  singing,  took  to  smoking ! 
Thought  that  Fanny  was  grown  Ibinher, 
^  And  apt  to  flush  after  dinner ! 

As  husbands  love  too  veil  to  flatter, 

He  wish'd  her  like  Miss  Vernon,  fatter. 

Soon  *  business'  kept  him  long  in  town, 

Yet  once  a  fortnight  he'd  run  down , 

Just  for  lo  get  a  pipe,  or  book, 

And  give  his  wife  a  hasty  look, 

Or  say,  ♦  he  thought  it  very  odd. 

She  could  not  flourish  like  a  sod. 

With  fresh  li^ater  and  fresh  air, 

And  unmolested  time-to  spare.' 

*  then  back  to  busy  life  again/ 

With  his  enlightened  fellow-men. 

He'd  forget  sorrow,  care,  and  strife, 

Or,  in  one  word,  forget  his  wife  I 

Poor  Fanny's  lot's  i>y  no  means  rare 

Amid  what's  called  the  '  British  fair ! ' 

Through  life's  dull  game  they  stiU  must  smart, 

Who  vainly  throw  awaif  their  heart; 

Still  must  wives  weep  in  'doleful  dumps,' 

As  long  as  clubs  alone  ate  trumps  ; 

And  Fanny  b^  nor  last  nor  least, 

To  prove  indeed---'  all  man  is  beast ! ' 

^'  This  cbarmiDg  poem  (!)  had  no  salutary  effect  upon  the  modern 
Cleopatra,  who  was  resolved  upon  lavish^g  the  pearl  of  single 
blessedness  on  the  \inegar  of  matrimony.  She  and  Captain  Fitzprig- 
em  bad  got  long  past  music  and  moonlight,  and  were  progressing 
faBt  towards  the  almdst  conjugal  state  of  tiffs  and  tears— he  anathe- 
matized his  agent's  delay — she  pleaded  her  father's  authority.  But 
what  tnay  not '  truths  divine'  effect  when  they  come  ^mended '  from 
a  pair  of  mustachios?— father  and  agent  were  at  length  both  for- 
gotten, and  Cleopatra  promised  to  elope  with  Captain  Fitzprigem  on 
the  following  night ! 

''  The  following  night  at  length  arrived.  Miss  Cleopatra  had  re- 
ceived a  note,  early  in  the  day,  f^om  her  adorer,  saying  he  thought 
it  would  be  more  prudent  to  defer  their  expedition  till  two  or  three 
in  the  morning,  when  the  whole  family  would  be  sure  to  be  fast 
asleep,  in  which  she  acquiesced.  But  sleep  for  her  was,  of  course, 
out  of  the  question.  In  ail  the  novels  in  which  there  were  any  elope- 
ments, she  knew  it  was  ^de  rigueur'  for  the  heroine  to  leave  a 
letter  on  the  table  prior  to  her  departure,  to  inform  her  disconso- 
late parents  of  the  event.  Mifts  Cleopatra  had  just  sealed  and  super- 
scribed one  to  '  Samuel  Ketch,  Esq.'  that  she  had  copied  verbatim 

from  the  second  volume  of '  The  History  of  Miss  Emily  D ,' 

and  was  descending  with  it  to  the  library,  which  adjoined  the  din- 
ing-room, when  she  was  startled  by  a  sort  of  whispering  noise.  On 
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entering  Ihe  room,  she  perceived  Mr.  O'Sham  at  a  table^  with  a 
,  book  before  him,  out  of  which  he  was  copying  (he  printed  letters 
on  a  sheet  of  blank  paper;  or^  in  other  words,  instructing  himself 
in  the  art  of  writing  and  orthography. 

'^  ^Is  that  yourself,  miss?'  said  he,  dropping  his  pen,  and  blot- 
ting the  result  of  all  his  labours  at  the  apparition  of  Miss  Cleopatra, 
wha  instead  of  replying  to  his  question  touching  her  own  identity, 
inquired  what  on  earth  kept  him  up  till  that  time  of  night? 

^^  ^  The  butler's  out,  miss,  and  I  promised  I'd  sit  up  and  let  him  in." 

(( cy^py  improper,'  said  Cleopatra,  with  a  mistress  of  the  house 
air, '  to  be  up  at  such  an  hour.'' 

'<  While  she  spoke,  O'Sham  heard  the  butler's  signal,  and  went 
to  the  door  to  let  him  in.  Cleopatra  left  the  letter,  and  was  prepar- 
ing to  return  up  stairs,  when  the  butler,  who  remembered  he  had 
left  some  gold  plate  on  the  sideboard  that  evehing,  passed  through 
the  library  into  the  dining-room,  which  he  had  scarcely  done  be- 
fore he  called  loudly  to  O'Sham,  who  instantly  came  to  his  assist- 
ance, followed  by  his  young  mistress,  who  (here  beheld  the  butler 
in  the  act  of  tearing  a  black  mask  from  one  man's  face,  while 
O'Sham  lost  no  time  in  securing  the  other,  when — oh,  horror  of 
horrors ! — she  beheld  (he  adored  features  of  her  much  loved  Fitz- 
prigem !  Still,  she  thought  it  was  for  her  he  had  incurred  all  this 
danger,  though  the  packets  of  plate  he  and  his  servant  Jenkins, 
(alias  bis  accomplice),  had  brought  up  from  the  pantry,  might  have 
instantaneously  convinced  a  more  suspecting  person  to  the  contrary. 
Mr.  O'Sham,  who  never  relaxed  his  grasp  of  the  gallant  Captain, 
threw  up  the  window,  and  invoked  the  aid  of  the  police,  who  had 
no  sooner  come  to  his  assistance,  than  they  (M'onounced  Messieurs 
Fitzprigem  and  Jenkins,  alias  Scott  and  Jackson,  to  be  two  of  a 
gang  of  notorious  housebreakers,  whom  they  had  long  been  in 
search  of.  Miss  Cleopatra  fainted;  but  not;,before  she  had  seen  her 
once  idolized  almost  husband  dragged  to  prison.  But  one  blow  her 
too  susceptible  heart  was  spared — his  mustachios  were  not  of  the 
parly!  *  *  *  ^  *  * 

''  The  next  day  the  Ketches  left  Brighton.  Miss  Cleopatra  has 
never  been  a  Ketch  to  any  second  Fitzprigem — shielded,  no  doubt, 
by  the  unalterable  conviction  that 

ALL  MAN  IS  beast!" 

^^  Humph,"  said  Marmaduke,  ^^  that's  not  far  from  the  truth— 
and  I  am  one  of  the  number ;  for  here  have  I  been  all  this  time  away 
from  Theresa — and  where  the  deuce  did  I  leave  Howard?" 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Yous  n'y  penserez  plas,  et  cela  me  console, 
SMI  a  pu  m'^chapper  un  ordre,  une  parole, 
Un  regard  qui  voas  blesse,  il  faat  toat  oublier.'' 

<^.  DELAyiGRB. 

"  As  I  Urembled,  look'd  and  sigh'd, 
His  eyes  met  mine ;  fix'd  their  glories  on  me, 
Gonfasion  tbriird  mc  then,  and  secret  joy 
Fast  throbbing  stole  its  treasures  from  my.beatt. 
And  mantling  upwards,  turned  my  face  to  crimson." 
Beooxi^s  GustM/us  Vasa. 


A  HBW  BDITIOM  of  the  REJKCTED  ADDBESSSS.— expected  ARfilTAL  OF  LORD  AND  LADY 
JOHN  BUBBLE— HOPES   AND  FEARS   I^ELATIYB   THERETO.— 'MISS  PRUDENCE  ABLY  ITIN  - 

.  SIGATES  DR.  DEMETRIUS  DAMNBMALL  FROM  THE  ACCUSATION  OF  THEOLOGICAt  IN- 
TOLERANCE.^-xMR.  HOWARD  BECOMES  CONTraCBD  IN  THIS  CHAPTER  OF  WHAT  HE 
MlOflT  HATE  BEEN  CONYINCED  LONG  AGO. 

How  different  is  admiration  from  affection.  ^'  We  always  admire 
^'bat  we  love,  but  we  do  not'always  love  what  we  admire,''  says  La 
Bruy^re,  and  he  says  truly.  Admiration  is  a  separate  and  distinct 
feeling.  Affection  is  the  only  coin  that  can  purchase  affection. 
When  we  mourn  for  the  dead,  it  is  not  so  much  (he  recollection  of 
their  great  talents,  their  great  services,  or  even  their  great  vir- 
tues, that  makes  us  weep,  for  these  were  not  so  much  ours,  as 
the  world's  and  posterity's,  and  the  world's  and  posterity's. it  is 
to  mourn  for  and  reward  them.  No,  it  is  the  remembered  kind 
look,  the  soft  word,  the  little  wish  anticipated,  the  fault  pardoned, 
or  kindly  reproved,  the  nameless  attentions,  nothing  in  themselves, 
but  everything  to  those  on  whom  they  are  bestowed — these  are 
our  own — these  it  is  that  we  never  forget,  and  the  memory  of 
which  causes  the  tears  that  keep  green  the  graves  of  the  dead,  and 
raise  to  them  monuments  that  cannot  perish,  and  epitaphs  thai 
cannot  flatter.  We  are  told  that  the  soldier's  mistress  was  more 
grateful  to  Peter  the  Great,  for  never  forgetting  that  she  was  fond  of 
wallflowers,  and  always  bringing  her  home  some  whenever  he  met 
with  them,  than  for  making  her  Empress  of  Russia.  I  can  readily 
believe  it.  The  works  of  God  are  alohe  sufficient  to  make  us  won- 
der, admire,  and  worship  -,  but  the  Great  Being  who  knows  the 
heart  he  has  made,  wins  us  to  love  Him,  by  telling  us  to  ^^  cast 
our  burden  upon  Him,  who  careth  for  us" — he  does  not  say  on 
Him  who  is  superior  to  us,  and  in  whose  power  we  are. 

Mr.  Stuart  Yernon  had,  in  a  very  disinterested,  high-minded, 
and  chivalric  manner  proposed  for  Miss  Manners  during  her  illness ; 
and  lest  her  delicacy  sliould  be  shocked  at  the  suddenness  of  the 
proceeding,  he  had,  with  the  true  honour  of  a  generous  mind, 
conducted  the  whole  matter  so  as  to  exalt  her  in  every  possible  way 
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— first  he  bad  obtained  the  approbation  of  his  father  and  mother, 
Lord  and  Lady  Mendip ;  who  had  hnmoured  their  mutual  idol, 
as  they  had  given  their  consent  kfy  expressing  almost  as  much 
anxiety  for  the  match  as  he  did  himself;  and  secondly/  he  assured 
Theresa  that  his  motive  for  proposing  for  her  thus  precipitately, 
was  in  case  she  should  have  lost  her  beauty  by  the  terrible  illness 
she  had  sustained.  To  convince  her,  that  although  it  might,  and 
certainly  had  attracted  him,  yet  it  was  not  for  it  alone  that  he 
loved  her.  If  she  did  not  already  like  him,  he  implored  her  to  take 
time,  and  try  and  do  so.  All  this  was  very  ^  preux  chevalier'-like, 
and  uncommon  certainly  in  the  nineteenth  century  ;  and  it  was  with 
real  pain  that  Theresa  was  obliged  to  reject  so  much  devotion  and 
magnanimity.  She  admired  so  fine  a  nature  as  it  deserved,  yet  she 
could  not  love  him,  for  all  her  memories  and  association^  were  with 
Cecil,  to  whom,  indeed,  she  had  been  so  forward  as  to  surrender 
her  heart  before  he  had  even  ai^ked  it  *,  and  not  having  a  ^  coBur 
d'hdpital,'  she  had  no  room  for  more. — Poor  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon ! 
Horace,  such  a  pretty  name  too— but  ^'  what's  in  a  name  ?'^  in  any 
name?  except  the  name  we  love^-«nd  that  indeed  .contains  the 
^^open  sesame*'  to  the  most  secret  recesses  of  all  that  constitutes 
our  world  *, — another  proof,  by  the  bye,  were  it  wanted,  that  Pe- 
trarch did  not  love  Laura,  or  he  would  never  have  changed  her  real 
name  of  Lauretta,  for  the  sake  of  harmonious  versification.  Had  he 
loved  her,  were  her  name  Judy,  it  would  have  seemed  to  him  the 
most  beautifal  and  the  most  poetical  of  names. 

It  was  about  a  fortnight  after  the  night  on  which  Marmaduke 
had  asked  Cecil  to  watch  in  Theresa's  room  till  his  return^  that  she 
was  sufficiently  well  to  get  as  far  as  a  pleasant  up-s(airs  morning 
room,  with  a  southern  aspect  at  the  end  of  the  gallery.  All  the 
family  had  returned  to  Bubble  Hall  about  a  week,  and  had  each 
in  their  turn  paid  Theresa  a  visit  on  (hat  morning,  announcing 
collectively,  and  individually,  the  (o  them  elating  tidings,  that  Lord 
and  Lady  John,  and  their  only  hope,  Johndina  (a  name  invented  in 
the  overflowings  of  Lady  John's  conjugal  aflTection),  were  to  arrive  in 
a  fortnight!  Lady  Bubble  had  expressedher  wonder  as  to  whether 
Lady  John  dressed  well— and  whether  marriage  had  improved  Lord 
John— and  whether  Johndina  was  fair  like  her  mother  or  freckled  like 
her  father?  The  young  ladies  had  stated  their  hopes  that  Sir  Romulus 
would  ask  some  fashionable  men  to  the  house  during  Lord  John's 
stay.  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  had  been  undergoing  a  course  of 
'  Numa  Pompilius,'  prior  to  his  arrival,  and  vented  some  of  its 
effects  on  Theresa.  Cosmo  hoped  that  Lord  John  would  not  presume 
upon  his  intimacy  with  the  Latin  grammar,  so  as  to  talk  of  it  as 
a  mutual  acquaintance — and  that  Johndina  was  not  a  ticklish  child, 
that  screamed  every  time  she  was  touched.  Miss  Lucretia  wondered 
if  Lord  John  had  ever  written  anything  for  the  'Antijacobin,'  at  (he 
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tjtn^  Mr.  CaoQiog  wrote  for  it — ^and  whether  Lady  John  having 
been  nobody  (she  was  (he  daaghter  of  a  respectable  lead  merehant 
who  had  turned  his  lead  to  gold),  was  all  soul  ?  Miss  Prudence 
wondered  whether  they  liked  French  or  English  cookii^  best—- 
and  hoped  they  attended  divine  service  punctually,  or  Dr.  Damn- 
email  would  be  so  disappointed,  as  she  knew' he  expected  prefer- 
ment upon  Lord  John's  coming  into  Shropshire,  and  Sir  Romuius 
had  announced  that  he  should  spare  neither  turtle  nor  tokay  during 
the  stay  of  his  distinguished  relative  ^ — to  which  Miss  Prudence  had 
replied  flrom  the  very  de^nh  of  her  digestion — ^^Oh  dear!  I  do 
think  you  are  so  much  in  the  right  of  it,  Romulus/' 

Theresa  was  half-lying  half-sitting  upon  the  sofa,  wrapped  in  a 
white  cashmere  shawl,  her  face  partly  shaded  by  the  lace  of  a  morn- 
ing cap,  whifh  even  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  had  pronounced  to 
be  ^charmante,'  and  her  headMlf-buricMl  in  two  delicately  trimmed 
pillows,  that  were  scarcely  whiter  than  the  beautifhl  little  hand  that 
was  placed  between  them  and  her  cheek  *,  Miss  Prudence,  the  last 
of  her  Ley^e,  sitting  beside  her  on  a  chair,  and  helping  to  heighten 
tb0  very  becoming  Qush  the  others  had  talked  into  her  face,  when 
another  knock  came  to  the  door, — ^it  was  Marmaduke,  followed  by 
Cecil,  who^  however,  did  not  advance,  till  the  former  said,  ^^Well, 
Theresa,  <^o  you  feel  sufficiently  grand  to  receive  another  visitor 
lo-day  ?  but  why  have  you  not  a  warmer  stiawl?  I  thought  you 
promised  to  buy  one  with  the  ten  guineas  I  gave  you  on  your 
birth-day/'  All  women  are  naturally  coquettes,  and  Theresa's  quick 
eye  having  caught  a  glimpse  of  Cecil's  head,  replied,  as  she  raised 
herself  to  receive  Marmaduke's  salutation,  without,  answering  his 
question  about  the  shawl,  ''  Tes,  quite  well  enough,  dear  uncle,  to 
see  any  one  you  bring." 

'^  Then,  Cecil  Howard,  come  into  court '." 

Every  one  knows  that  love's  but>a  child,  and  they^so  know  that 
children  can't  talk  as  soon  as  they  walk.  Accordingly  Cecil  ad- 
vanced, but  did  not  utter  one  word.  However,  Miss  Manners 
saved  him  the  trouble,  by  extending  her  hand,  and  saying,  ^'  How 
can  I  ever  thank  you  sufficiently,  Mr.  Howard,  for  all  your  kind- 
ness while  I  was  ill?" 

In  his  reply  to  which,  Mr.  Howard  could  get  no  farther  than  a 
crimson  glow,  and  an  ^^ oh!  Miss  Manners!"  which  might  have 
appeared  awkward  on  his  part,  had  not  Miss  Prudence  filled  up 
the  pause  by  working  her  fingers  and  turning  round  to  her  brother, 
on  whom  she  opened  the  following  battery — 

''  Oh,  dear,  Marmaduke !  'tis  so  wrong  of  you,  never  by  any 
chance  to  call  on  Dr.  Damnemall,  and  he  saw  Kicksywicksy  stand- 
ing at  the  door  of  the  ^Pug  and  Primrose,'  (be  other  day,  and  it  is 

'  An  ipjuDCtion,  wbicb  il  will  be  found  in  the  course  of  this  chapter,  Mr.  Howard  ap^- 
pears,  from  his  subsequent  obedience,  to  have  taken  literally. 
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bul  a  quarier  of  a  mile  from  his  house.  He  is  such  a  good  man — 
he's  been  so  kind  to  Mrs.  Fine,  in  her  late  misfortunes— does 
everything  he  can  to  console  her  and  tells  her  she  must  be  prepared, 
in  case  her  husband  should  cut  his  throat  again,  when  it  might  be 
effectually.  And  you  canH  think  how  resigned  and  comfortable 
she.  seems  when  he  talks  to  her  so.  It  shows  what  a'^od  man 
he  is.'' 

^^  He's  a  rare  old  humbug,  and  a  terrible  old  bigot,— so  horridly 
intoleraot  about  Roman  Catholics." 

"  Now,  I'm  so  glad  you've  said  that;  for  I  have  it  in  my  power 
to  give  you  a  proof  td  the  contrary^  for  an  Irish  gentleman,  a 
Mr.  Bogbrogue,  dined  with  him,  the  other  day  :  what's  more,  he 
brought  him  some  whiskey  iVom  Ireland,  and  the  Doctor  seemed 
to  enjoy  it  beyond  everything,  and  that  gentleman  was  a  Roman 
Catholic!— there!  !  now  what  do  you  think  of  that?"  aod  as  she 
concluded^  she  gave  the  unoffending  table  before  which  she  sat  a 
very  sharp  slap. 

''  Why,",  replied  Marmaduke,  '^  I  tremble  for  the  established 
church,  to  think  that  one  of  her  greatest  pillars,  Doctor  Demetrius 
Damnemall,  shouhi  sit  at  the  same  table  with  a  papist,  imbibing  the 
very  spirit  of  Catholicism !" 

^'  Oh,  dear,  no !  there  you're  wrong  again  :  I'm  confident  the 
Doctor  will  never  do  that,  for  he's  as  staunch  a  Protestant  as  ever. 
I  heard  him  tell  Mr.  Bogbrogne,  with  my  own  ears,  the  he  dis- 
approved of  the  fast  in  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  beyond  every- 
thing." 

^'  I  dare  say  he  had  no  objection  to  the  feasts,  though." 

^>  Oh,  I  did  not  hear  him  say  anything  about  them,  but  I  should 
think  not;  'cause,  of  course^  he'd  not  make  too  many  alterations  at 
once,  you  know.  But,  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Bogbrogue  is  an  extremely 
Agreeable  man,  and  so  well-informed!  Now,  his  learning  is  of 
some  use.  Oh,  dear!  he  related  such  an  interesting  circumstance, 
which  was  that  before  the  true  cross  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  in- 
fidels, all  children  used  to  have  thirty  or  thirty-two  teeth  ^  but 
since  that  fatal  time  they  have  never  had  more  than  twenty-three  ^ 
Poor  little  dears!  they  must  have  enjoyed  their  dinners  so  much 
more,  with  such  a  number  of  teeth !" 

"  Humph  !  at  all  events,  that  accounts  for  their  being  so  cross 
when  they  are  cutting  them!"  said  Marmaduke.  ^^Come  in," 
added  he,  in  reply  to  a  knock  at  the  door.  It  was  Cosmo. 

^'  Uncle,"  said  the  latter,  '^papa  wants  tosp^ak  to  you  in  the 
library ;''  and  as  he  spoke,  he  took  up  a  silk-bound  book,  with  very 
marbly-looking  hands,  and  began  looking  over  the  plates. 

■  A  grave  historian,  Rigordos,  who  wrote  a  book  ia  the  thirteenth  century,  entitled 
Gesta  Philippi  Augusti,  gravely  Usserts  this  as  a  fact;  at  all  events,  it  must  have  been  a 
sad  disappointment  to  the  infidels,  to  find  that  people  were  converted  to  Christianity  in 
spiteof  their  teeth. 
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^^  Gosmo,''  said  Marmaduke. 

^'  Yes,  UDcle,''  responded  Cosmo,  lookiig  ineipimQy  frigtatened. 

''  I  never  can  see  you  claw  a  book  ^ith  (bose  Etbiopean  hands 
of  yours,  without  longing  to  admonish*  you  in  the  woids  of  the 
American  epitaph  that  Matthews  tells  us  of,  and  cry  out,  '.'Vemsl 
reader!  paws!" 

^^  Oh,  dear!  you  should  not  talk  to  a  youth  of  his  tender  years, 
of  such  dismal  things  as  epitaphs — 'tis  so  wrong  of  you.'' 

"  What !  you  think  the  subject  too  grave  a  one,  eh  ?" 

'^  Oh,  decidedly;  no  doubt  of  that.  Dear  me!''  continued  Miss 
Prudence,  looking  on  the  blanched  surface  of  a  turnip-faced  watch 
that  she  had  first  drawn  from  her  pocket,  and  then  from  a  chamois- 
leather  case,  ^4t's  ten  minutes  past  two,  and  the  bell  has  not  rung 
for  luncheon  yet !  Now,  do  you  know,  I  would  not  keep  Xhe  best 
servants  breathing,  if  they  did  not  ring  the  bell  for  meals  punc- 
tually. I  assure  you,  I  mean  what  I  say.  Oh  dear!  'tis  so  very 
wrong  of  Lady  Bubble  not  to  speak  about  it  ]  but  I  don't  think  Irish 
people  mind  about  having  their  meals  comfortable.  Cosmo,  my 
dear,  I  hope  you'll  never  marry  a  wife  that  don't  attend  to  these 
things!*' 

"Why,  as  dinner-bells  are  the  only  belles  he  is  ever  likely  to 
know  any  thing  about,  he  had  certainly  better  be  as  attentive  (o 
them  as  possible." 

^*  Yes,  uncle,  I  shall  know  about  other  bells  by  and  by-^iving- 
bells,  I  mean,  when  Mr.>  Town's  sub-marine  rail-road  is  finished." 

*'  Oh,  that  will  be  a  most  desperate  affair,  as  you'll  most  un- 
doubtedly be  over  head  and  ears  there." 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  rising  and  following  her  brother  and 
nephew  out  of  the  room,  "  1  shall  go  down  stairs  to  luncheon.  As  for 
you,  Mr.  Howard,  I  can't  think  how  you  live,  for  you  don't  seem 
to  me  ever  to  eat."  So  saying,  she  closed  the  door,  and  Cecil  found 
himself  alone  with  Theresa.  If  hypocrisy  be  the  homage  that  virtue 
renders  to  vice,  timidity  is  as  certainly  the  homage  respect  renders 
to  love.  The  moment  that  Cecil  l|ad  looked  for,  longed  for,  prayed 
for,  had  now  arrived,  and  yet  he  was  silen4! — silent  in  words  and 
in  gesture.  But  the  heart  has  a  peculiar  and  scparatte  eloquence  of 
its  own,  and  in  looks  Cecil's  knelt  to  Theresa. 

"  May  I  trouble  you,  Mr.  Howard,"  said  she,  in  order  to  break 
what  was  to  her  an  embarrassing  absence  of  sound,  that  only  made 
the  deep  pleading  of  Cecil's  looks  echo  more  audibly  through  her 
hearty  "  May  I  trouble  you  to  light  that  taper^  as  I  must  send  off 
this  leUer?" 

*'  Certainly,"  replied  he,  starling  from  his  seal.  "Allow  me  to 
seal  it  for  you,"  added  he,  seeing  Theresa's  hand  tremble  violently. 
*'I  fear  you  have  exerted  yourself  too  mujch— -I  mean,  that  we 
have  all  talked  too  much !" 
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^^No— ODly  I  am  still  yery  iveak/'  said  Tlieresa;  leaning  back, 
afler  giving  Ceeil  the  letter. 

Wben  he  had  seated  it,  contrary  to  every  rule  of  propriety  and 
good-breediiig,  he  coold  not  resist  looking  at  the  address,  which 
ivas  neither  more  nor  lass  than 

^^  The  Honoukable 

Horace  Stuart  Vernon,"  . 

^*  Theresa — ^Miss  Manners  !*'  exclaimed  Cecil,  flinging  himself 
at  her  feet,  '^all  further  disguise  is  useless — all  further  restraint  is 
impossible !  J[  lovo— I  adore  you !  I  have  no  thought — no  life — 
no  hope  beyond  you.  For  you  I  live,  move,  and  have  my  being — 
with  you  it  rests  whether  I  shall  continue  to  do  so,  or  receive  at 
your  hands  a  moral  annihilation.  Theresa,  mine  is  no  passing 
fancy,  born  of  a  look  lyid  quenched  at  a  word — no  boyish  mad- 
ness, which  time  can  cool  into  reason^  or  interest  tame  into  subjec- 
tion. You  are  my  sun — my  soul — without  which  my  world  is  dar- 
kened— my  existence  ceases !  At  your  mercy  I  place  it — ^but  be 
merciful — and  if  you  do  not^  cannot  love  me^  say  so  at  once  V 

^^Not  love  youT'  said  Theresa,  bursting  into  tears,  as  her  head 
sank  on  CeciFs  shoulder^  '^  would  that  be  possible?"* 

What  a  divine  spirit  seems  to  mingle  with  our  clay  when  we 
hear  for  the  first  tinie  that  we  are  loved,  and  compass^  with  pur 
single  arm,  all  that  we  love  on  earth !  It  is  then — and  then  only — 
we  feel  that  Time  has  shaken  from  his  glass  over  our  existepce  tt&e 
one  moment  which  outweighs  the  misery  of  a  world,  by  copcen- 
trating  the  happiness  of  a  life!  So  at  least  felt  Cecil  and  Theresa,  as 
their  tears  mingled  and  their  lips  met— for  theirs  was 

**  A  lOYe  which  pore  from  soal  to  sonl  might  pan, 
ks  light  transmitted  through  a  crystal  glass.'* 

For  some  moments,  they  contiiiued  silent.  Theresa  could  not, 
nqr  had  she  any  wish^  to  recall  what  she  had  said  -,  and  Cecil  felt 
that  any  sound  louder  than  the  whispered  murmuring  of  a  kiss, 
would  displace  those  which  had  made  him  the  happiest  of  created 
beings.  At  length,  when  they  did  speak,  it  was  not  as  each  had 
intended,  to  descant  on  their  poverty,  and  honourably  set  forth  jtll 
the  disadvantages  by  which  they  were  surrounded — but  to  ask  how 
and  when  and  where  they  had  first  loved?- 'Then  came  CeciFs  cata- 
logue of  all  he  had  endured  on  such  a  day  and  in  such  a  place—when 
he  had  been  certain  that  Theresa  did  not  care  for  him,  not  forgetting 
the  torments  the  man  in  black  had  excited  in  him.' 

^'  Well,  to  punish  you  for  such  unworthy  suspicions^''  said  The- 
resa^ smiling^  ''  it  shall  still  be  a  mystery  to  yon,  at  least  for  a  day 
or  two.'"  And  here  (bllowed  her  reminiscences' of  Cecil's  cold  looks 
and  variation  of  manner  which  she  could  not  understand  beyond 
that  they  had  the  power  of  making  her  miserable  or  the  reverse, 
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just  according  to  their  different  alternations.  ''And  pray,'*  added 
she,  playfully,  ''  if  you  have  loyed  me  for  the  immense  space  of 
two  months,  how  came  you  neyer  to  tell  me  so  before?" 

''  Why,''  said  Cecil)  clasping  her  beautiftil  little  hands  in  his,  as 
he  again  knelt  before  her  and  looked  up  into  her  blushing  face^ 
''  I  can  only  answer  you  in  the  words  of  Dryden : 

*  I  knew  'twere  madness  to  declare  this  trath, 
And  yet  'twere  baseness  to  deny  my  lore, 
Bat  such  a  love  kept  at  such  awful  distance. 
As  what  it  loudly  dares  to  tell  a  rival, 
Shall  fear  to  whisper  there !  queens  may  be  lov'd, 
And  so  may  gods ;  else  why  their  altars  rais'd, 
Why  shine  the  shn,  but  that  he  may  be  yiew*d, 
But  oh !  wjhen  he's  too  bright,  if  then  we  gue, 
'Tis  but  to  wf  ep,  and  close  our  eyes  in  darkness.' 

And  I  felt,  dearest,  that  you  were  all  too  bright  for  me.  What  busi- 
ness had  I,  with  brpkeq  fortunes  and  not  over  fair  prospects,  Co 
aspire  to  you?" 

^^Nay,"  replied  Theresa,  as  a  crimson  flush  suffused  her  flBice, 
'^  don't  you  know  that  I  have  nothing  ^  and,  worse  than  nothing — 
no  prospects?" 

'^  You  have  yourself,"  said  Cecil,  kissing  her  passionately,  ^'be- 
yond which  earth  contains  neither  wealth  nor  fame  for  me  *,  besides, 
money  may  be  made— I  feel  that  wealth  will  yet  be  ours." 

Alas !  all  lovers  are  like  the  Athenian  youth,  who  was  the  first 
discoverer  of  that  exquisitely  beautiful  red  called  minium,  and  who 
had  no  sooner  found  it  than  he  believed  gold  might  be  made  from 
it  -, — for  to  them  the  blush  with  which  love  tinges  the  cheek  of 
beauty  always  appears  to  in<ficate  an  embryo  £1  Dorado. 

^'  I  confess,"  said  Theresa,  with  a  sigh,  ^^  I  dread  the  very  natural 
and  perhaps  very  prudent  objections  of  our  relations,  upon  whom 
we  are  both  but  too  dependant  ^  and  with  your  talents  they  will 
naturally  persuade  you  to  a  more  advantageous^  if  not  more  ambi- 
tious course." 

*'And  with  ypur  talents  and  your  beauty,"  hiterrupled  Cecil, 
'^  Ihey  will  of  course  forbid  your  throwing  yourself  away  upon  me : 
here  then ,  at  leajt,  we  are  upon  equal  terms." 

''Ah  Cecil,"  said  Theresa*,  (but  it  was  the  first  time  she  had 
called  him  by  his  name,  and  a  kiss  was  the  result*-<a  barrier  that 
for  a  few  seconds  prevented  her  finishing  her  speech),  ''  I  was 
going  to  say,"  continued  she,  ''  that  you  talk  from  the  present 
without  any  reference  to  the  future.  From  all  I  have  heard  of  Lord 
John,  he  is  not  the  sort  of  person  to  advance  your  fortunes  if  you 
married  me  ^  and  one  daily  and  hourly  sees  how  Love  flags  and 
eventually  flies  from  those  who  have  to  toil  through  this  work-a- 
day  world.  He  is  an  epicurean  who  only  thrives  on  luxury  and 
leisure ;  and  I  frankly  tell  you,  there  is  but  one  thing  I  could  not 
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bear  for  your  lake — I  could  not  bear  to  see  and  feel  your  regret  at 
being  pushed  into  a  subordinate  position  through  me — to  know 
that  the  very  struggles  and  sacriQces  I  made  for  you,  by  mounding 
your  pride,  would  infallibly  lessen  your  love  ^—for  such,  alas !  is 
but  too  often  the  result  in  such  cases/' 

^^  Good  heavens!  what  a  wretch  you  must  think  me!  Tou  n>ake 
struggles  and  sacrifices  for  me,  and  I  requite  them  in  any  way  but 
by  adoring  you,  if  possible,  even  more  than  I  do  at  this  moment. 
Ah,  Theresa !  you  do  not,  cannot  love  one  of  whom  you  think  so 
unworthily ! " 

^^  Not,  unworthily,''  said  Theresa,  raising  her  eyes  steadily  to 
his^  '^  but  I  have  seen  enough  of  the  world,  though  little,  to  know 
the  difference  between  men  and  women's  love.  We  only  love  the 
more  those  for  whom  we  struggle  and  sacrifice.  But  in  jostling 
through  the  intricate  bye-paths  of  life,  the  rivets  of  a  man's  heart 
are  nearly  always  loosened,  and  his  best  feelings  lost." 

^' Well,"  replied  Cecil,  in  a  suffocating,  and  somewhat  angry 
Y<rice,  as  he  took  up  the  letter  he  had  sealed,  and  re-read  the  ad- 
dress, ^'  here  is  a  person  who  will  never  have  to  jostle  through 
the  intricate  and  bye-paths  of  life,  and  who  consequently,  is  more 
worthy  of  Miss  Manners  than  one  whose  brittle  and  valueless  heart 
Is  not  deemed  capable  by  her  »f  standing  so  severe  a  test! " 

^'  Nay,"  said  Theresa,  placing  her  small  white  hand  on  his  arnn, 
^'  you  wrong  me  ^  it  is  not  you  I  doubt  so  much  as  myself.  I  doubt 
my  power  of  atoning  and  sufficing  for  all  that  for  me  you  must  give 
up;— alHhat  through  me  you  will  encounter.  You  are  not,  believe 
me  you  are  not,  calculated  to  vegetate  in  the  shade  of  a  country  life, 
or  even  stagnate  in  mere  sun-shine.  You — " 

^'  But  I  do  not  mean,"  interposed  Cecil,  ^'  to  live  in  the  country, 
and  try  the  dangerous  experiment  of  love  in  a  cottage.  We  will  live 
in  London,  where  I  feel  that  I  can  and  must  win  my  way." 

''Ah!  there  it  is,"  sighed  Theresa,  ''that  is  what  I  dread. 
Country  poverty  is  never  vulgar,  because  nature  is  never  vulgar, 
and  its  luxuries  are  for  all.  But  in  artificial  life,  the  vulgar  aristo- 
cracy of  wealth  must  of  necessity  be  paramount,  especially  in 
England,  where  poverty  is  the  only  crime  punishable  by  the  laws 
of  society.  To  be  poor,  is  to  lack  merit,  talents,  beauty,  and  to  lose 
caste ;  or,  in  one  word,  to  lack  advancement.  And  to  what  disad- 
vantage does  a  poor  wife  appear,  when  compared  to  the  rich, 
brilliant  and  careless  beauties  who  fill  the  pageants  of  the  world. 
Then,  worst  of  all,  comes  custom !  that  false  god  at  whose  shrine 
all  men  worship,  more  or  less,  till  they  follow  Ben  Jonson's  advice, 
and  think  that 


-Husbands  roust  take  heed, 


They  give  no  glut  of  kindness  to  their  wives, 
But  use  them  like  their  horses/  " 
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'^  Theresa! "  cried  Cecil,  his  whole  face  working  conTUlsively  as 
he  spoke,  "  answer  me  truly,  has  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon  proposed  for 
you  ?  andr-and — de~do  you  love  him  ? " 

^'Your  last  question,"  replied  Theresa,  haughtily  withdrawing 
her  hand  which  he  had  seized, ''  is  an  insult,  after  what  has  passed 
between  us.  But  this  letter,"  continued  she,  breaking  the  seal  and 
presenting  the  one  she  had  written  to  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon  to  Cecil, 
"  will  answer  both." 

He  ran  his  eye  hastily  over  the  letter^  which  was  an  unequivocal 
refusal  Df  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon's  offer,  but  a  grateful  acknowledgment 
of  the  honourable  and  disinterested  manner  in  which  it  had  been 
made. 

''Forgive  me,  dearest,"  cried  he,  dropping  the  letter  and  falling 
at  her  feet.  "Never,  never  again  shall  my  heart  be  darkened  by 
a  doubt  of  your  affection.  But  oh,  Theresa!  I  do  so  adore  you, 
that  I  should  be  jealous  of  myself  if  I  thought  you  loved  me  better 
at  one  moment  than  another.'' 

"Then,  truly,  will  you  be  jealous  without  cause,"  said  Theresa^ 
smiling  through  her  tears,  as  Cecil  kissed  them  off.  "  And  now," 
continued  she,  "  as  I  know  you  are  all  suspicion  and  suspense  about 
the  poor  man  you  saw  speaking  to  me  at  Shrewsbury,  I  may.  as 
well  tell  you."  . , 

^^  You  shall  tell  me  nothing,"  said  Cecil,  placing  his  arm  round 
her  waist,  and  drawing  her  gently  towards  him,  as  he  kissed  her 
into  silence,  "except  that  you  love  me,  and  that  you  may  tell  me 
again  and  again,  until  I  forget  that  there  are  any  other  words  in  the 
world  but  those,  and  parrot-like  can  repeat  no  other." 

^'  But  what  if  you  should  have  a  relapse  about  the  man  in  black, 
as  you  call  him?"  said  she,  smiling. archly,  "don't  you  think  I  had 
better  tell  you,  for  fear  of  accidents? " 

* '  No,  no  5  there  is  no  fear,"  replied  he.  "I  don't  waat  to  know  ^ 
the  whole  world  may  be  men  in  black,  or  black  men,  for  aught  I 
care.  You  love  me!  you  have  told  me  so!  and  that  is  enough. 
We  will  not  even  talk  of  our  future  plans,  for  they  include  others* 
Neither  is  there  any  use,  till  I  have  officially  encountered  Lord 
John's  pomposity,  in  even  letting  Marmaduke,  kind  as  he  is,  into 
our  secrets.  As  for  the  others,  they  are,  of  course  out  of  the  ques- 
tion." 

In  this  Theresa  acquiesced^  for  she  felt,  without  shaping  her 
feelings  into  words,  that  this  was  their  dream  of  life,  which,  if 
realities  did  not  dispel,  they  would  at  least  disturb,  and  the  heart  is 
always  for  dreaming  on.  As  for  Cecil,  in  the  intoxication  of  his 
present  happiness,  he  forgot 

''Friendship  itself,  the  vanity  of  fame, 
^nd  all  but  love,  for  love  is  niore  than  all." 
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CHAPTER  X. 


'*  Some  good  we  can  all  do ;  and  if  we  do  all  that  is  in  oar 
power,  however  little  that  power  may  be,  we  have  performed 
our  part/'— Mua  Bowdur's  SMoyx. 

'*  Methinka  I  fee  him  now- 
Fallen  his  crest,  his  glory  gone ; 
The  opening  laarel  fading  on  his  brow- 
Silent  the  trump  of  his  asplriiig  fame ! 
No  falure  age  shall  hear  his  i 


AFFABLE  BEHAYIOUR  OF  LORD  AND  LADT  JOHN  BUBBLB  AMONG  THB  NATIVES.— llB. 
MG  PHIN  HAS  MORE  PUHLS  THAR  HE  BABGAIUS  FOR,  AUD  15  AFTSEWARDS  ON  HIS 
HIGH  HORSE.— NOT  SO  SIR  ROMTJLVS.^^HIYALRIC  CONTRBTEMS.  —  AHOTHIE  LETTBl 
PROM  MR.  SIMPSON  AND  ONI  FROM  GERTRUDl,  WHICH  MAKES  MI.  HOWARD  RESOLVE 
ON  RUSHING  INTO  PRINT. 

It  was  now  nearly  the  middle  of  December,  and  Lord  and  Lady 
John  Bubble  had  been  about  a  forlnighl  at  Bubble  Hall,  where  ttiey 
had  evinced  much  affability  and  alacrity  in  accepting  invitations  to 
dinner  rodnd  the  neighbourhood.   A  ball  was  also  pending  at  Mrs. 
Whabbie's;  and  Sir  Romulus,  bent  upon  having,  as  he  said, 
^'something  out  of  the  common,'*  had  inclosed  a  part  of  the  com- 
mon, at  the  back  of  Bubble  Hall,  as  an  amphitheatre,  and  issued  a 
proclamation,  bidding  eyery  one  to  a  tournament  on  the  Orst  of 
January  ^  for,  as  he  justly  observed  to  Lord  John,  this  would  be  an 
•effectual  means  of  collecting  the  whole  county  together,  and  giving 
him  an  opportunity  of  seeing  what  could  b^  done  with  those  Tory 
Algerines.   Lady  John  was  to  be  the  queen  of  the  tournament,  and 
great  were  the  preparations  and  rehearsals  that  took  place.    Sir 
Romiilus  had  decided  that  Mr.  McPhin,  from  his  height,  should  be 
the  first  to  enter  the  lists  as  Don  Quixote,  and  run  a  tilt  with  every 
unknown  knight  that  hiight  appear,  while  he  himself  was  to  officiate 
as  Sancho  Panza,  mounted  on  Kicksywicksy ;  and  Mr.  Town,  from 
having  so  long  been  his  own  trumpeter,  was  appointed  herald. 
Cecil  was  to  be  a  knight  of  the  sv^an,  in  bright  steel  chain-armour ; 
and  Marmaduke  had  volunteered  his  services  as  his  esquire,  while 
Cosmo  (though  he  had  moved  &n  amendment,  which  had  been 
carried  nem  con.,  namely,  that  to  prevent  accidents,  the  lances 
should  be  made  of  barley  sugar,  affixed  to  telescope  handles),  pre- 
ferred acting  as  page  to  Lady  John,  Justly  considering  that  in  all 
cases  where  there  was  the  remotest  danger, 
**  The  post  of  honour  is  a  priyate  station." 

Cecil  had  never  liked  Lord  John,  but  naw  he  almost  hated  him, 
for,  since  his  arrival,  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  expressing  a  hope, 
wjienever  Theresa  did  not  come  down  to  dinner,  ^  that  Che  young 
person  up-stairs  was  not  worse?'   What  a  man  to  be  obliged  to 
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coosull  upon  that  on  which  the  hfl^ineui  ot  one's  life  depended,— 
a  man  whose  very  nerves,  if  he  had  any,  seemed  all  made  of  toadi^ 
and  tortoises,  things  instinct  with  pr^^onged  and  unfeeling  life.  At 
all  events  Cecil  determined  to  put  off  the  evil  day  as  long  ag  possible, 
and  the  perpetual  bustle,  and  external  ferment,  Siir  Romslas  kept 
his  lordship  in,  furnished  a  good  pretext  for  so  doing.  As  for  Lady 
John,  she  was  a  corresponding  torpidity.  Her  complexion  and 
hair  were  of  a  light-drab  colour ;  her  eyes  of  a  pale  and  delicate 
green  ^  her  nose  long  and  thin,  with  a  slight  tinge  of  carnation 
towards  the  end;  her  lips  were  thin. and  Compressed;  her  teetb 
good,  but  too  large ;  and  on  her  left  cheek  was  a  mole,  out  of  wbieh 
sprouted  two  long  light  hairs  *,  her  figure  Was  long  and  flat,  as  if 
it  had  been  pressed  in  a  cheese-vat ;  her  hands  were  large  and 
freckled,  and  she  always  kept  them  crossed  over  her  wrists,  to 
avoid  the  possibility  of  shaking  hands  with  any  one ;  her  voice  was 
wiry,  high-toned,  and  jirky,  like  a  wheel  going  over  a  rut.   The 
phrase  ''very  pretty,"  or,  as  she  pronounced  it,  *' putty,"  she 
applied  to  everything,  flrom  a  thunder-storm  down  to  a  toasting- 
fork,  or  from  an  epaulet  up  to  an  epic.  There  was  not  that  living 
thing  Lady  John  could  not  get  something  out  of.   She  would  have 
courted  a  spider  had  she  wanted  to  get  rid  of  a  fly )  and  her  chari- 
ties were  invariably  dispensed  through  the  medium  of  subscripticms 
levied  on  her  acquaintance.  She  was  a  great  persoa  for  bazaars  and 
fancy-fairs — the  surplus  of  which  she  always  bought  up  for  a  song, 
and  either  appropriated  to  her  own  use,  or  sold  at  some  future 
charity  for  treble  the  original  value.   As  a  parent,  she  spared  na 
words  \  and  if  talking  about  it  constitutes  education,  Johndina's  was 
perfect.   Poor  child !  although  she  was  never  let  to  touch  fruit  or 
sweetmeats,  and  was  condemned  to  the  most  stoical  abstinence  -, 
yet  was  a  whole  pharmacopoBa  wasted  on  her  daily,  and  never  waft 
she  allowed  to  move,  sit,  or  stand  as  nature  dictated,  being  always 
warned  into  an  opposite  course  by  an  admonitory  '^  Johndina^  my 
love — your  head^"  or,  "  Johndina,  my  dear — your  feet/'  or, "  Miss 
Bubble — ^your  chin."   In  person,  Johndina  combined  the  angles 
of  her  mother  with  the  awkwardness  of  her  father;  and  Lddy  Bubble 
had  ascertained,  to  her  full  satisfaction,  that  she  also  combined  the 
fairness  of  the  one  and  the  freckles  of  the  other.  For  the  rest?  ^ 
far  as  could  be  surmised  from  so  very  undemonstrative  a  little 
being,  she  was  not  without  feeling.  Since  Lady  John's  arrival  at 
Bubble  Hall,  it  had  occurred  to  her,  in  the  plenitude  of  her  ma- 
ternal solicitude,  that  Johndina  might '  pick  up '  something  by  being 
in  the  room  while  her  cousin  Cosmo  was  receiving  his  Latin  lesson; 
so  accordingly,  every  day  at  one.  Lady  John  and  her  daughter,  to 
Mr.  McPhin's  great  annoyance,  were  to  be  found  occupying  the 
black  leather  sofa  in  Cosmo's  school-room ;  yet,  notwithstanding 
her  mothers  injunctions  to  be  very  attentive  and  learn  all  she  could, 
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Jobndina  appeared  U>  devote  mor^  time  to  getting  Cosmo  out  of 
scrapes,  and  helping  him  to  look  out  words  in  the  dictionary,  than 
to  illicit  attempts  to  purloin  his  classic  lore. 

If  it  is  9  misfortune  in  some  cases,  it  is  an  equal  blessing  in 
others,  that  children  do  not  always  grow  as  they  are  trained.  Tbe 
only  Latin  that  Louis  the  Eleventh  of  France  allowed  his  son  Charles 
the  Eighth  to  be  taught,  was  the  infamous  maxim  of  Tiberius : 
^Qui  nescit  dissimulare  nescit  regnare.'  Yet  his  ^bon  nature!' 
conquered  this  pernicious  education,  and  gave  Philip  de  Comines 
reason  to  say  of  him  :^  Qu'il  n'6tait  pas  possible  de  voir  une  meil- 
leure.  creature.'  And  in  spite  of  Lady  John's  indefatigable  efforts  to 
make  self  her  object,  it  appeared  the  only  one  of  whom  poor  Jobn- 
dina was  perfectly  careless. 

As  Lady  John  was  sitting  one  morning,  cutting  strips  of  paper 
for  poor  people's  pillows,  Johadina  helping  her,  and  Mr.  McPhin's 
temper  oozing  out  at  every  pore  at  Cosmo's  more  than  usual  stupi- 
dity, bis  good  natured  little  cousin  thought  to  divert  Mr.  McPhin's 
anger  and  attention  by  soliciting  a  piece  of  information  from  her 
noLOther-,  and  therefore  said,  in  a  mild  and  hesitating  voice,  during 
an  awful  pause,  in  which  Cosmo  was  twisting  the  leaves  of  his 
Yirgil  to  alymettes,  and  Mr.  McPhin  had  his  despotic  ruler  already 
upraised  for  a  rap  on  the  knuckles  of  his  devoted  pupil — ^^Mamma." 

'\  Hush,  my  dear !  you'll  disturb  Mr.  McPhin  and  your  cousin." 

But  this  being  precisely  Johndina's  aim,  she  returned  to  the 
charge,  saying  in  a  more  assured  voice,  as  though  she  would  be 
answered, 

^'  Mamma,  I  odly  want  to  ask  you  one  question :  are  tories  born 
wicked,  or  do  they  become  so'  ? 

4<  ^ijy — a — ^juy  love— they  are  born  so  ^  for  virtue  and  vice  are 
*  always  hereditary." 

^'£h,  not  so  Latin,"  groaned  Mr.  McPhin. 

^'  Poor  people !"  sighed  Jobndina ;  ^'  then  they  can't  help  it  ^ 
for  we  can't  be  born  what  we  please,  can  we,  mamma?" 

^^  Don't  talk  nonsense,  my  dear,"  said  Lady  John,  in  answer  to 
her  daughter's  philosophical  truism,  and  as  she  spoke,  she  looked 
as  profound  as  her  words. 

"  I  naver  heered  less  nonsense  from  one  of  the  name,"  muttered 
Mr.  McPhin ;  and  then  added  aloud,  addressing  himself  to  Cosmo^ 
and  pointing  to  a  duodecimo  birch-tree,  in  the  shape  of  a  rod,  and 
two  crossed  canes,  that  formed  a  sort  of  scholastic  escutcheon  over 
the  mantelpiece,  "  Augh  tell  ye  what  it  is,  Maister  Bubble : — ye 
see  those  instruments  o{  war  out  yander?  well,  ye'll  either  pay 
attention,  or  I  promise  ye  they  shan't  have  a  sinecure  ony  more 
than  myself." 

•  This  enlightened  query  was  really  put  a  short  time  ago,  by  a  young  lady,  of  Whig  ex- 
traction, to  her  mother ; 
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Cosmo  uaroHed  the  leaf  he  had  so  indefaUgably  rolled,  and  again 
began : 

Infemus^ 

"Look  at  yer  booke,  sir!"  thanderodMr.  McPbin,  Ihe  ruler 
descending  forcibly  on  the  table  within  a  hairVbreadlh  of  Cosmo's 
hand,  'Mook  at  yer  booke,  and  see  if  it  is  'infernus,'  '  Infernal' 
would  be  *  more  germain  to  the  matter.' " 

Cosmo  recommenced  id  a  whimpering  voice,  and  the  tears  that 
fell  seemed  to  clear  his  sight. 

Infernos  accede  domos ;  et  Avema  per  alto 
Congressus  pete  nale,  meos. 

"£h,  ot  last !  aum  glod  to  see  the  cataract  has  fallen  from  yer 
eyes  to  some  purpose,'*  said  Mr.  McPhin,  brushing  away  as  he 
spoke,  with  one  flourish  of  his  handkerchief,  Cosmo's  fast  falling 
tears,  that  deluged  the  book. 

"  Oh  the  Algerine  is  here !"  cried  Sir  Romulus^  flinging  open 
the  door,  followed  by  Archy  Dunn  and  John  Nolan,  the  yillage 
blacksoiith,  while  he  himself  glittered  in  a  partial  suit  of  block-tin 
armour:  I  say  partial,  as  there  was  an  evident  discrepancy  in  front, 
while  Sir  Romulus  held  in  his  right  hand  what  had  every  appear- 
ance of  being  a  colossal  blancmange  shape* 

"  Yaur  Ladyship  here!"  said  he,  turning  to  Lady  John;  "  and 
what  have  you  done  with  my  calamity?" 

^^  Lady  BuU)le  said  she  should  go  to  the  amphitheatre,"  replied 
Lady  J<rfin,  "  when  I  left  her," 

^^Not  she,"  said  Sir  Romulus;  ^^ there's  no  collecting  any  of 
them !  And  McPhin,  I  sent  six  messengers  after  you  ;  what  the 
deuce  have  you  been  about  ?" 

^'Eh  Sir  !"  sighed  Mr.  McPhin,  placing  his  hand  oh  Cosmo's 
shoulder  as  he  spoke ;  ^'  here  have.I  been  all  the  morning,  like  Tar- 
quin  the  Proud  (with  a dilferenee),  conquering  the  Gabii  (Gaby)." 
^^  Oh !  the  Algerines,  there  are  nothing  but  gabies.  I  have  had 
a  world  oT  trouble  about  my  armour,  and  have  at  length  been 
obliged  to  contrive  this  myself,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  placing  the 
Brcd>dignag  jelly-shape  before  him,  which  then  discovered  its 
meaning  to  be  a  sort  of  casket  for  the  bay-window  promontory  of 
his  figure.  ''  The  Algerines  never  had  the  wit  to  invent  this-r-and 
consequently,  my  armour,  as  Dunn  had  planned  it,  and  Nolan  had 
executed  it,  was  a  sort  of  universal  thumb-screw!  whereas,  now," 
continued  he,  turning  leisurely  round,  taking  off  his.helmet,  and 
bowing  to  himself  in  the  glass,  '*  I'm  the  very  glass  of  fashion !" 

*'  To  say  nothing  of  the  'mould  of  form,*"  rejoined  Mr.  Mc 
Phin^  pointing  to  the  blancmange  shape  with  which  Sir  Romulus 
had  filled  up  the  gap,  or  rather  covered  the  promontory,  in  the 
front  of  his  armour. 

10 
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^'  Well  qaoted,  Mr.  McPhio,  ivell  quoted,'*  reiterated  Sir  Ro- 
mulus,"^' but  I  want  Lady  John  and  you  to  come  to  tfae  air^Aitheatre, 
and  111  shew  her  a  little  fun,  in  the  way  of  one  of  our  rehearsals  -, 
for  Lord  Francis  writes  me  word,  that  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of 
Arlington  want  to  come  over  to  see  our  arrangements  on  Monday ; 
and  it's  the  very  thing— Don  Quixote  and  Sancho  riding,  not  read- 
ing, before  the  Duke  and  Duchess— do  you  approve  of  that  varia- 
tion, Lady  John?  riding,  not  reading,  this  is  just  the  sort  of  plea- 
santry and  wit  (!)  to  delight  the  Duke. 

^^  The  Duke  of  Arlington  is  a  very  clever  person,''  said  Lady 
John. 

^'  Very  clever,"  assented  Sir  Romulus,  ^^  it  is  a  pity  he  is  such  a 
tory  *,  but  we'll  see  if  we  can't  tilt  some  of  his  toryism  out  of  him. 
McPhin,  they  have  brought  your  armour  home  too,  and  I  wish 
you  would  go  and  try  it  on.  The  gridiron  bars  to  the  vizor  have  a 
tremendous  effect !— a  tremendous  effect!  The  Algerines  will  be 
frightened  at  the  very  sight  of  you — ^but  away  with  you  now  and 
try  it  on,  and  then  follow  us  to  the  amphitheatre." 

'^  The  tin  you  shewed  me  strook  me  as  being  rather  slight  and 
easy  to  be  perforated,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  addressing  Nolan. 

*'  Eh,  sir,"  chimed  in  Archy,  in  a  stage  whisper,  "I  tooke  the 
preccution  of  odvising  him  to  line  all  the  bock  with  a  solid  plate  of 
iron,  that  they  may  spear  ot  till  they're  tired,  ond  it  will  have  nae 
effect." 

^'  Hoot,  mon,  what  would  ye  insinuate?"  replied  Mr.  McPhin 
aloud,  mih  a  mingled  look  of  valour  and  vengeance ; ''  gin  yer  eyes 
looked  straight  like  other  mortals,  I  should  not  wonder  at  yer 
seeing  all  things  in  the  same  point  of  view,  but,  conseedering  they 
have  chosen  such  opposite  directions,  ye  might  ken,  that  though 
laming  generally  travels  by  a  bock  road,  courage  does  not  tak  the 
same  direction." 

"  Um — um — um" — ^bumble-beeM  Sir  Romulus, "  Dunn  is  right, 
precaution  is  every  thing,  and  prudence  the  invariable  badge  of  a 
hero.  Marshal  Saxe  never  would  fight  a  duel-**looked  carefully 
under  his  bed  every  nighl,  and  never  got  into  it  without  locking 
his  door,  for  fear  the  Algerines  should  murder  him.— Ahem,  Nolan, 
I  think  a  plate  of  iron  would  be  an  improvement  down  the  back  of 
my  corselet,  just  to  steady  it,  nothing  more." 

Whil^  Sir  Romulus  was  thus  evidently  taking  pains  to  avoid  a 
servile  imitation  of  the  great  Gond^,  however  he  might  laud  Marshal 
Saxe,  Lady  John  looked  ready  to  exclaim  with  the  sister  of  the 
former,  Mme  de  Longueville,  ^'je  n*aime  point  \A  amusements 
honn^les,"  as  she  took  Sir  Romulus's  glittering  arm,  while  he  led 
the  way  like  an  ambulating  tin-mine  to  the  amphitheatre.  Upon  I 
arriving  there,  they  found  the  rest  of  the  family  assembled.  On  the  I 
walls  behind  the  seats  were  rude  frescoes,  on  one  side  representing  i 
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the  Borgp  and  CUUi  of  &.  Merino,  and  od  the  other  the  interior 
of  (he  cliapel,  with  the  people  at  bigh-mass,  expelling.  Cardinal 
Alberoni,^and  his  attendants^  when,  in  1740,  be  made  an  attempt 
to  bring  their  little  r^ublic  under  the  dominion  of  the  Pope. 

^'  How  beautiful,''  said  Cecil,  pointing  to  the  mimic  r^resenia- 
tion  of  the  Borgo-*-^'  are  those  Tuscan  plains,  even  in  this  daub!'' 

"Um— um— -um — ^Tilsoan!  my  dear  fellow,  I'm  surprised  at 
you.  St.  Marino  is  only  twelve  miles  from  Rimini.  If  that  Alfjferine, 
Cosmo,  had  made  such  a  mistake,  I  should  not  have  been  surprised 
—but  you!" 

<^  fie  has  made  no  mistake,"  interposed  Marmaduke,  white 
Cecil  contented  himself  with  a  compassionate  smile,  '*•  he  is  per^ 
fectly  justifiable  in  calling  them  Tuscan  plains.  Folybias  describes 
tbat  immense  plain  bounded  by  (he  Alps,  the  Apennines,  and  the 
Hadriatic,  and  also  Vasb  plains  about  Mola  and  Capua,*  called  the 
Plilegrartn  Fields,  as  anciently  itiiiabited  by  the  Tuscans — and  this 
peopte's  territory,  he  says,  Conned  incomparably  the  finest  portion 
of  !l^rope.  HCMwever,  before  Poiybius  wrote  his  history,  the  domi- 
Dions  of  the  Tuscans  had  contracted  to  a  narrow  span  :  and,  ac- 
cording to  the  parlance  of  the  modem  Ilatians,  while  ttise  Pope 
possesses  the  marrow,  the  Grand  Duke  has  now  only  the  bones  of 
Italy. — So,  classieally  speaking,  Howard  made  no  mistake  at  all." 

**  Oh  dear !"  said  Miss  Prudence,  calHng  to  Cosmo  to  come  and 
help  her  down  off  the  benches  upon  which  she  had  dambered-^ 
car(^fully  lucking  up  her  gown  aH  round  her, — ^*  Oh  dear !  the 
carpenter  has  made  a  very  great  mistake  -  he's  gone  and  nailed  up 
tfiis  door." 

"  Oh  my  dear,  the  mistake  was  in  the  Algerlne's  making  a  door 
there  at  all — it  would  have  killed  all  the  people  witb  the  draught 
that  came  from  it." 

*'  But  what  I  look  to,  Romulus,'*  rejoined  Miss  Pri^dence,  *'  is 
the  immense  way  they'll  have  to  bring  flie  refreshments  round;  and 
at  this  time  of  the  year,  all  the  soups  and  things  will  get  stone-cold, 
and  I  do  dislike  cold  soup  beyond  everything.'' 

*' What  you  want,  I  suppose,"  laughed  Sir  Romulus,  "is  to 
have  the  thing  conducted  on  the  plan  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  journeys 
— when  the  papers  inform  u&  that  his  Lordship  slops  every  quarter- 
of-an-hour  to  lake  luncheon  till  dinner  is  ready." 

*' One  thing  is  certain,"  said  Marmaduke.  ''Prudence's  'Reu- 
nions' would  differ  widely  from  the  '  Symposia'  of  Ihe  Greeks,  or 
the  '  Gonvivia'  of  the  Romans  ^  for,  instead  of  philosophical  dia- 
logues,' and  epideiktic  orations,  she  would  have  nothing  discussed 
but  soups  and  sirloins.  All  else  is  caviar  to  her  multitude." 

^^  Oh,  dear !  how  very  tiresome  it  is  that  one  cannot  mention  a 
cow's  horn,  Marmaduke,  but  what  you  will  dose  one  with  Greek 
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and  Laiin,  which  you  know  I  dislike  beyond  eiforjlbingl  You  don't 
tease  Lnoretia  m  that  way,  and  I  can't  see  why  you  shoidd  me/' 

'^Most  worthy  Prue,  the  difference  is  great  between  you/  Lawyer- 
Uke,  yon  eat  your  terms,  acid,  therefore,  are.  entitled  to  a  little 
cifil  strife.  Whereas,  Lucrelia's  life  is  modelled  on  the  '  noete  sera 
deditam  lana  inter  lucubrantes  anciiias,'  which  Li?y  ascribes  to 
her  Roman  namesake;  but  that  Prudence  may  no  longer  pity  you 
for  my  neglect, — ^what  art  reading,  Lucretia?'*  added  he,  turning 
to  that  amiable  spinster,  who,  not  to  lose  time,  was  never  without  a 
book,  and  was  now  applying  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  on  the 
perusal  of  some  tender  tale,  described  on  hot-pressed  paper,  and 
bound  in  crimson  silk. 

^<0h,  a  tale  of  simple  Tillage-love  that  is  most  touching!" 
responded  Miss  Lucretia,  "  between  Betty  Barton,  a  dairy-maid, 
imd  John  Jenkins,  a  carpenter.  Joho  has  just  seized  Betty's  soft 
white  hand,  and  in  the  most  refined  and  respectful  manner  says  lo 
her,  ^  Betty,  cannot  ray  feelings  blush  ihemseKes  into  your  notice ! 
or  must  they  resort  to  the  coarse  medium  of  words  |o  make  thiem- 
selves  understood?'  is  it  not  beautiful?"  murmured  Miss  Lucretia, 
again  using  her  handt^rohief^ 

^«  Fudge  I"  cried  Marmaduke,  '^  no  Betty  Barton  and  John  Jen- 
kins in  Engkind  ever  made  love  in  that  way ;.  and  these  arcadian 
descriptions  of  the  lower  orders  of  the  English  mako.mesiek,  it  is 
such  d--d  nonsense  I" 

>^  How  does  your  ladyship  approve  of  this  sori  of  thing !"  in- 
qttf  red  Sir  Romulos  of  Lady  Johp,  alluding  to  his  preparations  for 
the  tournament  -,  but  following  as  it  did  so  closely  on  the  heels  of 
Marmadoke's  philippic,  she  concluded  it  related  to  that,  and  merely 
replied  : 

^^  Oh,  very  pnt^!'  which  she  tbouglit  must  please  all  parties, 
as  Lucretia  might  take  it  in  Ihe  light  of  a  panegyric  on  the  tale 
she  admired,  Marmaduke  as  an  acquiescence  in  his  critique,  and 
Sir  Romulus  as  a  satisfactory  and  complimentary  answer  to  his 
question. 

Here  Mr.  McPbio  appeared,  heralded  by  peals  of  laughter  on  the 
part  of  Gosmo,  and  great  neighing  on  that  of  Kicksy wicksy,  who 
was  led  in  by  a  groom  in  the  rear  of  the  large  while  cart-horse,  on 
which  Mc.  McPbin  was  mounted,  noother  having  been  deemed  suffi- 
ciently stroi^  to.bear  so  great  a  hero<  The  tin  in  the  pseudo  knight 
of  La  Mancha's  armour  was,  as  he  had;}>efore  hinted,  rather  thin  \ 
eonsequently,  every  movement  he  made,  it  flashed  and  rattled  into 
dimples,  alias  bulges  like  itinerant  thunder  and  lightning,  4>acked 
in  a  stroHing  coiqpany's  caravan.  His  helmet  was  painted  l>lack, 
with  a  small  while  windmill  on  the  top,  and  a  vizard  of  black 
gridiron  bars,  which  had,  as  Sir  Romulus  had  announced,  ^^a 
tremendous  effect."  A  lion's  tail  had  been  purchased  from  a  neigh- 
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bouriog  menagerie,  whicti,  haoging.  gracefully  down  from  tbabaek 
of  his  bdimet,  considerably  ad(ted  to  \\&  formidably  appearance. 
On  his  shield  was  emblazoned  an  appropriate  coat  of  arms.  Grestgi, 
a  goose  gorged  wHh  a  broken  hearty  and  donkey  rampant,  ttiree 
gules  argent.  On  the  dexter  side,. a  cap  of  toaiDtenance  wHh  bells. 
Ground  or,  a  cat's  paw,  with  4hree  obestnuls  azure.  Supporter!, 
two  female  figures  in  while.  Motto,  '  Gertum  pete  finem." 

^^Capital!  capital!''  exclaimed  Sir  Romulus.  ^'Ceitvantes him- 
self would  be  delighted  with  you  ^  and  here  is  your  Dulpinea  aH 
ready,"  added  he,  pointing  to  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  whohad 
provided  herself  with  a  lap  full  of  beans,  in  order  to '  Del  Toboso' 
Mr.  McPhin  as  much  as  possible. 

'^£h,  sir,"  cried  the  latter,  wheeling  his  huge  quadfuped  short 
round,  out  of  the  meridian  glare  of  Mademoiselle's  glances,  *^Au*yp 
always  conseedered  thot  fat  sculMon  os  the  most  superfluous  and 
inconvenient  perte  of  the  booke." 

^'  Ob,  you  Algerine!  you've  no  gallantry  in  you ;  but  jusi  get 
down  and  help  me  up,,  will  you,  for  this  HUie  devil  is  plunging  and 
capering  worse  than  ever." 

Mr.  McPhin  did  as  be  was  desired  ^  but  just  as  |ie  had  placed 
one  foot  on  tlie  gic^und,  and  was  in  the  act  of  releasing  the  other 
from  the  stirrup,  Kicksywieksy  seemed  to  resent  his  want  of  po- 
liteness in  turning  his  back  to  her,  for  she  no  sooner  perceived  it 
than  she  began  butting  her  head  vehemently,  when,  getting  on  the 
blind  side  of  Mr.  McPhin,  she  charged  so  furiously  against  the 
anterior  part  of  his  armour,  that,  biK  for  the  plate  of  iron  Archy 
Dunn  had  had  the  precaution  to  have  it  lined  with,  she  must  hove 
executed  an  identure  so  disadyantageo\is  to  Mr.  McPhin  as  to  have 
irrevocably  disqualified  him  from  resuming  his  seat.  However,  no 
sooner  was  Sir  Romulus,  by  the  joint  assistance  of  himself  and  the 
groom,  safely  mounted,  than  he  began  praetically  to  illustrate  the 
motto  on  bia  shield,  by  aiming  a  blow  at  the  sure  end; of  Kicksy- 
wieksy, which  so  exasperated  that  high-mettled  Utile  animal,  that 
she  reared  up  on  her  hind  legs^  thereby  disencumbering  herself  of 
Sir  Romulus,  who  rolled  to  a.  considersdble  distance  in  (he  saw*  dust, 
his  very  worldly  wig  and  helmet  deserting  him  in  his  misfortunes, 
while  the  springs  of  the  blancmange  shape  being  loosened  in  the 
fall,  it  flew  upwards  and  descended  upon  his  rampant,  feet  fettering 
him  beyond  all  power  of  extrication,  while  Kicksywieksy  setoff  full 
gallop,  racing  round  and  round  the  amphitheatre,  putting  every 
one  io  flight  before  her,  and  considerably  exhilarated  by  4he  screams 
of  the  ladies. 

*'Stop  that  Algerine  of  a  pony!  "  cried  Sir  Romulus,  as  soon  as 
he  could  speak.  "  Where's  my  calamity?" 

"  Wherfe  is  it  not  ? "  said  Marmaduke,  taking  the  tin  shape  offhis 
feet ;  ''  for  you  appear  overwhelmed  with  calamities  of  every  kind.' ' 

^4 
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"  A— josl  SO — ^jusl  so-^a,"  chimed  in  Colonel  King,  entering  at 
a  side  door,  and  picking  up,  on  the  end  of  his  cane,  Sir  Romulus's 
wig  and  helmet,  while  Captain  Russell  succeeded  in  catching  Kiksy- 
wicksy's  bridle;  upon  which  the  ladies  ventured  to  descend  from  the 
upper  benches,  where  they  had  taken  rel\ige.  As  soon  as  Sir  Romu- 
lus was  again  on  his  feet,  had  re-adJusted  his  wig  and  consoled  him- 
self with  a  pinch  of  snuff,  he  turned  to  Lady  John,  saying, 

"Well,  I  think  we  have  had  enough  of  fun  for  to-day.  What 
do  you  think  of  it?'; 

"Oh  very  putty — very  putty  indeed,''  drawled  Lady  John. 

"I  had  noidaya,  my  dear,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  "that such  a 
little  animal  could  have  thrown  you  to  a  such  a  distance/' 

"It  only  shows,"  replied  Alarmaduke^  "that  the  greatest  man 
may  be  laid  low  in  a  moment." 

"  A— just  so— just  so — a,"  assented  Colonel  King. 

"  Oh  dear !  I  don't  know  when  I've  heard  you  talk  so  sensible, 
Mannaduke— ^now  quite  remarkable  so  -,— 'tis  like  an  observation 
Dr.  Damnemall  would  have  made." 

"  How  very  well  you  have  arranged  all  this,"  said  Colonel  King, 
looking  round  the  amphitheatre  "  uncommonly  well! " 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  paintings?  pretty«r-ain't  they?" 
asked  Miss  Prudence. 

"  A — very— a — very.  Do  you  draw  at  all?"  inquired  the  affable 
Colonel,  by  way  of  saying  something  more  than  from  any  desire  to 
acquire  the  information  he  asked. 

"Oh  dear,  no*-*uot  at  all ;  but  I've  a  new  teapot  that  draws  un- 
ccrmmon  well." 

Here  Lord  John  made  his  app^ar^nce,  looking  like  an  embodied 
frost ;  and  after  his  best  county  shake  of  the  hand  with  Colonel  King 
and  Captain  Russell,  he  presented  several  letters  to  Sir  Romulus, 
Lady  Bubble,  and  Cecil,  who  with  Theresa  retired  to  read  his.  One 
was  from  Gertrude  by  which  it  was  evident  that  she  was  becoming 
attached  to  Lord  Mornington,  and  it  might  he  fairly  surmised  he 
had  given  her  cause  so  to  be ;  a  whole  page  she  then  devoted  to 
praises  of  his  mother,  and  lamentations  over  the  bad  health  and  low 
spirits  of  Lady  Mornington'^  brother.  Sir  Headworth  Clavering, 
who  had  lost  all  his  children.  Gertrude  ended  her  letter  by  saying, 
that  a  furious  attack  had  just  appeared  on  the  Duke  of  Arlington,  in 
the  shape  of  a  very  clever  pamphlet,  the  author  of  which  nobody 
knew.  Cecil's  other  letter  was  from  Mr.  Simpson,  filled  with  statis- 
tical descriptioi\^  of  Ireland  and  the  Irish,  and  a  minute  account  of 
the  approaching  nuptials  of  his  fdend  Mr.  O'Gander  Braddle,  for 
whom  he  had  designed  two  bridal  offerings  in  the  shape  of  seals. 
One  was  to  consist  simply  of  his  crest,  a  stag's  head,  while  the  other 
was  to  be  an  anchor,  wreathed  with  heart's-ease,  with  the  charming 
motto,  "  May  they  be  yours," 
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After  perusing  this  faiteresting  document,  Cecil  again  read  his 
sister's  letter,  and  ended  by  writing  up  to  Ridgway  for  the  pamphlet 
she  mentioned,  determining  to  answer  it.  He  was  an  enthusiastic 
admirer  of  the  Duke  of  Arlington's  public  and  private  character. 
But  this  was  not  all :  he  could  not  come  into  public  notice  under 
fairer  auspices  than  by  a  successful  defence  of  that  great  man. 
Alas!  poor  human  nature!  Science  itself  might  remain  dormant, 
and  philosophy  stand  still,  but  for  the  impetus  of  private  motives. 
I  very  much  doubt  if  Descartes  would  ever  have  sittempted  to  sub- 
vert Peripateticism,  bad  he  not  been  addicted  to  passing  sixteen 
hours  out  of  the  four-and-twenty  in  bed. 


CHAPTER  XL 

"  Preachers  have  I  beard,  who  were  Just  for  all  the  world 
like  mammers,  which  1  once  saw  at  Valladolid,  when  I  went 
upon  some  business  of  the  Holy  office;  and  there  were  stage- 
plays  acted;— just  so  they  throw  about  their  hands  as  the 
toppingest  man  among  the  mummers.''— Fbiar  Gerckd. 

OR.  DAMHEMAIX  FRBACHES  BSFORB  LORD  JOHH,— DUFIRKHCX  OF  OPINIOll  BETWIIN 
MARMADUIUE  A»D  MISS  FRUDSNGB,  AS  TO  THE  MERITS  OF  HIS  DI5G0URSE.'---TAtXS  OF 
THE  WOODS  AND  FIELDS^— NOT  THOSE  OF  THE  GHARMIII&  AUTHOR  OF  *' TWO.  OLD 
men's  TALES."— MR.  HOWARD  DEFENDS  THE  DUKE  OF  ARLINGTON. — ^MARMADUKE 
SUGGESTS  THE  EXPBDlENCIf  OF  A  *^  FLAGELLUM  PARLIAMBNTARIUM  "  FOR  THE  PRE- 
SENT DAY. 

The  day  after  the  rehearsal  for  the  tournament  being  Sunday,  all 
the  family  at  Bubble  Hall  proceeded  to  church,  Lord  and  Lady  John, 
and  Sir  Romulus  and  Lady  Bubble  occupying  one  carriage,  while 
Miss  Prudence,  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  and  Cosmo,  filled  an- 
other. The  rest  of  the  party,  consisting  of  Cecil,  Theresa,  Marma- 
duke,  the  two  young  ladies,  and  Miss  Lucretia,  preferred  walking, 
as  the  morning  was  fine,  and  the  church  only  the  distance  of  a  mile 
across  the  fields.  This  was  Lord  and  Lady  John'^  first  appearance  at 
the  village  fane,  they  having  been  too  tired  after  their  journey  on 
the  preceding  Sabbath  to  go  to  church.  Great  was  the  commotion 

'  their  advent  occasioned ;  several  of  the  officers  and  townspeople  had 
deserted  their  church  at  Shrewsbury  on  this  memorable  occasion. 
Dr.  Daronemall  himself  rustled  in  a  new  surplice,  while  Mrs.  Damn- 
email  seemed  to  have  imped  her  bonnet  with  a  dozen  ostrich  wings, 
and  dipped  them  in  a  rainbow  afterwards.  Mrs.  Town  headed  a 
squadron  of  her  sons  in  a  pew  to  themselves,  while  Mr.  Town  sat 
in  one  to  himself  behind  them.  Major  and  Mrs.  Whabble,  their 
^'fine  family,''  and  Mrs.  Jinks,  occupied  a  conspicuous  pew  in  the 
centre  aisle,  and  were  all,  except  the  Major,  dressed  in  a  full  livery 
of  pepper-and-salt  clolh,  braided  with  black— such  as  Mr.  Howard 
had  described  to  Archy  Dunn  as  being  the  reigning  mode  in 

'  London ! 
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Dr.  Damnemall  baTing,  daring  ibe  catbecbism  of  (be. charity 
cbildreo  on  the  preceding  Saturday,  particularly  impressed  upon 
them  the  imiperative  duty  of  subordination  to  those  placed  in  au- 
thority over  them,  bad  ordered  them  to  rise  simultaneously*  the 
moment  that  Lord  and  Lady  John  entered  the  church,  which  they 
obeying  to  the  letter,  the  shuffling  of  feet  and  rustling  of  serge  be- 
came so  tremendous,  that  it  resembled  the  whizzing  sound  of  the 
approach  of  the  Glums  and  Gowries  as  described  in  ^^Peter  Wil- 
kins,'^  and  caused  Lady  John  to  remark  to  her  Lord,  that  it  was  a 
very  ''putty"  sight  to  see  so  mlany  of  the  rising  generation  toge- 
ther. Miss  Prudence  had  gone  into  Mrs.  Damnemall's  pew,  where 
she  had  an  opportunity  of  remarking  that  there  were  five  more 
loaves  on  the  shelf  to  be  given  out  on  this  Sunday  than  the  last  ^  and 
also  how  exceedingly  well  the  doctor  was  looking  in  his  new  sur- 
plice ^  and  for  her  part  she  was  not  sure  that  she  did  not  prefer  the 
church  to  the  army  or  the  royal  navy ! 

In  figure  Dr.  Demetrius  Damnemall  gave  one  the  idea  of  Sir  John 
Falstaff  in  full  canonicals.  His  face  was  of  a  ruddy  purple ;  his  cheeks 
aitiple,  and  overflowing  as  it  were,  on  his  snow-white  muslin  cravat; 
hi^  forehead  was  low ;  bis  eye-brows  bushy  *,  his  eyes  dark ;  his  right 
eyelid  drooping  exceedingly  ^  his  nose  was  small  and  straight;  bis 
lips  voluminous;  his  teeth  white;  and  his  chin  cleft  like  a  peach; 
his  ears  were  red  and  downy,  like  large  red  gooseberries,  the  ample 
ends  of  which  were  doubled  up  by  the  interference  of  bis  cravat ; 
bis  hands *were  very  large  and  very  white;  his  nails  very  long,  and 
very  pointed;  on  the  little-finger  of  his  left  hand  be  wore  a  large 
oval  red  cornelian  antique,  representing  the  miracle  of  the  loaves 
and  fishes — on  that  of  the  right  band,  an  equally  large  emerald, 
fornierly  in  the  possession  of  Thomas-&-Becket.  "Take  him  for 
all  in  all,''  a  portly-looking  man  was  Dr.  Demetrius  Danrnemail — 
and  no  wonder  Miss  Priidence  preferred  the  church  in  that  form,  to 
either  the  army,  or  "the  Royal  Navy !" 

The  church  at  Bubbleton  not  possessing  an  organ,  the  Doctor 
bad  been  particular  in  getting  extra  musicians  against  Lord  John's 
arrival ;  and  most  of  his  parishioners  being  puritanical  like  himself, 
had  volunteered  their  services,  so  that  he  had  secured  the  reinforce- 
ment of  a  clarinet,  and  a  sort  of  Slernhoid  and  Hopkins'  edition  of 
King  David  on  the  harp; — to  be  sure  they  were  not  exactly  in  uni- 
son, but  this  only  produced  the  more  variety.  Peter  Partridge,  the 
clerk,  who,  from  his  lathy  appearance,  had  obtained  the  soubriquet 
of  *' long  cloth,"  in  contrary  distinction  to  the  Doctors  'nom  de 
guerre'  of  '*  broad  cloth,"  bad,  from  offlciatiug  in  the  double  ca- 
pacity of  waiter  and  of  clerk,  contracted  a  habit  of  bowing  every 
time  be  opened  his  mouth;  and  report  went  so  far  as  to  say,  that  at 
several  of  the  vestal  tea  parties  where  he  attended,  he  had  been 
heard,  when  asked  for,  or  told  to  do  anything,  to  reply  ''Amen.'? 
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Seeing  (hat  Lord  aQd  Lady  John  were  sealed,  and  all  the  silks  and 
satins  in  the  cburch  comfortably  adjusted,  he  gave  out  in  a  truly 
forlorn-hope  whine,  tiie  following  hymn  :— 

'*  The  saints  should  neyer  be  dismayed, 

Nor  sink  in  hopeless  fear; 
For  when  they  lea^t  expect  his  aid, 
The  lord  he  will  appear." 

^^Oh  dear!  His  so  applicable  to  Lord  John,"  whispered  Miss 
Prudence  to  Mrs.  Damnemall,  while  twang  went  the  harp,  and  out 
squeaked  the  clarinet,  accompanied  by  the  dulcifluous  nasalities  of 
the  charity-children. 

^^That  Algerine  of  a  clarinet,^'  murmured  Sir  Bomulus  to  Lord 
John,  'Ms  out  of  tune.  My  calamity  has  a  prodigiously  fine  ear^  had 
they  consulted  her,  she  would  have  put  them  right." 

The  service  then  proceeded  much  as  usual,  except  that  in  the 
lilany  the  Doctor  delivered  wilh  peculiar  emphasis—"  That  it  may 
please  Thee  to  endue  the  Lords  of  the  Council,  and  all  the  nobility, 
with  grace,  wisdom,  and  understanding,"  looking  fuUatLbrd  John. 
There  had  been  great  feuds  in  the  parish  lately^  several  of  the 
children's  parents,  and  consequently  the  children  themselves,  steal- 
ing away  whenever  they  could,  to  hear  a  very  orthodox  and  excel- 
lent, but  by  no  means  puritanical,  clergyman,  of  the  name  oCFaith- 
ful,  read  the  church  service,  which  he  did  twice  a-week  at  Shrews- 
bury ; — consequently,  as  parochial  business  must  be  attended  to, 
Dr.  Damnemall  took  his  text  from  chap,  xxx,  of  iSaiah  :— *'Woe 
to  the  rebellious  children,  saith  the  Lord,  that  take  counsel,  but  not 
of  me."  After  for  some  time  forcibly  anathematising  the  sin  of 
disobedience,  the  Doctor  got  into  the  midst  of  the  Deluge,  and 
floated  for  some  time  on  the  surface  of  the  waters,  till  the  ark 
landed ;  when  he  pointed  out  how  the  best  men  may  be  tempted  to 
err,  and  lamented  over  Noah's  inebriety — adding,  "Oh  my  in- 
fantine brethren ! — for  it  is  to  you  I  address  myaelf— Drunkenness  is 
a  dreadful  sin!   In  the  archives  of  our  erring  sister,  (he  Roman 
Church,  it  is  related,  that  the  devil  (for  oh !  he  is;  a  subtle  devil), 
offered  a  poor  saint  his  choice  of  three  sins,  compelling  him  to 
chuse  one.  Thinking  to  chuse  the  least,  he  selected  drunkenness — 
but  when  drunk,  lol  he  committed  the  other  two!  therefore,  I  say 
unto  ye,  beware!  beware!  beware!"  here  the  Doctor's  'verbum 
ardens'  and  happy  facility  of  expression,  hurried  him  on,  till  he 
found  himself  at  Belshaz^ar's  feast,  when  he  exclaimed — "What  a 
fine  sight  this  must  have  been,  a  thousand  of  his  lords!!!  Our  House 
of  Lords!  my  beloved  sinners!  is  a  very  pleasing,  nay,  a  very  edify- 
ing sight ',  but  what  is  that  compared  to  Belshazzar's,  with  his  thou- 
sand lords  all  seated  side  by  side  at  a  sumptuous  feast,  where  was 
no  doubt  every  delicacy  of  the  season!!  ■  As  I  always  endeavour  to 

'  X  think  it  right  to  state,  lest  I  should  incur  the  odium  of  treating  irreverently j 


1 


164  THE   BUDGET  OF 

imtii  into  you,  my  Christian  brethren,  respect  for  your  superiors  is 
one  of  yoar  greatest  virtues  I  Moses  was  a  weak  young  man !  still 
he  was  God's  prime-minister!  and,  as  such,  to  be  respected!!!'' 

^^  Insufferable  stuff!''  said  Marmaduke,  as  the  Doctor  concluded ; 
^4t  is  a  disgrace  to  allow  such  people  to  profane  God's  temple,  and 
scandalize  religion." 

''Oh,  dear,  what  an  edifying  discourse!"^  exclaimed  Miss  Pru- 
dence to  Mrs.  Damnemall.  ''I  assure  you,  the  way  in  which  the 
Doctor  described  Belshazzar's  feast,  made  me  quite  hungry.  Oh, 
dear!  I  could  actually  see  the  things  before  me^  It  shows  what  a 
clever  man  he  is.  If  Lord  John  does  not  get  him  made  a  Dean  aner 
that  sermon,  111  never  say  that  any  one  can  live  by  their  wits  again ! '' 

''  I  hope  I  see  your  ladyship  quite  well?  "said  Mrs.  Whabble, 
simpering  up  to  Lady  Bubble ;  and  then  added  in  a  whisper, ''  Do 
you  think  I  could  prevail  upon  Lord  and  Lady  Jolm  to  come  to  hiy 
ball  on  the  26th  ?  I  should  be  so  proud  if  they  would,  and  I  assure 
you  some  of  the  most  genteel  people'in  the  neighbourhood  are  com- 
ing to  me." 

"  I'm  sure  they'd  be  very  haw>y,"  replied  Lady  Bubble,  who 
knew  how  anxious  Lord  John  was  to  be  introduced  to  Major  Whab- 
ble's  four-and-twenty  votes.  "  I'll  introduce  you  to  Lady  John. 
Lady  John,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Major  and  Mrs..  Whabble 
—Lord  John,  Major  and  Mrs.  Whabble." 

"  Most  happy  to  have  the  opportunity  of  making  Colonel  Whab- 
ble's  acquaintance,"  said  Lord  John,  looking  as  if  he  was  going  to 
be  hanged. 

'*  Your  lordship  has  promoted  me,  for  I'm  only  a  major  yet," 
said  that  worthy  individual. 

*'  No,  but  Her  Majesty  soon. will  promote  you,"  chimed  in  Sir 
Romulus.  '•  So  you  see  the^olonel  (kernel)  lies  in  a  nulshell-^lies 
in  a  nutshell !  ha !  ha !  ha !  do  you  approve  of  my  wit,  Lord  John  ?" 

"  Wit?"  responded  Lord  John,  innocently,  "  oh  — ah — yes, 
very  good." 

'^  Are  you  Lady  John  Bubble?"  said  Master  Whabble,  grasping 
her  ladyship's  dress  so  emphatically  that  he  nearly  severed  it  from 
her  body  as  he  stared  up  into  her  face. 

*'  Yes,  my  dear,  I  am,"  replied  she,  with  great  elective -fran- 
chise suppression  of  temper. 

**  Ma — ma — I  say,  ma,"  vociferated  that  charming  chiW,  mis- 
taking his  mother's  boa  for  a  bell-rope,  and  tugging  at  it  accord- 
ingly, "  she's  just  like  any  other  woman ! " 

''  Hush,  James;  you  should  never  make  remarks." 

'*  Oh,  I  think  it's  so  putty  to  hear  his  remarks,"  fibbed  Lady 

cred  a  subject,  that  this  semon  was  actually  preached,  TerbaUm,  with  what  follaws  aboot 
Moses,  six  months  ago,  by  a  clergyman  of  the  Established  Church !— not  at  Shrewsbury, 
'  I  one  of  the  eastern  counties.— Sic  Uw  ad  astra. 
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John,  andlhoQgbt  that  if  that  did  not  secure  Major  Whabble's  four- 
and-twenty  votes,  ber  husband  had  no  chance  of  his  election. 

'*0h,  sir,^"  cried  JMrs.  Jinlcs,  puffing  and  panting  up  to  Cecil, 
wbile  she  made  ineffectual  efforts  to  disencumber  her  right  hand  of 
a  plum-coloured  leather  glove,  ^'  Oh,  sir,  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you 
again.  I  assure  you,  I  often  talk  to  my  daughter,  Mrs.  Major 
Whabble,  who,  I  believe,  you've  had  the  pleasure  of  being  intro- 
duced to,  of  the  agreeable  journey  we  had  together  from  Lunnun.  I 
ope  the  'Merican  gentleman  was  quite  weir  when  youheerd  from 
him,  for  I  everheerd  him  saying  as  he  should  write  to  you.  He 
banged  Cocker  at  'rethmatic,, didn't  he?  lor !  I  never!  Bot  ow  ave 
you  been  since,  sir?" 

^'  Quite  well,  I  thank  you.  May  I  venture  to  hope,  that  you  have 
quite  recovered  the  effects  of  your  fall? "  • 

^^  Oh,  lor!  don't  talk  of  it!  we  make  a  joke  of  it  now.  The  Major, 
he's  so  full  of  his  fun,  that  he  says  I  might  have  seen  by  the  halmi- 
nack  that  there  would  be  a  fall  of  scnne  kind  about  that  time,  and 
that  the  Rocket  being  a  hopposition  coach,  that  was  the  reason  as 
they  lowered  the  fare.  We  do  run  on  so^  to  be  sure^  but  lor !  I  was 
such  a  mass  of  bruises  for  more  nor  six  weeks  after.  You  can't  think 
how  quite  black  and  gray!  like  this  here  p'lese.  Dear!  sir^  it  was 
uncommon  kind  of  you  to  tell  Dunn  what  all  the  fine  ladies  in  Lun- 
nun was  a  wearing,  for  I  do  love  anything  flashy  and  genteel  in  the 
way  of  dress  ]  aud  doesn't  Mrs.  Major  look  particklar  well  in  hers?" 
'^  Annihilatingly  so,  indeed,"  smiled  Cecil. 
*'  I'm  glad  you  think  so/'  said  Mrs.  Jinks,  ''for  Jane,  I  mean  Mrs. 
Major  Whabble,  is  so  partial  to  fashionable  men,  you  can't  thipk." 
"  Pitiable  creatures!"  murmured  Cecil. 
^^  Doctor,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  as  be  stepped  into  the  carriage, 
*'  will  you  and  Mrs.  Damnemall  dine  with  us  to-morrow? — and 
you'll  meet  with  a  liberal  turtle  and  a  tory  duke." 

The  Doctor,  justly  considering  both  excellent  things  in  their  way, 
and  in  his  way,  accepted  the  invitation.  As  the  carriages  drove  off, 
and  the  pedestrians  paired  off,  Mrs.  Jinks  again  wrung.  Cecil's 
hand,  and,  indeed,  his  heart,  by  expressing  a  fervent  wish  that  they 
might  always  travel  together.  While  Dr.  Damnemall,  after  express- 
ing a  great  deal  of  vulgar  surprise  at  Marmaduke's  early  rising 
within  the  last  few  months,  added. 

*'  But,  my  dear  sir,  how  uncommonly  well  you  are  looking!" 
*'  Well,  sir,"  said  Marmaduke,  thumping  his  stick  on  the 
ground,  and  giving  the  Doctor  a  sort  of  ogre-in-Puss-in-boots  look 
( that  is,  as  if  he  was  going  to  transform  him  from  a  lion  into  a 
mouse),  "  Well,  sir,  if  1  am,  what  of  that?  "^there's  no  act  of  Par- 
liament against  my  looking  well,  is  there  ? " 

"  Certainly  not,  my  dear  sir,  certainly  not,"  replied  the  terrified 
divine  ;  ''  but  you  are  looking  so  wonderfully  well !" 
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'^  Glad  of  it'.— glad  of  it! —shows  there's  no  resemMance  be- 
tween my  looks  and  your  preaching.  Good  morning  to  you ! — and 
*  Good  Lord  deliver  us'  from  Dr.  Damnemall! "  added  he,  as  he 
cleared  the  stile  from  the  churchyard  intplhe  field.  ''  That  man  is 
too  much  for  my  temper,"  continued  Marmaduke ;  ^^  and  yet  I've 
no  doubt  that  unmitigated  old  fool,  my  sister  Prudence,  will  tell  us 
all  when  we  get  home,  that  she  enjoyed  the  tissue  of  nonsense 
that  fellow  called  a  sermon  '  beyond  everything.' '' 

^^I  think,''  remarked  Miss  Lucreiia,  mildly,  >Uhatit  was  too 
political." 

^^*]^olitical!  what  do  you  mean  by  that?  As  far  as  the  church 
went,  it  was  most  impolitic  \  for  it  was  enough  to  bring  any  church 
into  disgrace." 

^^  Why— a — I  mean  calling  Mo5es.a  weak  young  man,  and  God*s 
prime-minister,  was  evidently  an  allusion  to  Lord  John,"  said  Miss 
Lucretia. 

^'  Ciouldn't  be — couldn't  be ;  for  he's  a  weak  old  man,  and  not 
a  prime-minister*— only  a  man  who  primes  the  minister.  Would  to 
heaven  he'd  make  him  go  offr 

**  Oh  well,  you  gentlemen  know  best,"  deferred  Lucreiia^  ^'but 
I  should  have  thought  it  a  politieal  sermon." 

^'  Who'd  have  thought  it?  Moses  caught  it,"  laughed  Marmaduke. 

Here  Cecil,  who  was  walking  on  before* with  the  two  young  la- 
dies and  Theresa,  and  who  was  afraid  the  wind  blew  too  coldly  in 
her  face,  stopped  to  settle  her  veil,  which  had  become  untied,  and 
as  Marmaduke  and  Lucretia  brought  up  the  rear,  they  stopped  too, 
when  from  behind  the  hedge  Ihey  overheard  the  following  colloquy : 

'*  John,  why  doesn't  spake?" 

"  Got  nothing  to  sye  (say)." 

"  Why  doesn't  tell  me  eh  lovest  me?" 

"I  tauld  ee  that  afore." 

''  Why  doesn't  kiss  me  then  ?" 

''I  will  present-ly  '." 

^^  I  tell  ee  what,  John  Brough,  there's  no  use  in  our  keeping 
company,  if  you  goes  on  in  this  way.'* 

"  You  be  always  in  such  a  hurry,  and  no  good  ever  comes  along 
of  being  in  a  hurry." 

^^  Missis  says  as  she'll  get  another  servant  gal  if  I  asks  leave  to  go 
out  so  often  *,  and  she  do  storm  so  about  the  bulter,  I  shall  have  to 
leave  off  giving  ee  buttered  toast  with  ee  tea." 

"  No  don't  ee,"  responded  John,  "  and  I'll  kiss  ee  now." 

As  Sir  Giles  Overreach  says,  the  kiss  "came  twangingly  off," 
and  the  first  speaker  resumed, 

»  This  dialogue  is  taiken  down,  verbatim,  from  one  that  a  friend  of  the  author's  ovcr- 
'  in  Berkshire, 
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'^  You  don't  know  how  out  a-p6ckei  I  be  along  of  you,  John. 
Missis  (drat  her!)  never  leaves  the  key  in  (he  tea-H;hest  nowl'' 

^^  I  (auld  ee  I'd  make  ee  the  feller  to  it,  if  so  be  you  could  lay 
hold  on  it  for  half  an  hour ;  and  then  you  no  call  to  be  out  of  poc- 
ket, Sal.'* 

'^  It's  more  easily  said  than  done,  John  Breugh.  An  honest, 
hardworking,  'duslrious  gal  has  no  chance  with  such  an  old  skin- 
flint as  she.  Mary  Gook,  at  Mrs.  WhabUe's,  do  a^^omplain  sadly-, 
but  as  I  tells  her,  her  missis  be  a  lady  mayoress  to  Mrs.  Town. 
Lor !  if  there  ainf  a  roan's  hat  a-listening,  t'other  side  of  the  hedge  !*' 
almost  screamed  Sally.  '^  Why  don'l  ee  wallup  un,  John?" 

"I  wull  present-ly,"  answered  the  procrastinating  John.  This 
was  enough.  Marmaduke  and  Cecil  burst  out  into  aloud  laugh; 
and,  not  waiting  for  Mr.  Brough's  ^presenMy,'  walked  on. 

"  Now  is  not  this  exactly  what  I  always  tell  you  ?*'  said  Marma- 
duke to  Miss  Lacretia ;  ^^  common  people  invariaMy  pair  (for  I 
cannot  call  it  making  love)  after  this  fashion,  and  do  not,  as  de- 
scribed by  some  Arcadian  writers,  talk  lilies  and  roses,  and  look 
doves  and  deities." 

^'l  should  hope,"  said  Miss  Locretia,  sentimentally,  ''  that  . 
those  wretches  are  a  solitary  instance,  and  that  more  pure  ethereal 
refinement  palpitates  in  humMe  hearts,  and  sublimates  rural  love 
than  in  any  other."  ^ 

^^D ^nonsense!"  cried  Marmaduke — an  exolamatidn  he 

continued  to  imitler  till  he  reached  home,  where  the  rest  of  the 
party  had  arrived  before  them.  In  the  library  he  found  Mr.  Town 
confidentially  sycophanlteing  to  Lerd  John,  from  whom  he  had 
extorted  a  promise  to  lay  his  plan  for  a  submarine  railroad  before 
the  House  of  Commons;  and  in  return,  like  a  true  insect,  he 
thought  the  best  way  of  buzzing  his  flattery  into  Lord  John's  ear, 
was  to  sting  the  reputation  of  die  Duke  of  Arlington,  whose  speak- 
ing he  was  depreciating  as  tame  and  cold.  Had  Mr.  Town  made  his 
misstatement  to  Cecil  alone  (coming  as  it  did  from  so  insignificant 
a  quarter),  he  would  not  have  thought  it  worth  refuting;  but  being 
anxious  that  Lord  John  should  not  labour  under  any  false  impres- 
sion as  to  his  political  tenets,  he  rejoined,  with  some  warmth,  and 
rather  ironically : 

''  Notwithstanding  the  veto  of  so  good  a  judge,  I  cannot  coincide 
in  thai  opinion ;  for  if  (which  I  am  witting  to  admit)  the  Duke 
sometimes  creeps  with  Timsus,  he  as  often,  if  not  oftener,  lightens 
and  thunders  with  Pericles;  and,  as  too  many  of  his  contempora- 
ries have  reason  to  know,  his  invective  is  so  withering  and  terrible, 
that  all  things  perish  beneath  its  influence,  like  vegetation  over 
which  a  sirocco  has  passed;  and  his  irony,  however  strong,  is^ 
always  dignified,  while  his  power  of  ridieule  is  perfectty  irresisp- 
lible.  In  fact,  as  an  orator,  1  never  heard  nor  read  of  any  one  who 
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possess  such  ligbt  and  shade :  for  whether  he  rises  to  ^c  subli- 
mity or  sinks  to  colloquial  familiarity,  the  result  is  always  the  same 
— that  of  leaving  a  factor  an  image  the  more  in  one's  memory  or 
one's  imagination.  But  more  than  aU,  I  venerate  his  total  absence 
of  party  spirit — that  only  test  of  unimpeachable  political  integrity ; 
-—for  whether  the  caprice  of  a  monarch  or  the  prejudices  of  a 
people  are  to  be  offended,  and  consequently  his  favour  with  the 
one  or  his  popularity  with  the  other  to  be  risked,  be  cares  not,  as 
long  as  right  is  to  be  pursued  or  good  to  be  achieved,  though  I 
grant  that  nature  must  claiip  the  merit  of  this  *,  for  his  is  one  of 
those  master  spirits  that  never  can  sink  to  the  grovelling  paths  of 
meaner  minds.  In  foct,  what  was  said  of  Napoleon  may  be  with 
truth  asserted  of  him  : 

**  The  €ibb  and  flow  of  fate  ilogle  micd, 
▲re  as  tides  to  the  rest  of  maiikuid." 

Therefore,  born  to  sway  and  to  command,  it  is  not  likely  that  he 
should  ever  succumb  either  to  murmuring  complaisance  or  to  spu- 
rious pride,  that  licks  the  dust.'' 

'^  Really,''  replied  Lord  John,  raising  his  eyebrows  and  pitching 
his  voice  three  degrees  below  xero,  '^  sooh  intemperate  z^al  ia  behalf 
of  the  Duke  of  Arlington,  I  must  observe,  Mr.  Howard,  comes  with 
a  bad  grace  ft-om  any  relative  of  mine,  however  distant,  sir'— 4iow-  * 
ever  distfiipt.'' 

''  I  am  sorry,''  said  Cecil,  '^  that  my  manner.abould  have  emend- 
ed you.  The  utterance  of  my  opinions  I  certainly  may  suppress  4 
but  the  opinions  themselves  I  cannot  alter." 

^'GkKi  foii)id  that  you  should!"  exclaimed  Marma  duke^  and 
then  added,  ^'1  tell  you  what,  Cecil — suppose  you  and  I  write  an 
^abstract  and  brief  chronicle'  of  both  Houses  of  Parliameot,  eh? 
We'd  have  'em  on  the  hip  there !" 

''  What,  like  Mr.  Greville's  ddighiftd  '  Qook  of  Itfaxims"  asked 
Cecil. 

^<  No,  no  ^  more  to  the  purpose  than  that — fMu  truths,  an<}  no 
ficticm.  Stay,  like  this,"  continued  Marmaduke,  reaching  down  a 
small  volume,  entitled  '  Flagellum  Parliamentarium  ;  being  Sarcas* 
tie  Notices  of  the  First  Parliament  after  the  Restoration,'  and  then 
read  out  the  following  passages  from  it : 

^^'DsYOff.^— Sir  Thomas  Clifford. — ^The  grandson  of  a  poor 
Devonshire  vicar — treasurer  of  the  Household — one  of  the  Lords 
Commissioners  of  the  Treasury — ^Bribemasler-^^nerai. 

^^  ^  Sir  Gilbert  Talbot. — ^The  King's  Jeweller — ^a  great  cheat  at 
bowls  and  cards  ^  not  born  to  a  shilling. 

"  *Sir  Courtney  Poole. — -The  first  mover  for  chimneyHBoney, 
,for  which  he  had  the  court  thanks,  but  no  snip. 

'' '  Peter  Prideaux.^A  secret  pensioner  of  2002.  per  annum  and 
his  daily  food. 
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''  *  Henry  Ford.— So  much  to  d^l  ha  eaonol  *elp  iaklog  bis 
bribe  and  promise  of  employmeat. 

'' '  Sir  JobD  Shaw.— First  a  vinloer's  poor  boy,  anerwards  a  cus- 
tomer ihat  cheated  the  nation  of  100,000/. 

'"Anthony  Ashley— son  to  the  lord  that  looks  on  both  sides, 
and  one  Wry,  who  is  the  great  bribe  taker,  and  has  got  and  cheated. 
150,0007. 

"  'Essex.— Sir  Harbotlle  Grimslon— Master  of  the  Rolls. 

''  Then  comes  Sir  Richard  Wiseman,  with  no  comment,  good, 
bad,  or  in<»ffcrent,  appended  to  his  name,  and,  like  many  of  the 
wise  men  of  the  present  day,  I  doubt  not,  felt  himself  more  ag- 
grieved  than  any  of  them,  by  such  total  oblivion.  Next  follows 

"  '  Thomas  King— a  poor  beggarly  fellow,  who  sold  his  voice  to 
the  Treasury  for  60/.  bribe. 

"  'Gloucester.— Sir  Bayn  Throgmorton— who  has  300/.  per 
annum  in  land  given  him. 

*"  Sir  Edward  Massy— a  Command  in  Ireland,  and  10,000/^ 
per  annum  there. 

'' '  Hereford.— Thomas  Price— «  debtor  to  the  King  1,600./. 

'' '  Roger  Yaughan- a  pitiful  pimping  bedcbaoAer  man  to  baft 
Highness,  and  Captain  of  a  foot  company. 

"  '  Sir  John  Barnaby — (another  nonentity.) 

"* '  Hertford.— Samuel  Grimstone— a  silly  son  of  the  Master 
of  the  Rolls,  and  son-in-law  to  the  Aitotney-General. 

'' '  Thomas  Lord  Fansbaw — a  pensioner,  and  much  in  debt. 

'' '  Lincoln.— Sir  Robert  Cair- married  first  his  mother's  maid, 
to  whom  he  gave  a  1,000/.  that  she  would  not  claim  him,  because 
be  was  married  to  Secretary  Bennett's  sister.  He  had  a  list  of  his 
debts  given  into  the  bribe-master  Ctififord's  hands^  who  has  already 
paid  off  7,000/.  of  them.' 

^'  Now  here,"  continued  Marmaduke,  '^  is  a  poor  man  that  is 
to  be  pitied — one  of  the  members  for  Cambridge, 

"  'Sr  Charles  Wheeler,  a  foot  Captain^  onee  flattered  with 
hopes  of  being  Master  of  the  Aoils,  n&v  Governor  of  Novis,  and  a 
Privy-chamber  man. 

''  ^  William  Lord  AUington— a  Chalbam  collector,  and  a  court 
cully,  laughed  at  by  them.  . 

'' '  Lancaster.— Sir  William  Bocknell— once  a  poor  Factor  to 
buy  malt  for  the  brewers,  now  a  farmer  of  the  revenues  of  England 
and  Ireland,  on  the  account  of  the  Duchess  of  Cleveland,  who  goes 
snip  with  him,  to  whom  he  has  given  20,000/. 

'' '  Wilts. — Sir  Stephen  Fox— ^OBce  a  link  boy,  then  a  singing 
boy  at  Salid)ury,  then  a  serving  man,  and  permitting  his  wife  to  b^ 
a  philanthropic  beyond  the  seas  \  at  the  Restoratioii  was  made  Payr 
master  to  tho<]^uards,  where  he  has  cheated  lop,000/«,  aad  is  one 
of  the  green  cloth. 
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**  ^  Henry  Clarke-hath  bad  in  liok  at  the  bribe  i&c. 

^' '  William  Ashburoham — not  bom  to  a  farthing — now  Cofferer. 

"  *  Wales. — ^Edward  Progers. — ^^A  bed-chamberman,  not  born 
to  a  farthing. 

'^  ^Sir  Herbert  Price. — ^Master  of  the  king's  household  :  pays 
no  debts  ^  his  son  in  the  guards,  his  daughter  with  the  queen. 

'''Roger  Whitby. — ^Knight  Harbinger,  means  honestly,  but 
dares  not  show  it/ 

"Poor,  pitiful  knave !*^  exclaimed  Marmaduke,  "he is  worse 
ttian  if  he  meant  dishonestly,  and  dared  show  it,  inasmuch  as  that 
cowardice  and  hypocrisy  are  the  worst  of  sins :  but  don't  you  think 
a  Tery  amusing  coinparati?e  analysis  might  be  written  of  the  House 
of  Commons  of  the  present  day?" 

''  If  true,  it  would,  I  fear,  be  more  disgraceful  than  amusing,'' 
replied  Ceeil. 

"  Such  a  work,"  said  Lord  John,  taking  his  .hat,  and  leaving 
Ihe  roiMn,  followed  by  Mr.  Town,  "  woukl  be  a  violation  of  the 
laws  of  the  land,  and  of  the  laws  of  society !'' 

"  Ha!  ha!  ha!''  laughed  Marmaduke,  "the  laws  of  the  land, 
and  the  laws  of  society,  a  fine  perc^ation !  but  he'd  better  have 
kept  it  for  the  opening  of  the  next  budget!" 


CHAPTER  XH. 

'*How  strange  that  a  day,  nay,  an  hoar,  a  minate,  may  bring 
us  aequaiated  with  <hm  that  skall  be  knit  with  our  future  desti- 
■ies,  yet  of  whose  very  existence  we  were  ignorant  the  preceding 
hour.'*— Francis  Flowekdaib. 

'*  It  is  not  the  hunger  which  interests  us,  but  the  distress  which 
that  banger  occasions."— AdahSmith. 


A  WAtK  mVOSS  BVURTASt.— «KSI)6,  FBOM  WHICH  SPBIHO  CBARIT7. — ONE  MTSTBRT 
SOLVED,  ANOTHER  BEGUN. ^-CBCIL  AND  THERESA  UEST-^JHOS  IN  A  CROWD. 

Loyb's  creed  is  an  Athenian  one,  that  peoples  the  world  with 
deities^  the  object  of  bis  choice  being  the  great  Jupiter,  that  in- 
habits the  region  of  the  heart  ^  Jealousy  the  Neptune,  that  lashes 
into  storms  the  restless  ocean  of  thought;  Fear  and  Incertitude, 
the  watchful  Nereides  that  haunt  the  mysterious  stroaras  of  imagi- 
nation; and  Hope,  the  mighty  Dis,  that  rules  oyer  the  vast  and 
undiscovered  future  :  while  not  a  hue,  a  tint,  a  sound,  an  echo,  of 
this  visible  and  material  world ;  not  a  blusb  upon  the  flower,  a 
shade  upon  the  forest,  a  ripple  upon  the  wave,  the  murmured  se- 
crets of  the  winds  and  the  trees,  the  vIgUs  of  the  stars,  or  the 
jgushings  of  the  fountain,  but  what  become  the  voices  smd  the 
omens  of  the  tutelary  divinities  on  his  self-dected  attars ;.  tUl  the 
mythology  of  the  heart,  like  that  of  the  Greeks,  multiplies  its  crea- 
tion beyond  the  power  of  the  wide  Pantheon  of  imagination  to 
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contain  its  images.  Yet,  amoog  this  plurality  of  gods  cominoQ  to 
both,  M^hat  is  wanting  to  each  ?  Reality.  This  craying  for  the  real 
it  was  which  made  the  Athenians,  amid  their  myriads  of  imaginary 
divinities,  still  erect  another  altar,  ^^To  the  Unknown  God;" 
this  craying  for  the  real  it  is,  that  makes  all  who  love  cling  to  the 
present;  and  it  was  this  feeling  which  made  Cecil  shrink  from 
communicating  with  Lord  John  on  the  sutDJect  of  his  marriage  with 
Theresa;  for  he  felt  that  so  doing  might  end  that  present,  which, 
in  their  scale  of  happiness,  was  all  that  they  could  call  their  own. 
Differing,  too,  as  he  did  from  him,  not  only  in  politics  but  in  most 
things,  he  scarcely  knew  what  even  to  ask,  much  less  to  hope, 
from  him ;  besides,  in  order  to  deal  with  a  man,  you  must  know 
his  temper,  by  which  you  can  lead  him — or  his  ends,  by  which 
you  can  persuade  him — or  his  friends,  by  whom  you  can  govern 
him ;  but  Lord  John  was  a  combination  of  negatives.   He  had  no 
temper,  or  if  he  had,  it  was  of  so  stagnant  and  sluggish  a  nature, 
that  it  was  difficult  to  know  of  what  properties  it  consisted ;  for  his 
ends,  they  were  equally  inscrutable ;  as  ambition  had  been  '^  thrust 
upon  him,''  and  was  therefore  neither  the  bit  that  he  champed,  nor 
the  spur  that  urged  him  onward :  and  as  for  friends,  even  the  member^ 
of  his  party  had  never  shackled  themsehres  with  so  empty  a  name. 
Among  the  mass  of  mankind  all  are  idolaters  :  some  of  interest 
(and  these  are  the  most  numerous) ;  some  of  fame ;  some  of  power; 
some  of  wealth,  which  is  power,  for  it  matters  little  what  may  be 
the  virtue,  knowledge,  and  integrity  of  one  man, — or  the  profli- 
gacy, villainy,  and  hypocrisy  of  another,-- let  but  poverty  cast  a 
shadow  over  the  former,  and  wealth  a  halo  around  the  latter,  so- 
ciety is  ever  ready  to  turn  its  back  on  the  one,  and  open  its  arms 
to  the  other.  Some  few  worship  Love;  some  fewer  Wisdom,  -or 
what  they  deem  such;  for  there  is  a  mysterious  circle  in  the  eco- 
nomy of  human  affairs,  which,  after  (he  mbst  laborious  and  ex- 
tended researches  of  philosophy,  the  deepest  and  most  carefbl 
excavations  of  science,Torces  wisdom  to  content  itself,  or,  at  least, 
to  sit  down  with  so  large  a  portion  of  negative  knowledge,  that  it 
meets  ij;norance  half-way,  by  still  taking  refuge  in  doubt ;  and 
never  shows  itself  greater,  than  when  it  prudently  submits  to 
taking  things  as  it  finds  them.   There  are  also  human  as  well  as 
animal  sloths,  and  Indolence  is  the  ignoble  deity  at  whose  shrine 
they  worship.  Thus,  then,  nearly  all  men  have  their  idolatry ;  the 
art  of  governing  them  consists  in  finding  out  the  idol.   This  is  the 
master-kef  to  the  heart.  But  if  men  have  neither  idols  nor  hearts, 
as  does  sometimes,  though  rarely,  happen,  then  does  the  manage- 
ment of  them  become  almost  an  impossibility,  as  the  ordinary  laws 
of  nature  are  not  only  to  be  waved  but  surmounted.  In  (heir  case, 
it  is  a  common  error  to  suppose,  that  the  human  nature  of  (he 
mass  must  necessarily  be  the  human  nature  of  all;  and  this  arguing 
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from  analogy  it  is  that  has  afforded  protection  and  impunity  to  some 
of  the  most  iniqaUous  characters  of  an  ages.  The  strength,  depth, 
and  undying  nkture  of  maternal  love  has  passed  into  a  proverb ; 
and  yef  more  persons  than  Savage,  the  poet,  have  had  unnatural 
mothers*,  while  those  of  China  sacriflce  their  female  children  m{\\- 
out  hesitation  or  remorse,  merely  because  it  is  not  geographically 
criminal  lo  do  so.  So  much  for  the  universality  of  maternal  affec- 
tion.  There  is'  no  error  more  common  nor  more  fatal,  than  con- 
founding knov^ledge  of  human  nature  with  knowledge  of  the  world  ^ 
they  are  two  separate  and  distinct  things.  As  well  might  we  con- 
clude, that  because  a  man  was  a  first-rate  husbandman,  and  could 
interpret  every  shade  in  the  earth  or  heavens  as  connected  with  his 
calling,  that  he  must  of  necessity  be  an  equally  skilful  architecit  or 
coach'^maker.  A  Sdvage  might  be  a  profound  adept  in  human  na- 
ture, and  guage  to  a  nicety  the  ebb  and  flow  of  every  separate  pas- 
sion, and^et  on  his  fifst  entree  into  civilized  life  might  be  duped 
and  cajoled  at  every  turn,-  which  would  be  no  proof  of  folly,  as 
what  is  called  knowledge  of  ttie  world  can  only  be  acquired  in  the 
world;  and  by  an  intercourse  with  the  very  worst  portion  of  it. 

Cardinal  De  Relz's  answer  to  his  secretary,  Joly,  when  Ihe  latter 
remonstrated  with  him  upon  his  misconduct,  evinced  great  know- 
ledge of  the  world.  *'  What  you  say  is  all  perfectly  true,*'  said  his 
emiDeiice,-^^and  I  am  as  well  aware  of  it  as  you  are;  but  you'll 
never  get  the  world  to  believe  it,  and  in  (hat  is  my  security."  The 
world  is  always  for  referring  every  thing  to  the  '  vraisemblable,' 
and  therefore  Judge  the  moliv^  of  men's  actions  by  this  test,  for- 
getting (liat^^  nullum  simile  quod  idem  est,'  and  that  consequently 
nothing  is  often  more  unlike  truth  than  truth  itself.  But  to  return  \ 
with  reference  to4dols,  Lord  lohn  was  one  of  the  few  exceptions 
that  prove  tha  rule.'  He  had  no  idol,  or  if  he  had,  Propriety  was 
his  diviDity  ;  and'Cecil  Was  well  aware,  that  her  starch  and  bilckram 
i-fltribules  'could'  not  receive  a  greater  violation  in  his  lordship's 
eyes,  than  for  any  one  to  propose  nttiking  him  a  parly  concerned^ 
in  fact,  an  aider  and  abettor,  ih'a  matrimonial  alliance,  not  based 
upon  what  the  work),  afid  therefore  himself  (which,  as  he  Justly 
considered,  formed  a  most  important  part  of  it)  thought  suitable 
prospects.  Fully  ihibued  with  this  conviction,  Howard  encouraged 
htmseK  in  putting  off  the  evil  day,  and  secured  present  happiness 
by  minisfering  to,  or  anticipating  every  little  wish  of  Theresa's. 
What  a  mistake  is  it  to  say,  that  time  that  passes  happily  passes 
quickly :  it  is  the  dull  monotonous,  unloved,  unloving  life,  (hat 
seems,  at  the  end  of  each  succeeding  year,  as  though  it  had  all 
been  run  into  one  long  tedious  day;  whereas,  in  the  chronology 
of  the  heart,  every  pulsation  is  an  epoch,  marked  by  a  victory  or  a 
gala;  and  in  a  single  day  of  actual  time,  we  often  live  a  century  of 
positive  life.     -      '- 
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Ibefesa  had  been  M^isbing  to  obtain  some  bibiscus,  or  ma^^ 
plant  seeds,  of  a  particular  sort  ^  but  there  being  thirty-'Six  different 
species,  Cecil  thought  the  best  v^y  of  procuring  what  she  wwlei 
would.be  tO'get  them  all.  For  which  purpose  he  set  off  to  Shrews- 
bury  one  morning  early,  before  breakfast  ^  and  after  going  lo  every 
seed-^shop  in  the  town,  had  ^cured  every  kind  but  two,  which  he 
liad  been  recommended  lo  seek  «t  a  nursery  garden  at  the  back  of 
the  suburbs.  The  morning  was  hilensdiy  cold,  but  as  the  sun  was 
bright^  and  the  air  dry,  this  prolongation  of  his  walk  was  rather 
pleasant  than  otherwise.  As  he  was  passing  through  a  narrow » 
gloomy  lane,  his  aUention  was  airesled  by.  the  loud  sobUng  of  a 
child,  that  issued  from  a  small  baker's  shop,  accompanied  by  the 
broken,  but  determined  asseveration  of— 

^'Ifo,  I  ne—ue— never  will  eat  parish  bread  5  I'd  starve  first." 

''  Aye,  and  better  starve,  too,"  rejc^ned  a  shrill  adult  voice, 
''  Miss  Gariton,  thah  your  fathershould  cram  you  with  sueh  unbe<- 
fitting  pride,  when  he's  nothing  else  to  give  you,  and  can't  pay 
honest  folks  their  due." 

^^  He  has  paid  you  honestly  always,"  sobbed  the  first  speid^er, 
'^  till  my  poor  moiher's — "  Here  the  child  bw^t  into  such  a  pa* 
roxysm  of  tears,  that  the  remainder  <^  the  sentence  was  inaudMe. 

Under  the  prelect  of  enquiring  h^  way,  <]ecil  entered  the  shop. 

Charles  Lamb  has  truly  and  touchingly  remarked,  that  common 
people's  children  ^'  are  dragged  up,  not  brought  up."  There  is  a 
precocity— not,  indeed,  of  intellect,  bul  of  prudence  and  worldly 
wisdon^in  them,  that  is  truly  painful.  Care  has  usurped  the  em- 
pire of  carelessness,  that  legitimate  nftmarchof  a  chUd's  being,  and, 
like  all  usurpers,  has,  in  the  vehemence  of  hjs  achievements,  anti- 
cipated the  slow  march  of  Time.  Life  itself,  winch  among  the  chil- 
dren of  the  rich  is  an  exuberant  overflowing,  that,  lavish  it  as  they 
may,  still  seems  inexhaustible,  among  those  of  the  poor  is  a  lean 
phantom,  grasped  at  with  pain,  and  maintained  with  a  struggle^ 
in  short,  they  know  nothing  of  youth  but  its  feebleneiss  and  its  wail- 
ing I  its  bloom  and  its  buoyancy  being,  like  every  other  luxury, 
beyond  their  reacli  To  me  the  most  painful  sight  in  this  world  is 
a  poor,  that  is,  a  destitute  child.  Whatever  misery  a  grown  person 
may  be  plunged  |nto,  a  thousand  suppositions  ar^  left  for  its  pallia- . 
tion  :  they  may  onj^ave  been  well  off,  or  they  may  have  been  the 
artificers  of  their  VSpin?  end  they  may  live  to  see  better  days ;  but 
children — they  ca^ave  done  nothing  to  deserve  that  the  one  bless* 
ing,  unmortgaged  at  the  fall,  the  carelessness  of  youth,  should  be 
taken  from  them. 

The  little  girl  ttiat  now  stood  before  Cecil,  though  bearing  every 
outward  mark  of  poverty,  and  shivering  fromH^he  intense  cold  of 
the  morning,  and  the  scantiness  of  her  clothing  (which  consisted 
of  a  threadbare  brown-stuff  frock,  and  a  thin,  ragged,  black  silk 
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handkerchief,  pinned  iike  a  shawi  over  her  shoulders),  yet  bore 
evident  marks  of  genller  birth  than  her  present  position  seemed  to 
warrant.  Her  features  were  beautiful,  though  disflgured  by  an  ex-~ 
pressionofcareandfemine  that  was  truly  appalling  :  though  appa- 
rently not  more  than  eight  or  nine  years  old,  the  lines  in  her  face 
were  strong,  as  though  the  marks  of  tears  so  prematurely  shed 
wovld  not  be  effaced  -,  her  lips  were  full  and  beautifully  chiselled, 
and  looked  as  if  they  would  have  been  red,  had  they  ever  known 
the  sunshine  of  a  smile  j  her  eyes  were  large  and  dark,  with  aoch 
ane^)ression  of  intense  watchfulness,  thai  she  actually  appeared  to 
listen  with  them ;  the  only  part  •f  her  person  that  seemed  to  have 
received  much  attention  was  her  hair,  which  was  rich,  dark,  and 
glossy,  and  plainly  twisted  up  with  a^comb.  She  shrunk  back  upon 
Cecil's  entrance,  while  the  woman  to  whom  she  had  been  speaking, 
— a  large,  coarse,  zoneless  female,  with  a  fat  while  face,  rendered 
still  whiter  by  flour ;  light  eyes,  with  red  rims  ^  a  linen  cap,  half  at 
the  back  of  her  bead,  displaying  well  floured  hair,  that  might  have 
been  any  colour ;  her  bare  arms  a-kimbo  j  a  short  blue  bed-^gown^ 
a  blue  apron,  also  well  floured,  and  turned  over  under  one  hand; 
Uack  woisted  stockings,  and  slip-shod  shoes, — advanced,  and, 
changing  the  bullying  tone  she  had  used  to  the  child  into  one  of 
obsequious  civility  to  Cecil,  said, 

'^  What  may  you  please  to  want,  sir?'' 

'^  Can  you  tell  me?''  said  he,  keeping  his  eyes  all  the  time  on 
the  little  girl,  "  which  is  the  way  to  Wilmot's  nursery  garden?  ' 

"  Take  the  first  turning  on  your  right,  sir,"  replied  the^oman, 
pointing  through  tiie  shop  window,  '^dnd  go  straight  along  Mile 
Lane,  till  you  comes  to  Fine's  brewery,  and  then  torn  down  Frier 
Street ;  but,  dear  heart,  sir,"  added  she,  wiping  some  of  the  super- 
fluous flour  off  her  arms,  "  I'll  go  a  bit  of  the  way  with  you." 

"  By  no  means,  thank  you,"  said  Cecil ;  "  at  all  events,  attend  to 
this  little  girl  first,  and  give  her  whatever  she  wants." 

''  Lor!  love  ee,  sir!  "  cried  the  Fornarina,  with  a  contemptuous 
smile,  that  would  have  been  a  frown  to  anything  less  than  a  gentle- 
man, "  if  I  were  to  give  she  what  she  want,  I'd  have  enough  to  do; 
it  would  be  a  thriving  trade  to  make,  and  bake,  and  then  give  away 
the  bread  for  nothing.  Why,  sir,  her  father  do  owe  me  a  sight  of 
money  already,  and  it's  a  chance  if  ever  I  se^  a  fardin  of  it,  for  he 
be  only  one  of  them  stage-playing  people,  iM's  never  no  good, 
and  his  wife  went  and  died  a-Friday  :  she  was  a  very  good,  quiet, 
'dustrious  Stort  of  woman,  and  did  pay  when  she  could ;  but  now 
she's  not  there  to  take  in  work,  I  don't  suppose  as  I  ever  §hall  set 
eyes  on  my  money.  There's  no  use  in  your  crying  and  bellowing 
in  that  way,"  continued  she  turning  to  the  poor  child,  ^^  as  I  was 
a^telling  you  afore  this  gentleman  corned  in,  parish  bread  is  much 
the  wholesomest  for  your  complaint." 
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Disgusted  at  ^he  unfeeling  brutality  of  the  woni^n,  and  pitying 
the  deep  affliction  of  the  poor  child,  Cecil  turned  to  the  formerv  and 
said,  "  And  how  much  does  this  poor  man  owe  you? " 

^'Lor!  sir,  a  matter  of  five-and-twenty  shillings,  ail  within  Ihe 
last  fortnight;  for  latterly,  nothing  would  serve  them  but  they 
must. have  dainties — chickens,  and  such  like,  as  I  have  been  or- 
dered to  bring  for 'em.'' 

''  You  know  it  was  for  my  poor  mother,  who  was  dying,''  sobbed 
the  child,  convulsively. 

^' There  arc  your  flvo-«nd-twenty  shillings,'"  said  Cecil,  indig- 
nantly flinging  down  two  sovereigns;  ^^and  now  go  out  and  buy 
more  chickens  with  the  rest  of  the  money ;  you- ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  such  inhumanity  to  your  fellow-creatures ;  how  should  you  like 
to  be  so  treated  yourself?  ^* 

"  Lor !  sir,  very  well ;  for  I'm  sure  if  I  owed  money,  it  would  be 
long  enough  afore  I'd  find  gentlefolks  ready  .to  come  and  pay  it; 
though,  thank  goodness,  I  don't  owe  a  farden,  nor  James  Sutton, 
my  usban',  though  we  have  rent  and  taxes  to  pay,  and  work  hard 
from  morning  to  night;  but,  then,  to  be  sure,  we  don't  set  up  for 
gentility,"  concluded  Mrs.  Sutton,  flinging  a  look  at  the  poor  chiki, 
as  she  made  her  exit. 

^^  What  is  your  name,  my  good  little  girl?"  asked  Ceoil,  patting 
the  child's  cheek  kiqdly. 
^'  Blanche-— Blanche  Carlton,"  replied  she,  in  a  low  voice. 
*'  Blanche  is  a  pretty  name." 

*-'  It  is  a  pretty  name,  for  it  was  my  niottier's,''  and  here  the  littlo 
girl  again  burst  into  tears.  # 

**  Where  do  you  live,  my  poor  child?"  said  Cecil ;^' perhaps  I 
may  be  of  some  use  to  you." 

"  I  live  here  in  this  house,  at  the  very  top." 
* '  Well,  let  me  go  up-stairs  with  you? "  urged  Cecil. 
^^  Thank  you ;  but—- but  my  father  is  out,"  hesitated  the  child. 
^^  And  is  there  no  one  at  home? "  said  Cecil,  at  a  loss  what  to  say, 
and  not  liking  to  press  the  liUlc  girl  ag^st  her  will. 

*'  No  one,"  replied  she,  in  a  broken  and  hollow  voice,  "but  my 
mother  and  broUier." 

^'  Then  it  was  not  fliis  ctuld'srnother  that  that  unfeeling  woman 
mentioned  as  Uaving  d^iod  on  Friday,"  thought  Cecil,  as  he  added 
aloud,  "And  will  they  be  augry  at  my  going  up^stairs  with  you? " 
*'  They  will  never  be  anm:y  at  anything  again,"  said  the  child,  in 
a  calmer  voice  thaanlbpt in  which  she  had  yet  spoken,."  they  are 
dead  I"  i: 

A  shudder  came  over  Cecil  as  he  took  the  Mltle  girl's  sniall 
shadowy  hand,  and  thoi^t  how  soon  she  might  join  her  dead  mo- 
ther and  brothor. 
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^^  Poor  child! ''  cried  he,  '^  lake  me  into  some  room  up-slairs, 
and  lell  me  what  I  can  do  for  you.'' 

'^  You  cannot  bringmy  mother  and  little  Henry  back  again,  can 
you,  sir?"  said  the  child,  clasping  her  hands,  and  looking  implor- 
ingly, yet  half  doubtingly,  up  in  GeciFs  face  through  her  tears. 

"^'No,  my  poor  child,  I  cannot,''  replied  he,  brushing  away  his 
own,  '^  if  God  has  taken  them  ^  but  I  may  be  able  to  do  something 
for  you." 

^^  I  wonder  when  God  will  take  me?"  sighed  the  chUd,  burying 
her  face  in  heriiands,  as  she  leant  her  head  against  the  wall. 

^'  You  were  getting  bread  for  your  breakfast,"  said  Cecil,  offering 
her  a  roll  to  divert  her  attention^  ^'  when*  I  came  in,  and  interrupted 
you." 

^'  No,  no,  not  for  my  breakfast  ^  there  is  something  in  my  throat 
that  chokes  me,  and  I  cannot  eat ;  I  was  trying  to  get  some  for  my 
father's  against  he  canne  home  ^  but  I've  no  money,  and  she  would 
not  (rust  me." 

^^  Poor  child,  I  will  trust  you;  you  shall  have  bread,  only  take 
me  up-stairs  with  you." 

'^I  wish  I  might  love  you,"  said  the  litUe  girl,  timidly  placing 
her  hands  on  Cecil's  arm. 
**And  so  you  may ;  but  why?" 

'^  Because  you  speak  so  kindly  to  me,  and  call  me  ^  poor  child ; ' 
and  my  mother  used  to  speak  kindly  to  me,  and  call  me  poor  child 
often.  Oh,  so  often  at  night,  when  she  thought  I  was  asleep;  but 
now  it's  four  whole  days  since  she  has  spoken,  and  my  father  says 
she'll  never  speak  agaifl,Jbr  she's  a  great  way  off  with  God." 

''  Then  she  is  happy,"  said  Cecil,  quite  overcome  with  the  child's 
words. 

**  God  won't  be  angry  with  her,  then,  because  she  can't  eat,  will 
he? "  asked  the  child,  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"Angry!— no— but  I  don't  understand;  what  do  yott.^ean?" 
"Why,  God  is  our  father,  you  know,  and— and  my  father  used  to 
be  so  angry  when  he  had  sold  someihing,  or  been  a  great  way  to  get 
things  for  my  mother,  aitS  that  she  could  nol  eal  them  when  they 
came ;  but  now  he  cries,  and  is  sosorry  aboutjfc  Uiat  I  don't  think 
he'd  ever  scold  her  agaUiif  she'd  come  back^w^ 

Luckily  for  Cecil,Mi^.Sutton  now  rcturnodj  ^\  hich  saved  him  the 
necessity  of  makitig  any  reply,  as  he  Telt^  Fi:iine  choking  in  his 
throat  of  which  the  child  had  complainGd/llo  soDm  r  had  thebaker's 
wife  made  her  appearance,  than  the  little  girl  Inrncdinto  (he  narrow 
{>assage  off  the  Shop^  and  proceeded  up-slairsj^vyhiUn^r  Cecil  followed 
her  as  soon  as  ||^ad  told  Mrs.  Sutton  to  roast  the  chickens,  and  get 
a  bottle  of  win^^t  the  end  of  the  fourth  flight  of  the  narrow,  dark, 
creaking,, sanded  stairs,  the  littte  girl  slipped,  and,  by  thd  feeble 
light  that  issued  from  three  panes  of  greenish  buU's-eyed  glass  in  the 
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ropr,  lookc^d  even  paler  Ihan  she  ha4  done  below  stairs.  Slfetoolra 
key  from  her  bosom,  and  gently  unlocked  the  door,  as  though  she 
was  afraid  of  disturbing  some  one  within. 

"Tread as  lightly  as  you, can,  although  (hey  cannot  hear  you/' 
said  she,  turning  to  Cecil,  and  speaking  under  her  breath,  as  he  fol- 
lowed her  Into  the  room.  ,.„,;. 

The  shutters  were  closed,^  but  the  light  that  streanuad.  through  a 
roun<}  hole  at  top  of  one  of  (hem,  displayed  a  largish,  desola.le^iook- 
ing  room,  the  lower  end  of  which  was  partitioned  off  by  a  Wue  and 
white  check  curtain.,  Qo  n  small  oarrowobiinney-piece,  stood  two 
empty  medicine  bottles,  an  old  silver  thimble,  a  pair  of  scissors^,  and 
a  reel  of  cotton.  On  each  side  of  the  chimney-piece  the  ydlow- 
washed  wall  projected;  from  one  buttress  of  which,  from  ardsly 
nail,  hung  a  dilapidated  pair  of  bellows,  one  of  the  hamdies  being 
burnt  off;  while  from  the  other  was  suspended  a.  very  xasiy  tin 
rushlight  box.  On  the  right  side  of.  the  mantelTpiece,  on  a  smidl 
square  sofa,  without  a  coi^iihd  the.  liprse-hair  appearing  at  dif- 
ferent openings,  lay  a  scarlet  theatrical  cjoak,  abai.andieather,  and 
a  pair  of  gauntlets ;  while  under  it  were  two  baskejl-fhilled:  rapiers, 
and  a  pair  of  very  thick  dusty  old  shoes.  Over  the  sofa  hung  a  piece 
of  deal,  suspended  by  pieces  of  rope,  for  a  book^casia»  on  which  was 
placed  a  small  old  edition  of  Shakspear^;  an  odd  volume  of  Ben 
Jonson;  an  incomplete  edition  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher ;  "Tlie 
Diary  and  Thoughts  of  Richard  Tarlton,  with  an  account  of  the  right 
merrie  laughs  her  highness  yoiicbesafed  ,|o  his  humbel  endeavour 
to  pleasure  her,''  supposed  to  be  authentic,  and  reprinted  from 
1665;  '^Ad^o Smith's  Theory  of  Moral  Sentiments;"  three  odd 
volumes  of  "The  ParllameAtary,  or  Cpnslilulional  History  of  Eng- 
land, from  the  earliest  times  to  the  Restoration  of  Charles  the  Se- 
cond," "Tom  Jones;"  an  old  voluiiil  of  plays,  containing,  "T*k5 
MarriedJPhilosopber,"  ''Vanctia,"  "Love^and  Ambition,?'  f*Thc 
ModisMK^ple,"  '' Alhtlwold,"  and  '.'The  Modern  Husband; ' 
which^Mh  Bentivoglio's  Letters,"  and  ?'The  Prophecies,  of  Mi- 
chael l^iradamus.  Physician  to  Henry  the  Second  and  Charles 
Ihe  Ntolj^  of  France,"  completed  the  collection.  In  Uie  narrow 
grate  vr^e  a  few  cold  embers,  or  rather  ashes,  (hat  looked  as  if 
they  'bad  been  e^^suished  for  several  days..  In  a'dark  corner  of 
the  room,  oppo^H^  fii^-place,  uod0r  another  projecting  wall, 
stoo<yi,  narrow  ll^^B|teatd)  without  curtains;  the  whole  bedding 
of  wfiich  consist^!(|||Hrmattras^  and  a  small  stable  rug;  beside  it 
was  a  small  squ^^  rjgkcty  deal  table,  with  a  cracked  whitewash'- 
hand,  bason  and  jug ;  an  old  bible,  a  comb)  and  brush ;  the  remnant 
of  a  sponge,  a  small  square  looking-glass,  one  half  broken^  And  a 
piece  of  brown  paper  appearing  from  the  back  t^notlier  deal  fable, 
rather  larger,  before  the  sofa,  with  a  leaden  inkstand  on.U^  two  or 
ibree  old^.peus,  anda^slate;  with  two  rush-bottom  chairs,  much 
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brokeo ;  a  shelf^  containing  (hree  cups  and  saucers,  four  plates,  a 
tea-pot,  two  saucepans,  and  a  kettle  *,  constituted  the  whole  of  the 
l\irnlture  of  this  miserable  apartment. 

As  Cecil  followed  the  little  girl  into  the  room,  the  sun-light,  that 
came  through  the  aperture  in  the  shutter,  forcing  itself  through  a 
medium  of  moats  and  dust,  enabled  him  to  perceive  two  fiery  eyes 
glare  from  the  head  of  the  narrow  bed  in  the  corner  of  the  room, 
which  presently  advanced  towards  the  child^  accompanied  by  a 
plaintive  howl. 

"Poor  Cato!"  said  she,  taking  a  large  cat  in  her  arms,  *' you'll 
have  to  starve  too;  for  even  the  good  young  lady  never  comes  near 
us  now." 

"Calo!— young  lady!"  repeated  Cecil.  '^My  good  little  girl, 
where  did  you  get  that  cat?" 

"  A  beautiful  lady,  who  used  to  be  so  good  to  us,  and  so  kind  to 
my  poor  mother,"  replied  the  child,  stiH  speaking  in  a  whisper, 
"brought' it  here,  and  gave  us  so  much  a-week  to  feed  the  cat;  but 
a  great  deal  more  than  it  could  eat." 

"And  is  not  the  lady  good  to  you  any  longer,"  asked  Cecil,  "  that 
you  say  she  used  to  be  good  to  you?" 

"Oh,  yes,  she  is  good  to  us  again,  for  it  was  only  last  night  she 
sent  my  father  money  ^  but  he  is  gone  to  buy  a  coffin  for  my  mother 
and  little  Henry  with  it  all,"  said  the  child,  bursting  into  fresh 
tears. 

"Poor  child;  but  has  not  the  lady  been  to  see  you  lately?"  re- 
sumed Cecil,  in  the  hope  of  turning  her  thoughts  into,  another 
channel. 

"No,"  sobbed  the  little  girl;  "poor  lady,  she  caught  the  small 
pox  the  last  time  she  came  to  see  my  mother,  when  my  little  bro- 
ther was  born.  I'm  glad  she'did  not  die  too ;  it  was  enoig|i  for  it 
to  kill  them."  W 

"But  you  have  a  father,  have  you  not,  my  poor  cfeJU^Basked 
Cecil,  not  knowing  well  what  to  say.  gK 

"Ye — ^ye— yes ;  but  he's  not  my  mother,"  said  the  chuftrying 
still  more  convulsively  than  before.  ^ft 

"  Well,  but  I'm  sure  he  must  be  very  fond  of  such  a  goft  Httle 
girl  as  you  appear  to  be."  ,  ^^ 

"  Tes,  he  is  fond  of  me  .when  he  has  timej|i||piy  mother  never 
was  too  busy  to  love  me,  and  I  CQpld  helplflpTall  sjie  did^^nd  I 
can't  help  my  father;  so  when  he  reads  or^RKs  he  often  telis  me 
to  go  away.  I  used  to  go  to  my  mother,  bul  now  I  shall  have  not 
one  to  go  to,"  and  the  child  sat  down  on  the  narrow  bed,  and  co- 
vered her  face  with  her  hands. 

"  Have  you  no  Jitter  up  here?"  said  Cecil,  fearing  she  would  cry 
herself  into  hysterics. 

"  Water— oh,  yes ;  that  reminds  me— V  arftt  she  rose  and,  taking 
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tbe  broken  water-Jug,  walked  to  the  window,  and  opened  a  bit  of 
the  shatter.  On  the  floor  beneath  stood  a  flower-pot,  with  a  shrub 
of  some  sort,  but  so  withered  that  it  was  impossible  to  discover 
what,  which  she  began  to  water  assiduously. 

^'I  fear  that  is  past  the  power  of  water,  or  even  sunshine  to  re- 
vive," said  Cecil  ^  **but  I'll  bring  you  a  fresh  one,  if  you'll  tell  me 
what  it  is.*' 

''Ah,  sir,  I  don't  want  a  ft*esh  one,  for  I'll  never  part  with  this 
although  it  is  dead.  II  was  such  a  sweet  rose  geranium;  my  mother 
planted  it  herself.  I  well  remember,  it  was  of  a  summer's  evening, 
we  had  not  been  out  for  a  long,  long  time-,  she  walked  into  the 
country,  and  took  me  with  her,  and  when  we  were  a  great  way  ofiT, 
we  stopped  to  look  at  a  pretty  garden — oh!  so  large,  and  filled  with 
flowers ;  my  mother  cried,  and  said  she  had  once  had  a  garden  like 
it.  Ai^ood-natured  little  girl,  who  was  walking  in  it,  gave  u$«ome 
flowers,  which  we  brought  home,  and  my  mother  plants  this  gera- 
nium, and  used  to  watch  it,  and  be  so  fond  of  it,  for  ^he  said  it 
reminded  her  of  home,  and  made  her  feel  young ;  and  I  loved  it 
too,  for  it  wais  the  only  green  thing  we  ever  saw.  But  when  my 
mother  got  ill,  it  was  neglected,  and  it  died  even  before  she  did; 
but  perhaps  it  is  gone  to  heaven  wilh  her,  mid  nothing  ever  dies 
there.  Oh,  sir,  if  I  am  very — ^very— very  good,  do  you  think  God 
will  fake  me  soon?  for  I  cannot  bear  being  here  alone." 

''I  am  sure,'^  said  Cecil,  much  affected,  ''that  if  you  are  good 
God  win  take  care  of  you  as  he  does  of  all  -,  but  you  are  young,  and-—" 

^'Ah,  my  mother  used  to  say  I  was  young,  but  I  don't  think  I 
can  be,  for  she  said  when  she  was  young  she  was  happy,  andother 
children  ttiat  I  see  in  the  streets  seem  happy,  but  I  never  was." 

"I  think  you  would  be  better  in  another  room,"  said  Cecil,  at- 
tempting to  lead  her  to  the  door. 

'* We  have  no  other  room,"  sobbed  the  child,  "and  if  we  had, 
I'd  not  leave  mj  mother  and  brother  while  they  are  here." 

"  Herel— where?"  asked  he,  with  a  slight  shudder  al  the  solem- 
nity of  the  child'^  Ic^ok  ancT  voice ;  who  made  no  other  reply  to  this 
interrogation^  than  by  walking  slowly  to  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
and  withdrawing  the  before-mentioned  check  curtain,  which  dis^ 
covered,  on  a  miserable  looking  bed,  the  dead  bodies  of  a  woman 
and  an  infant,  whoss|  liftoes  were  covered  witfa  a  white  cambric  hand- 
kerchief. 4 

"Bo  not  look,"  said  the  chikl,  in  a  hollow  whisper,  gently  rais- 
ing the  handkerchief, '  ^  you  would  not  like  to  see  their  poor  changed 
faces ;  but  I  remember  them  so  pretty,  I  do  not  mind  their  being 
ugly  now,'!  and  so  saying,  she  was  about  to  fling  her  arms  round 
the  two  loathsome  looking  corses  before  her,  wiieh  Cecil  dragged 
her  forcibly  back.  "No!  no!  you  sha—"  shrieked  the^child,  and 
sank  senseless  on  the  floor. 
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^^Poer  wretched  liUte  being,''  said  lie,  as  he  raised  ber,  and 
carried  ber  down  stairs. 
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Mrs.  Satton  bad.  all  of  a  sudden  becofne  wonderously  tender- 
hearted, and  in  reply  to  Cecirs  query,  'Mfshe  had  not  another 
room  where  he  could  take  the  poor  child  to,  out  of  (he  iofecled 
etmosphere  of  that  miserable  garret?''  she  got  much  nearer  the 
ground  in  a  downward  movement  that  she  intended  for  a  curtsey, 
as  she  replied : — 

^'  Lor  ah,  siure  sir,  there  be  the  'partmenls  on  the  first  Sure,  as  I 
could  put  her  in,  but  I  do  ask  a  guinea  a  week  for  un,  and  I  have 
had  as  much  as  five^nd-twenty  shillings,  but  I  don't  mind  letting 
4hey  have  un  for  a  triQe  (if  so  be  as  I  don't  get  a  let),  till  such  time 
as  the  poor  woman  is  buried." 

^^  Let  me  see  the  rooms,"  said  Cecil,  again  taking  the  ioa^isible 
«biHiD  his  arms,  without  even  alluding  to  Mrs«;Sutton's  excessive 
magaanintty  and  generosity,  in  driving  as  hard  a  bargain  as  the 
exigence  of  the  business  and  the  shortness  of  the  notice  would  allow. 

^'Martha!"  screamed  Mrs.  Sutton,  to  a. slip-shod  handivaiden, 
who  was  dividing  her  attention  between  balf*quacterns  and  half- 
peace  in  the  shop,  '*"  Martha!  the  key  of  the  fiiist-flure  'partmQnts  ^ " 
and  Martha  tod^  a  key  from.ofit  a  book,  and  threw  it  with  such 
dexterity  and  address,  that  instead  of  breaking  any  of  the  panes  of 
the  glass  ddor,  that  divided  the  shop  from  the  bacl^  parlour  (by  the 
bye  this,  has  always  struck  ma  as  a  most  superftucfus  distinction, 
where  the  primogeaitufe  of  a  front  parlour  is  merged  in  a  shop),  it 
lighted  in  the  very  pebtre  of  Mrs.  SuUon's  ample  bust. 

'^^  This  way,  sir,  please,"  said  the  latter,  as  she  waddled  up  tlie 
narrow  sanded  stairs  before  Gedl,  and  wUh  no  smaH  degree  of  pride, 
unlocked,  and  flung  open  the  door  of  the ''  first-flure  'partments," 
whieh  displayed  the  followidg  luxuries^  heighten^  by  a  jsubdued 
fievAime,  at  once  horticultural  and  zoological,  or  in  coifimon  par- 
take of  apples  and  cats.  A  small  threes-windowed  square  room, 
fiainfiiliy  -clean  as  far  as  paper  and  paiai  went, — ^thalis,  a  buff  paper, 
wilh'allernate  pink  and  blue  pyramidsen  it,  and  a  ligbt  blue  surface 
picked  out  with  white, — a  Scotch  carpet,  of  very  briUiant  orange, 
green,'  abd  scarlet. geon^etrical  flQwers^  six  mock  rosewood  cane- 
bottomed  chairs,  ranged  three  and  three,|,agling  each  other  from 
the  opposite  walls  ^  scarlet  moreen  window  curtains,  trip[imed  witti 
a  strip  of  black-cotton  velvety  s^  piece  of  straight  moreen  by  way  of 
drapfery ,  drawn  across  the  top,  with  four  distinct  and  separate  black- 
veKet  Vandykes,  after  the  fashion  of  dame  Quickly's  pelticoat  •,  a 
very  smaH  short  i^fa,  much  resembling  a  dipp^  bath,  alsp  covered 
with  red  q^oreea,  and  surmounted  by  a  very  smaU  convexlooking- 
glass  upheld  by  a  gilt  crow  and  three  gilt  balls;  opposite  was  the 
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chimney-pieee,  which  like  (he  Freilch  paiflter*s  Beten,  that  cdhM 
nolbe  made  handsome,  was  at  least  made  fine,  fcM*  in  i\\^  venire  was 
a  small  glittering  basket,  that  looki^  like  azure  sdgar  candy,  or  a 
sample  of  the  bhie  groHo  at  Capri ;  on  one  side  of  it  was  an  inoffen- 
sive genlleman,  composed  enii^ely  of  small  shells,  with  a  BoHyar 
hat;  on  the  other,  a  lady,  (probably  his  wife,  era  maiden  aont,  by 
the  indifference  he  manifested  towards  her),  of  the  same  material^ 
the  rest  of  the  mantel-piece  was  taken  op  with  egg-shells  charmingly 
painted,  with  panoramic  fragments-  of  the  metropolis.  Such  as 
Langham  church  and  half  a  tree,  or  Pailtdise-row  and  the  residue 
of  an  omnibus.  Over  the  mantel-piece  was  about  a  yard  of  looking- 
glass  in  length,  abd  half  a  yard  in  breadth,  in  a  gilt  frame,  etegaritly 
bordered  with  Mack  fluted  wood,  hung  slantingly,  so^  as  to  reflect 
all  Ihe  beauties  of  (he  room.  Surmounting  the  lookfflfg-giitss,  wa^ 
a  portrait  in  oils  of  Mrs.  Sutton,  as  she  was^n  the  habit  of  applsaring 
on  a  Shnday ;  that  is  to  say,  in  a  black  silk  ikess,  the  body  of  whicli 
was  elaborately  braided  in  wiriigigs  of  satin  pipings;  a  large  gold 
chain,  and  equally  large  w&tch  graced  her  neck  and 'decomted  her 
left  side,  while  on  her  head  was  a  cap  of  yery  stiff  tulle,  with  a 
mirage  of  rampant  mock  Monde,  and  different  coloured  flower^ 
round  it ;  at  either  side  of  her  forehead  were  minialttve  sausages  of 
hair  :  in  the  foreground  of  the  picture  was  a  round  three-legged 
tea-table,  upon  which  was  placed  a  red  tray,  two  Id^an  Chfiiia  cups 
and  saucers,  a  silver  tea  pot,  and  a  plate  of  mfuffihs !  In  Mrs.  Sut- 
ton-s  fat  red  right-hand  she  held 'a  tea-cup,  haltw^y  (a  her  lipis, 
with  her  little  fhiger  extended,  doubtless  pointliif  at  Mr.  Sufton, 
whom  it  might  be  presumed  would  in  reality  have  been^ai  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  table ;  while  in  her  left  l>aiid,  the  wrist  of  which 
rested  on  the  edge  of  the  lea-tray,  She  held  by  the  stemybelwlB^n  Wsr 
finger  and  thumb,  a  large  cabbage  rose,  which  froih  a  pi^culiar  shade 
given  by  the  skill  of  the  artist,  she  actually  appeared;  to  IwirL  (M 
the  opposite,  wall  hung  another  picture,  of  Mr.  Sufton,  in  a  bright 
blue  coat,  gilt  buttons,  drab  ^vade  m^ums'  and  gaiters,  sitting 
before  another  three-legged  round  table,  with  a  bl^k  tray  aik)  black 
bottle,  supported  by  a  large  tumbler,  half  full  of  en  amber-eolotired 
fluid  with  a  spoon  in  it,  ^kid/ seconded  by'«i  stone  iug'  with  a  fox 
hunt  OH  it,  from  which,  with  a  little  grey  and  white  paint,  issued 
an  admifeble  diorama  of  steam,  rising  maJestixlliBy  from  behind  a 
bason  piled  with  lumps  of  white  sugar ;  the  thumi^of  Ml*.  Sutton's 
len  roosted  in  the  arm-hole  of  bis  buff  waistcoat^  in  hi$  right 'was  a 
newspaper,  upon  which  however  he' did  not  seem  to  bestow  much 
attention,  for  though  his  straight  blade  hair  was  comfted  smoothly 
down  over  his  low  forehead,  nearly  hiding  his  small  blacjk  eyes 
(which  gave  him  a  look  of  unfathomable  dullness,  wgU  befitting  a 
politician),  yet  his  ruddy  face,  high  cheek  bones^  fine  display  of 
teeth  and  gums,  ^wing  to  a  facedous  smile,  that  caused  his  moitth  to 
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turn  Che  corner,  gave  la  his  irtude  physiognomy  a  taint  or  condes- 
cension, that  seemed,  as  he  leered  at  Mrs.  Sutton,  in  the  opposite 
frame,  to  denounce  all  politics  beyond  those  of  the  home  depart- 
ment. Before  the  empty  bars  of  the  grate,  were  three  perpendicular 
brass  fire  irons,  polished  as  Lord  Chesterfield  but  awkward  as  his 
son.  On  one  side  of  the  fire-place  hung  a  toasting  fork  and  a  pair  of 
bellows,  on  the  other  a  hearth  brush  and  a  kettle  holder,  represent- 
ing a  kettle  on  a  blazing  fire,  beautifully  executed  Id  orange  and 
slate-coloured  worsted  in  cross  stitch ;  whUe  in  a  small  recess  a  little 
farther  on,  was  a  card  table,  upon  which  stood  what  Mrs.  Sutton 
called  a  ^'  tea-caddy,''  namely,  a  small  square  satinwood  box,  lined 
with  red  morocco  paper  and  lead  within,  and  divided  into  two  com- 
partments, while  on  the  lid  without,  a  large  shell  was  represented, 
by  sundry  narrow  slips  of  inlaid  white  wood.  A  door  opened  from 
this  charming  saloon  into  a  «maH  bedroom  containing  a  tent  bed- 
stead with  what  had  once  been  yellow  curtains,  with  a  fine  flowing 
pattern  of  green  geranium  leaves  over  them^  but  which  now,  from 
sundry  unskilful  ablutions,  much  resembled  badly  boiled' vegetable 
marrow,  or  'aubergine,*  the  new  French  vegetable;  a  bamboo 
wash-hand  stand,  three  ditto  chairs,  and  a  high  walnut-tree  ch^t 
of  drawers,  completed  the  furniture  of  this  apartment;  while  be- 
yond it  was  a  still  smaller  dormitory,  containing  a  lurn-up  bedstead, 
wash-hand  bason,  table  and  chair. 

Having  laid  the  child  gently  on  the  uninviting  red  moreen  sofa, 
and  surveyed  the  beauties  of  the  locale,  Cecil  turned  to  Mrs.  Sutton, 
offering  her  flneen  shillings  a  week  for  all  he  surveyed,  which  after 
some  few  objections  and  remonstrances  on  the  part  of  that  lady,  she 
was  graciously  pleased  to  agree  to :  whereupon  Mr.  Howard  farther 
stipulated  that  Mrs.  Sutton  should  instantly  light  a  fire  and  lay  t^e 
cloth,  and  then  bring  down  the  few  books  and  other  things  be- 
longing to  the  occupant  of  the  garret;  all  of  which  orders  were 
executed  with  such  alacrity,  that  in  less  than  a  quartar  of  an  hour 
these  new  arrangements  were  completed,  and  Cato  purring  by  a 
bright  fire,  the  withe^d  geranium  in  the  window  to  catch  the  rays 
of  the  rooming  sun,  and  the  key  of  the  deserted  attic  upon  the 
chimney-piece,  whilo  Cecil,  with  the  aid  of  a  little  fresh  air  and 
some  wine  and  water,  had  succeeded  in  reviving  the  little  girl. 

^'I  wish,*'  said  the  child,  rubbing  her  eyes  and  looking  at  the 
Are,  *'  that  we  had  such  a  nice  room  when  we  were  awake,  and  yet 
I've  had  a  horrid  dream  too." 

**  You  are  awake,"  replied  Cecil  kindly,  •*  and  this  is  your  room, 
and  you  are  not  to  be  unhappy  any  more." 

''What  then,  am  I  in  heaven?"  asked  she,  ''but  where  is  my 
mother?  where  is  my  brolheir?" 

Before  Cecil  could  make  any  answer,  the  door  opened,  and  Mrs. 
Sutton,  at  the  lop  of  her  voice  was  heard  cxdaiming,  "This  way 
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Mr.  Carllon,  this  way,  ma'am,  if  you  j^ease,  you've  no  'tasfon  tO' 
go  any  furder,  for  a  geotleoian  bave  (ookt  the  flrst  flure  'partnMnIs 
for  Mr.  Carllon,  not  lialf  an  hour  ago,  and  alibis  tbiags  is  moved 
in  quite  comforlable.''  So  saying,  she  flung  open  the  door,  abd  Miss 
Manners  entered. 
"Cecil!"  ; 

"  Theresa!'' 

"  How  did  you  find  out? — how  did  you  know?" 
^'  I  have  found  out  nothing — X  know  nothing,  bat  that  you  take 
walks  before  breakfast  without  me,"  said  Cecil,  half  jestingly,  half 
reproachfully.  But  a  second  person  bad  entered  the  room  witli 
Theresa,  and  sunk  into  a  chair,  from  whence  proceeded  such'  a 
convulsive  sob,  thai  Cecil  turned  round,  and  beh^  the  little  girl 
clinging  to  the  identical  man  in  black  who  bad  oacasioned  him  such 
uneasiness,  by  giving  a  note  to  Theresa  at  the  Talbot,  about  two 
months  before. 

*' Father,  do  look  up,"  said  the  child,  imploringly.  "See,  here 
is  a  good,  kind  gentleman,  as  good  as  the  pretty  lady,  who  has 
brought  us  to  this  nice  warm  room." 

"Thank  you,  dear  Cecil,"  whispered  Theresa,  as  she  pressed  his 
hand,  in  gratitude  for  his  kindness  to  (he  two  unfortunate  beings 
before  Ihem.  ^ 

"  What !  ]'  said  the  man,  staring  wildly  at  Cecil,  "is  there  another 

human  creature  with  a  heart?— (hen  is  the  world  comdng  to  an  end." 

*' You  appear  exhausted,"  said  Cecil,  '^and  wiM  be  the  better  for 

some  refreshment,  which  I  have  ordered,  and  by-and-bye  you  will 

perhaps  tell  me  how  I  can  serve  yon." 

"  I  ought  to  be,  I  am  grateful  to  you,"  said  (he  man,  leaning  his 
head  upon  his  hand,  "but  I  am  too  miserable  to  show  it,  for  gratis 
lude  is  a  luxury.  As  for  you,"  continued  he,  turning  to  Theresa, 
' '  y  ou  are  an  angel,  therefor^  never  marry  unless  you  marry  wealth ; 
for  poverty  is  a  sorcerer,  that  converts  love  into  a  demon,  which 
deyas(ales  earth  to  people  heaven.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  it's  a  brave  trade 
when  famine  makes  angels.^'  And  as  tbe  maniac-laugh  rattled  in 
(he  wretched  man's  throat,  Cecil  and  Theresa  etxchanged  looks, 
^bile  the  child  stole  round  and  whispered  Howard — 

^ '  Oh,  sir,  donH  let  him  .lau£[h  so  ^  yo.u  don't  know  how  dreadful 
it  is  when  he  begins." 

*'Try  and  calm  him,  dearest,"  said  he  to.Theresa,  "and  1  will 
go  for  some  advice." 

He  soon  returned  with  a  doctor,  who,  tVom  his  description, 
brought  a  composing  draught  with  him,  which  they  had  somediffi* 
culty  in  getting  the  unhappy  man  to  swallow ;  after  which,  (he 
medical  man  prescribed  food  as  tbe  best  restorative  he  could  have. 
When  Mrs.  Sutton  brought  up  the  ro^st  chickens  Cecil  had  ordered, 
(hey  had  much  trouble  in  prevailing  on  him  lo  taste  them  5  but  no 
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sooner  iiid  be  done  so,  ibaa  Ibe  iaoriinate  cravitig^  of  long  acca 
rauMed  hanger  oiade  hisvoracily  quite  alarming. 

'^Stop/'  said  Cecil,  ^'  you  bad  better  take  a  little  wine  before  you 
eat  any 'more ;  and  oaw^'*  added  be,  as  soon  as  tbe  man  had  Gom- 
plied  witb  his  request^  '^I  should  Uke  Co  know  what  I  can  do  for 
you,  as  it  is  getting  late,  and  I  fear  we  must  go." 

Carlton  looked  first  at  Cecil,  and  then  at  Theresa  with  a  scrutiniz- 
ing, but  much  more  sane  and  colleeted  look  than  be  had  yet  as- 
sumed as  though  the  ignoble  body  once  satisfied,  could  reduce  the 
mMe  mind  to  siAordination  and  docility,  and  then  said,  as  if  in 
answer  to  his  own  thougbls,— 

^^I  may  he  right,  or  I  may  be  wrong  in  my  conjeeture,  but,  at 
aU  events,  you  shall  have  the  benefit  of  my  history  ^  and  having  put 
hi^  arm  round  her  neck,  and  drawn  his  child  towards  bim,  be 
related,  as  sooo  as  the  doctor  had  taken  his  departure,  what  wlU  be 
found  in  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  STORY  OF  GARtTON. 

"  For  I  fall  many  a  dream  bad  wove, 
Such  dreaiDS  as  cheat  the  hopes  of  youth, 
Of  meeting  souls,  that  meet  to  love ; 
Uacbanging  lore  i  undying  truth ! 
What  have  I  reap'd  ? "— KawTOH. 

'<  He  says  he'll  keep  bis  honesty ; 
'     What  will  he  do  with  it?  go  beg  witb  it? 
For  in  this  age  'tis  of  no  other  use, 
But  like  a  beggar's  child  to  move  compassion ; 
Yot  never  gains  tbe  half  it  costs  in  keeping, 
For  all  men  will  suspect  it  for  a  bastard." 
RowLET'a  iXoble  Spanish  Soldier  J" 

'  ^^  J»  generous  a  passion  as  love  is  accounted,''  commenced  the 
sh*anger,  ^'  it  will  on  due  examination  be  found  tolerably  selfish. 
LQve  it  was  that  cansed  me  to  make  one  human  beiqg  miserable. 
Love  it  is  that  4Vom  the  recollection  of  having  dorie  so,  will  make 
me  hate  mysdf  for  the  remainder  of  my  wretched  life.  I  was  not 
always  the  poor  atteliuated  outcast  you  now  behold,  dependant  upon 
charity— nrhich,  till  Jately^I  never^met-— for  food  to  prolong  the 
misery  of  existence.  The  younger  son  of  an  ancient,  and  not  undi^ 
tinguished  family,  the  help  of  my  father's  wealth  gilt  all  my  attri- 
butes, physical  and  intellectual,  into  the  world's  admiration.  Al«- 
thottgha  younger  brother,  my. connesions.  were  so  powerftily  and 
my  pr^pects  so  hright,  that  I  was  uol  beneath  the  notice  ol  the 
most  worldly  mothers  in  the  kingdom,  Specially  after  they  had 
found  my  two.  elder  brothers  unaltaiimble.  Like  most  very  young 
men,  my  ambition,  if  I  had  any,  was  more  to  ^  briUer^  in  society 
than  to  attain  a  soHd  fame.  Notwithstanding  that  at  all  the  debating 
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societies,  botli  at  Gombridge  and  in  the  metropolis,  I  had  been  voted 
a  second  Cicero,  stiil  oratory  had  only  charms  for  my  own  sex :  and 
my  aim  being  to  attract  the  other,  I  assiduously  cultivated  my  mu- 
sical talenis,  ^hich  my  friends  pronounced  equal,  if  not  soperior^ 
to  Mozart's.  The  consequence  was,  that  at  the  end  of  six  months  I 
produced  an  opera  :  four  rehearsals  were  to  be  given  at  my  mo- 
therms,  and  all  London  manoeuvred  for  invitations.  The  people,  who 
could  get  no  farther  than  the  hall,  pronounced  it  wonderful !  exqui^ 
site !  divine !  and  having  some  knowledge  of  the  then  lessee  of  the 
opera,  I  bad  the  satisfaction,  in  almost  three  week&  after  Hs  first 
production  in  Orosvenor  Square,  of  seeiiig  placarded  :  ^  The  new 
grand  opera  of  Glodius,  by  a'gentleman  of  fashion  and  extraordi- 
nary muisica)  talents,  will  be  brought  out  on  Saturday  next,  with 
splendid  scenery  and  deeoi%tions.'  This  announcement  wis  also 
heralded  forth  in  every  newspaper  by  a  legion  of  the  most  sobfle 
and  zephyr-like  puffs. 

''  The  subject  I  had  chosen  for  an  oper^  was  the  celebration  ot 
the  mysterious  rites  of  ^  The  Good  Goddess,'  among  the  women,  of 
ancient  Rome,  at  whfch  it  was  death  by  the  law  for  any  man  to  be 
present.  The  plot  was  Glodius  braving  the  penalty,  by  going  dis- 
guised as  a  singing  girl  to  m^tPompeia,  Cesar's  wife,  whose  pas* 
sion  for  him  being  suspected,  she  was  never  allowed  an,o{^ortunity 
of  meeting  him  elsewhere.  The  first  act  merely  represented  the 
preparations  for  the  rites,  and  the  female  slaves,  going  their  rounds 
to  ascertain,  by  a  strict  scrutiny,  into  every  crevice,  that  no  male 
animal  profaned  with  i($  presence  the  mysteries  of  the  goddess, 
which  business  was  chiefly  carried  on  through  the  medium  of  cho- 
ruses. The  second  act  opened  with  Pompeia's  slave  watching  for, 
and  meeting  the  fairrhaired  Qodiiis  disguised  as  a  singing  girl. 
And,  after  a  duet  or  two,  exiling  to  acquaint  her  mistress,  who 
instantly  comes  to  him,  when  much  love  is  sung  between  Ihem,  till 
Glodius  is  alarmed  by  the  approach  of  (he  priestesses  from  ihe  othei; 
end  of  the  gallery,  and  wishes  to  escape.  But  Pompeia  still  cling$ 
to  Him,  till  the  lamps  of  the  vestals  actually  flash  upon  -them,  when 
he  makes  a  precipitate  retreat  betiind  a  pillar^  and  l^ompeia  joins 
in  Ihe  rites  and  passes  on«;  ^he  next  scene  discovers 4jlodius  avoid- 
ing the  light,  and  wandering  through  the  darkest  roems^  till,  met 
by  a  slave,  who,  taking  hitoto  be  really  what  he^pp^ared,  impor- 
tunes him  to  sing,  which  he  no  soonef'does  than  Ms  voice  betrays 
his  sel.  At  the  sound  of  whi^  the  lamp  falls  from  the  iiand  of  the 
young  slave,  who  shrieks  and  flies  from. him.  ,,The  alarm  being 
instaody  given,  he  is  surrounded  and  captured  *,  and  though  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  t,he  matrons  precipitately  disperse,  to  impajrl 
the  horrible  tidings  to  thdr  hu^nds,  first  throwing  a  veil  over  the 
sacred  mysteries.  The  last  act  is  Glodius  before  the  judges,  who, 
though  eager  to  condemn  so  s^icrilegious  a  mortal,  yet,  as  the  po- 
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pulace  declare  for  him,  are  obUged  to  ai^ittil  him  %  wji^d  h^  is 
boroe  home  in  trlum(^  past  the  Forum,  where  groups  of  senators 
are  discussing  the  matter.  J  am  thus  minute  in  my  details  of  this 
opera,  because  its  rq)res^ntatiOtt  faye  the  impetus  that  tui^ped  the 
east  of  the  die  which  decided  my  fate.  I  was  witnessing  the  repre- 
sentation from  a  stall  near  a  pitrbox,  when  the  shriek  that  the  slave 
gives  on  the  stage  at  discovering  Clodius,  was  echoed  from  behind 
me.  I  turned  and  beheld  one  of  the  most  beautiful  faces  I  had  ever 
seen,  reclining  in  a  fainting-fit  on  the  shoulder  of  an  dderly  gentle- 
man. I  raised  my  glass,  and  in  the  g€mtleman«  recognized  a  ^  ci- 
devant'  private  tutor  of  mine,  of  the  name  of  Nugent.  I  had  never 
liked  the  man,  for  be  was  pompons,  worldly,  and  encroaching,  and 
had  looked  much  more  after  my  father's  livhigs,  than  my  Latin.  Ne- 
vertheless, I  was  now  seized  with  an  unaccountable  desire  to  shake 
hands  with  him,  and  lust  no  time  in  repairing  to  his  box.  I  found 
liim  in  the  anti-room,  seated  on  a  sofa,  with  the  young  lady  who 
was  partially  recovered  from  her  swoon. 

^' '  Garllon,'  said  he,  '  I'm  delighted  to  see  you,  and  congratu- 
late you  most  sincerely  on  the  brilliant  success  of  your  splendid 
opera.  This  must  be  a  proud  night  for  your  father !  I  always  knew 
Ihat  you  had  gigantic  talents ;  but  I  had  no  conception  that—'' 

'^ '  I  fear,'  cried  I,  interrupting  him  in  the  middle  of  his  fulsome 
harangue, '  that  the  beat  has  quite  overpowered  this  lady. — Can  I  be 
of  any  use  in  getting  her  anything?' 

'* '  Oh  by  the  bye— I  believe  you  do  not  know  niy  youngest 
daughter,  for  she  ^as  ai  school  when  you  were  with  us,'  said  Nu- 
gent, *  but  she  knows  you  thoroughly  by  report.  Blanche,  my  dear, 
allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Mr.  Carlton,  whom  you  have  often 
heard  your  mother  and  I  talk  of  as  the.most  promising  young  man 
of  the  present  day.' 

^' '  Mr.  Cobham  you  mean,  papa,'  said  the  young  lady. 

''  *  No,  ray  dear,'  frowned  her  father, — *  Mr.  Carlton.  Tou  have 
a  bad  memory  Dor  names.'  Mr.  Cobham  was  the  son  of  the  then 
Premier,  and  had  also  been  a  pupil  of  Dr.  Nugent's— rso  no  doubt 
his  daughter  was  perfectly  correct  as  to  the  name  of  the  person  she 
had, been  in  the. habit  of  hearing  $o  belauded  :  moreover,  it  was 
Mr.  Cobham's  box  they  were  then  in.  No  sooner  had  the  introduc- 
tion taken  place^  than  Miss  Nugent  said  to  me  in  a. sweet  low  voice 
— '  I  have  been  «o  ..charmed  with  your  opera,  Mr.  Carlton — ^not 
that  my  praise  is  worth  having  ^  as,  being  the  first  that  I  have  ever 

*  Gicfro,  on  the  eonttary,  spesking  of  the  acquittal  of  Glodius,  in  a  letter  to  iitticus, 
sftys  that  he  was  acquitted  by  the  influence  Qf  Grasans ;  and  expresses  himseKas  follows  : 
— "  In  two  days  he  completed  the  afTaic,  by  the  means  of  one  slave,  a  gladiator.  He  sent 
for  him,  and  by  promises,  wheedling,  and  large  gifts,  he  gained  his  point.  Good  God !  to 
what  an  infamous  height  has  corruption  at  length  arrived  T'  He  then  enters  Into  the  mi- 
nutise  of  other  and  more  disgraceful  influences,  by  which  judges  were  tampered  with,  and 
justice  made  unattainable;  and  yet  old  ladies  of  both  sexes  insist  upon  it,  that  the  world  is 
worse  Uuin  ever  it  was !  '  Gredat  Jud«us.' 
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beard,  ram  no  judge— -^but  every  one  else  appears  equally  delighted 
with  it— so  I  suppose  I  am  right/ 

''  Blanche  is  a  sad  blunt  girl,  so  you  must  not  be  offended 
with  her/  said  her  father;  and  then  clearing  his- throat  with  a 
sonorous  hem,  said,  by  way  of  indemnification,  in  a  friendly  whis- 
per—*  Ahem — ahem,  you  are  aware  that  my  son  John  is  con- 
nected With  the  daily  and  periodical  press  in  all  its  branches.  I  see 
him  yery  attentive  in  the  pit,  and  Fve  no  doubt  I  have  only  to  give 
him  a  hint  of  my  wishes,  and,  as  far  as  a  flattering  notice  of  your 
opera  goes,  hell  do  the  thing  in  style.'  * 

"  'I  should  be  sorry  he  praised  it  at  any  one's  instigation,'  re- 
plied I,  'unless  he  really  thought  well  of  it— besides,  I  was  not 
aware  that  he  understood  music/ 

"  'Pfor  does  he,  a  note,'  said  the  doctor,  'but  you  understand 
little  of  these  matters,  my  young  friend,  if  you  think  any  species  of 
criticism,  now-a-days,  requires  a  knowledge  of  the  subject — or 
the  facts  to  be  criticised.  No,  no,  it  is  conducted  on  a  much  easier 
and  more  sweeping  principle.  Party  and  personal  feelings  decide 
everything*,  and  a  review  often  depends  as  much  upon  a  ball  to 
which  the  vulgar  wife  or  family  of  the  reviewer  is  asked,  as  a  puff 
^  does  on  a  bank-note  lent  to  the  reviewer/ 

"  'Then  I  would  rather  be  for  ever  without  a  panegyric,  than 
derive  it  from  such  contemptible  channels/ 

"  'You  are  wrong,  my  dear  young  friend,  depend  upon  it,' 
again  asserted  the  doctor.  'Now,  there  is  my  son  John— it  is  as- 
tonishing all  he  does  in  this  line,  and  without  possessing  a  particle 
of  what  even  the  partiatity  of  a  father  can  call  talent  •,  1  expect  to 
see  him  an  Undersecretary  before  I  die,  from  the  obligations  he 
Is  continually  lying  rising  men  under,  in  the  political  and  literary 
world.  He  is  also  engaged  in  a  biography  of  eminent  statesmen, 
which  enables  him  to  draw  complimentary  parallels  between  those 
of  the  past  and  present  limes —indeed,  he  has  been  of  such  nrate- 
rial  use  in  city  politics,  that  Mrs-  Nugenl's  brother,  the  Alderman, 
intends  making  him  his  heir/ 

^'  Much  disgusted  at  the  tone  of  this  conversation,  i  changed  the 
subject  as  soon  as  possible,  by  asking  Miss  Nugent  *  if  she  intended 
remaining  long  in  town,  or  returning  to  Guildford,  where  she  lived?' 

^^She  said,  she  believed  her  father  intended  to  remain  six  weeks 
in  I^ndon.  Never  had  any  piece  of  intelligence  given  me  so  much 
pleasure.  Shortly  after,  I  took  my  leave,  telling  the  doctor  that  1 
should  call  upon  him  the  next  day.  My  mother  was  about  to  give 
a  grand  ball  in  the  course  of  a  week,  and  I  had  set  my  heart  upon 
Miss  Nugenl's  gracing  it  ^  accordingly,  from  their  box  I  repaired  to 
my  mother's.  She  was  not  in  the  habit  of  refusing  her  children  any- 
thing'*, and  it  was  not  likely^  upon  the  first  night  of  my  opera,  that  she 
vould  begin :  so,  after  having  received  her  felicitations  and  those  of 

n 
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the  lady  with  her,  on  Us  success,  I  told  herl  had  met  my  old  tutor, 
Dr.  Nugent  and  his  daughter,  and  that  it  would  greatly  oblige  me 
if  she  would  let  me  ask  them  to  her  bail.  ^My  dear,'  said  she,  with- 
out making  any  direct  reply  to  my  request,  '  I  thought  I  had  heard 
you  say  that  you  did  not  like  Dr.  Nugent?'  ^  Nor  do  I  very  much,' 
said  I ;  '  but  I  should  like  to  pay  him  the  attention  of  asking  him, 
as  he  is  only  in  town  for  a  short  time.*  But  that  my  mother  was 
near-sighted,  she  might  have  perceived  how  I  coloured  at  the  false- 
hood I  had  uttered;  but  she  made  no  further  remark  than  ^Oh, 
very  well— just  as  you  like,  Henry;'  as  she  drew  one  of  her  ^at 
homes'  from  her  reticule,  with  which  I  instantly  prepared  to  leave 
the  box,  in  order  to  write  '  for  Dr.  and  Miss  Blanche  Nugent'  on 
it,  when  my  mother  said,  as  I  reached  the  door,  *  All  I  hope  is, 
Henry,  that  the  daughter  is  not  vulgar.'  ^Indeed  she's  not,'  replied 
I,  which  piece  of  truth  was  very  refreshing  after  my  recent  subter- 
fuge. I  returned  to  the  Nugents  with  another — namely,  that  my 
mother  was  most  anxious  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  them  at 
her  ball.  The  doctor  made  what  his  son  would  have  reported  as  a 
suitable  reply,  of  which  I  heard  nothing  but  ^  most  proud,'  and  a 
volley  of  ladyships.'  The  next  morning  found  me  at  Dr.  Nugent's 
lodgings  in  Holies  Street,  by  one  o'clock.  If  I  bad  thought  Miss 
Nugent  beautiful  on  the  preceding  night,  I  thought  her  doubly  so 
the  next  morning.  I  had  often  dreamt  of,  but  never  before  seen 
the  ideal  embodied  in  the  real.  My  poor  Blanche!"  exclaimed 
Carlton,  pouring  out  a  glass  of  water,  which  having  drank,  he 
sobbed  convulsively,  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

"  Father,"  said  the  child,  raising  her  tearful  eyes,  "don't  cry; 
for,  as  you  told  me,  she  is  in  heaven,  and  all  are  happy  there." 

"  Come  with  me,  dear,"  whispered  Theresa,  drying  her  own 
eyes ;  "  I  think  you'll  be  belter  for  lying  down  a  little." 

" Do  you  wish  me  to  go ;  for  111  do  anything  for  you ;  but  I'd 
rather  stay  here." 

"  I  do  wish  you  to  come,  dear,"  rejoined  Theresa,  as  she  led 
her  into  the  next  room,  where  there  was  also  a  bright  Are  and  the 
bed  ready  made,  in  which  afler  undressing  her.  Miss  Maimers 
placed  the  little  girl. 

"Oh,  what  a  nice  soft  bed !"  said  she,  as  her  head  sank  on  the 
pillow.  "  If  my  mother  had  but  had  such  a  one,  she  might  have 
been  alive  now,"  and  the  child  hid  her  face  in  the  pillow,  and  cried 
bitterly.  Theresa  merely  put  her  hair  out  of  her  eyes,  without 
attempting  to  check  her,  foreseeing  what  the  event  proved^ — >that 
she  would  cry  herself  to  sleep.  For  some  minutes  she  watched  the 
little  sufferer's  quick,  feverish  breathing,  till  it  gradually  became 
more  calm  and  sound,  when  gently  opening  the  door,  she  left  her, 
and  returned  into  the  sitting-room,  where  she  found  Cecil  and 
Carlton  as  she  left  them,  the  latter  s(ill  violently  excited,  and  the 
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former  looking  compassionately  at  him,  without  atlemptiog  to 
interrupt  his  affliction.  Theresa  sat  for  some  minutes  in  silence, 
after  she  had  Joined  them,  and  then  rising,  said  to  Carlton  : 

'^1  think  we  had  better  leave  you  for  to-day,  and  to-morrow^ 
I  hope,  you  will  be  better  able  to  let  us  hear  the  remainder  of  your 
story,  in  which  we  are  so  much  interested.'' 

^'  No,  no— now  or  never,''  said  he,  placing  his  hand  upon  her 
wrist,  and  pressing  her  down  into  the  chair.  '^  To-morrow !  if 
God  is  merciful  there  will  be  no  to-morrow  for  me !  You  have 
served  me ;  let  me,  if  I  can,  do  one  thing  that  is  right  before  I  die 
— and  serve  you.^'  So  saying,  he  poured  out  another  glass  of  water, 
and  with  a  great  effort,  resumed  : 

"Let  me  see — where  was  I? — oh,  I  remember,''  groaned  the 
unhappy  man,  passing  his  hand  tightly  over  his  eyes,  as  if  to  pluck 
from  his  memory  some  painful  vision.  ^^Well,  Blanche  came  to 
my  mother's  ball,  dressed  in  simple  white,  with  no  other  ornament 
than  one  large  red  rose,  and  its  fresh  leaves,  in  her  bosom,  her  dark 
hair  plainly  parted  over  her  polished  brow,  and  her  wondrous  eyes 
alone  forming  a  galaxy  of  beauty.  So  dazzUng  was  her  appearance, 
that  a  murmur  of  admiration  ran  through  the  rooms  wherevw  she 
passed,  with  a  question  of  ^  Who  is  she?'  This,  however,  was  no 
sooner  answered,  than  the  fact  of  her  being  the  daughter  of  my 
private  tutor  seemed  to  have  the  magical  effect  of  dispelling  her 
beauty;  for  a  disqualifying  ^oh'  was  the  only  farther  comment 
made  upon  her.  Even  my  father,  who  bad  seldom  eyes  for  any- 
thing less  than  a  princess  of  the  blood,  a  cabinet  minister,  or  a 
blue-ribbon,  came  up  to  me,  and  said,  '  Who  is  that  beautiful 
creature  you  have  been  dancing  with,  Henry?'  But  when  I  told 
him,  '  Pish !'  said  he,  peevishly ; '  I  was  in  hopes  it  bad  been  the 
youngest  of  the  Gobhams,  Lady  Miry,  who  was  presented  yesterday, 
and  who  I  hear  is  beautlftil.  You  must  find  her  out,  and  dance  with 
her.'  And  for  the  rest  of  the  evei^ing,  my  father  overwhelmed  me 
with  such  an  intlux  of  Lady  Charlottes  and  Lady  Janes,  that  I  had 
no  opportunity  of  again  dancing  with  Blanche  Nugent. 

^^  There  is  no  use,"  continued  Carlton,  ^^  in  taking  up  your  tipie 
with  the  minutiffi  of  this  epoch  of  my  life,  which,  to  recall,  is  to 
me  torture  that  amounts  to  madness.  Tou  *will  probably  have  di* 
vined,  before  this,  that  I  loved  Blanche.  Loved  her!  oh,  God!  it 
was  not  love— it  was  idolatiry  !  or,  in  other  words,  I  harboured  that 
concentrated  quintessence  of  selfishness  which  goads  a  man  into 
sacrificing  all  objects  for  one,  and  makes  him  ultimately  include 
that  one  in  the  sacrifice.  For  love,  at  least  with  men^  being  a 
complei;  passion,  cannot  be  pure.  Esteem,  or  the  real,  and  enthu- 
siasm, or  the  supposed,  excellence  of  the  person  beloved.  Joined  to 
vaoiiy,  or  the  reflection  that  we  possess  wha4  is  the  object  of  desire 
to  others  (to  say  nothing  of  a  strong  substratum  of  sensuality), 
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are  generally  ttie  tyrants  that  sway  the  republic  of  our  affections. 
But  to  return, — I  was  not  long  in  ascertaining  that,  if!  loved,  I 
was  also  beloved.  Vet,  when  I  offered  my  heart  lb  Blanche,  and  to 
devote  my  life  to  her,  both  were  refused.  She  said  she  knew  my 
parents  never  would  consent  to  what  the  world  would  deem  so  une^ 
qual  a  match,  and,  therefore,  she  never  would  be  accessory  to  my 
incurring  their  displeasure.  I,  of  course,  resorted  to  all  the  sophis- 
try and  all  the  entreaties  generally  used  on  such  occasions;  but  in 
vain.  Meanwhile,  her  father  and  the  rest  of  her  faihily  evidently 
encouraged  my  visits,  while  my  own  were  not  aware  of  my  frequent 
flittings  to  Guildford.  At  length  I  summoned  courage  boldly  to  ask 
ny  father's  consent  to  my  marriage.  To  describe  his  look  at  (his 
request  is  utterly  impossible.  After  measuring  me  with  his  eye  from 
head  to  foot,  and  walking  round  me,  he  pointed  to  the  door,  and 
bade  me  remember,  in  his  own  peculiar  dry,  husky  voice,  that 
there  was  such  a  person  as  Dr.  Willis  in  the  world,  and  that  he 
had  such  things  as  straight  waistcoats,  and  among  his  collection,  no 
doubt,  one  could  be  found  to  fit  me ! 

'^  The  result  of  this  conference  was^  (hat  I  took  to  my  bed  In  a 
brain  fever,  which  reduced  me  nearly  to  a  shadow.  This  quite 
subdued  my  mother^  and  she  interceded  for  me  with  my  father,  but 
without  producing  any  other  effect  than  an  order  to  quit  his  house 
If  I  even  presumed  to  think  any  more  of  Miss  Nugent ;  and  be 
wrote  to  her  father  saying  that  if  he  did  not  forbid  me  his  house, 
neither  he  nor  his'  family  need  ever  hope  for  any  patronage  at  his 
hands ;  but,  quite  the  reverse,  he  would  cross  their  path  in  every 
possible  way. 

'^  This  arbitrary  proceeding  on  the  part  of  my  father  roused  me 
into  rebellion-and  defiance.  I  repaired  once  more  to  Guildford, 
and  what  my  best  looks  had  never  been  able  to  accomplish,  my 
haggard  and  altered  appearance  achieved.  Blanche  consented  to 
be  mine  at  all  hazards.  We  had  just  arranged  everything  for  our 
departure  that  very  night,  when  her  father  entered  the  room  with 
my  father's  letter  in  his  hand. 

"  *My  dear  young  friend,'  said  he,  in  a  Jesuitical  voice,  '  I 
grieve  to  say  that  I  must  for  the  ftilure  dispense  with  what  has  been 
a  source  of  such  pleasure  to  me  and  Mrs.  Nugent — your  visits. 
Exclusive  of  the  high  honour  T  should  deem  it  for  our  daughter  to 
form  an  alliance  with  you,  the  almost  parental  (if  you  will  permit 
roe  to  use  so  familiar  an  epithet)  affection  Mrs.  Nugent  and  I  en- 
tertain for  you,  would  make  such  a  union  most  desirable  to  us ; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  gratitude,  my  dear  sir,  has  strong  claims 
upon  us,  and  I  could  not  offend  so  generous  a  patron  as  your  father 
has  been  to  me\ 

"  'And,'  replied  J,,  in  an  equally  hypocritical  tone,  «I  would 
not  for  the  world  you  should.' 
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^^  ^  Such  docility  and  correctness  of  feeling,  my  dear  young 
friend/ said  Ihe  Doctor,  flourishing  his  while  pocket-handkerchief 
in  a  circular  direction  and  ultimately  placing  it  before  his  eyes,  ^does 
more  than  credit  to  the  pleasurable  task  I  had  in  forming  them.' 

''  I  then  took  my  leave  of  the  family,  the  Doctor  and  his  wife 
doing  their  best  to  look  miserable,  and,  no  doubt  unaffectedly  cha- 
grined that  my  father  could  not  be  brought  to  cogsent  to  my  mar- 
riage with  their  daughter;  while  my  poor  Blanche  trembled  Vio- 
lently, and  was  pale  as  monumental  marble,  which  passed  off  as 
the  natural  effect  of  parting  from  her  lover,  and  gave  her  an  excuse 
for  keeping  in  her  room  for  the  rest  of  the  day;  while  my  excite- 
ment, and  parting  whispers  to  be  ready  in  the  garden  at  midnight, 
appeared  equally  consislentwith  a  last  interview  with  one  for  whokn 
I  had  professed  so  much  love.  Never  shall  I  forget  that  night ! 
Although  it  had  been  a  sultry  day  in  June,  with  not  suffi<iient  air 
to  ripple  the  waters,  or  stir  the  leaves,  about  eleven  at  night  the 
weather  changed ;  it  blew  a  hurricane.  Notiwithstanding  which, 
and  vivid  flashes  of  lightning,  the  clouds  opened  and  the  rain  des- 
cended in  torrents,  1  found  Blanche  at  the  appointed  trysting  place 
in  the  summer-bouse.  We  had  to  traverse  rather  a  long  lane,  at 
the  end  of  which  I  had  left  the  post-chaise.  Half-dead  with  terror, 
and  drenched  with  the  rain,  by  the  time  we  reached  the  carriage, 
she  was  unable  to  stand.  As  I  was  lifting  her  in,  a  flash  of  lightning 
struck  her,  and  deprived  her  of  the  sight  of  one  eye.  Poor  girl ! 
was  shQ  not  blind  enough  already  ?  To  describe  the  agony  of  mind 
i  endured  at  this  opening  of  our  career,  is  utterly  impossible. 
Truly  was  it  an  omen  that  she  al<»)e  was  to  be  scathed  by  the 
storms  of  fate,  while  I  was  to  live  on  outwardly  unharmed,  but 
carrying  a  hell  within!  Oh,  God!  oh,  God !  my  punishment  is 
more  than  I  can  bear!" 

Again  Carlton  seized  a  glass  of  water,  and  again  Cecil  and  The- 
resa both  implored  him  to  postpone  (he  remainder  of  his  painfbl 
history  to  another  day. 

'^  No'-^no,''  resttxhed  he,  tearing  off  his  neck^handkerchief,  and 
wiping  the  big  drops  from  his  forehead,  ^'now — now — now,  or 
never!  Affliction  is  the  real  well  in  which  truth  lies  :  the  heart  dives 
for  it  there,  and  discovers  it  without  varnish  or  disguise.  I  feel  it 
a  sli^t  expiation,  that  I  should  probe  myself  to  the  quick  by  going 
over  all,*— by  describing  the  minutest  circumstance  graphically,  as 
though  it  wore  a  pleasant  Action  that  I  were  relating.  Ua!  ha!  ha! 
and  truly  it  is  pleasant.''  , 

Theresa  and  Cecil  exchanged  looks,  and  shuddered  at  the  isip* 
palling  laughter  of  the  wretched  man. 

"Well,"  controued  he,  "I  knew  England  too  well  to  attempt 
to  live  there.  Poverty  is  very  supportable*^nay,  is  nothing  more 
than  a  sort  of  wholesoine  discipline— where  it  is  unconnected  with 
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reproach;  but  in  opulent  countries,  where  ignomiBy  overtalces  its 
mere  suspicioii,  it  (aunts  into  frenzy  the  iQOst  magoanioious  pa- 
tience. We— oh!  there  is  a  blessing  in  that  little  word  that  I  shall 
never  know  again.'* 

Here  Carlton  sobbed  like  a  child,  and -was  once  nore,  for  a  few 
mimites,  obliged  to  discontinue  his  history;  without,  however, 
receiving  any  fhrther  importunities  from  his  deeply  syinpathising 
auditors  to  discontinue  it  altogether. 

'^  It  is  over,"  said  he,  at  last,  '^  you  shall  see  no  more  of  this 
woman's  work  with  me.  I  reached  Dover  early  the  next  morning, 
where  we  were  married  by  a  special  license,  and  embarked  for 
France,  deternuning  to  make  Versailles  my  head-quarters.   Its 
delicious  gardens,  glowing  with  our  own  hearts,  and  re-peopled 
from  the  past  by  our  Own  Unaginations,  found  a  temporary  para- 
dise, from  which  fear  and  the  future,  like  our  first  guilty  parents, 
were  expeHed ;  while  its  gorgeous  but  silent  and  deserted  palace, 
furnished  us  with  a  fine  poetical  code  of  comparative  philosophy, 
tending  to  prove  how  much  superior  was  our  humble  home,  in 
which  Love  held  his  court,  to  the  desolate  splendour  of  its  gone-by 
glories.  We  actually  went  so  far,  as  to  believe  that  we  were  much 
happier  than  if  we  had  had  enough  to  live  upon,  as  it  gave  us  daily 
and  hourly  opportunities  of  proving  our  disinterested  devotion  to 
each  other,  by  innumerable  Utile  self-sacrifices.  This  was  all  very 
well  for  a  time,  for  poverty,  as  well  as  love,  has  its  poetry,  and 
while  it  is  new,  and  we  do  not  know  it  beyond  the  surface,  it  is 
neither  bitter  nor  repulsive.  My  father's  first  act  was  to  stop  my 
allowance :  this  was  only  what  I  had  anticipated  \  my  brothers, 
however,  contrived  between  them,  with  the  covert  assistance  of 
my  mother,  to  supply  the  deficiency,  and  this  was  somewhat  more 
than  I  had  e^ipected.    For  the  present,  therefore,  I  had  no  cares; 
and  for  the  future,  I  not  only  built  castles  but  churches  with  the 
produce  of  my  pen, — and  so  I  might  had  I  lived  forty  years  sooner ; 
but  the  march  of  intellect  is  a  sad  tariff  on  the  labours  of  intellect. 
In  order  for  authors  to  flourish,  there  must  be  a  proper  quantity 
of  ignorance,  as  well  as  of  knowledge,  in  a  nation;  for  it  is  pos- 
sible, that  there  may  be  too  many  well-educated  persons  in  a  state, 
which  will  always  create  too  many  writers  in  proportion  to  the 
readers,  which  not  only  depreciates  literature — ^by  increasing  its 
quantity,  and  lessening  its  quality-^but  enhances  the  vakie  of  the 
lower  orders  beyond  a  healthy  standard,  by  making  mere  mecha- 
nical labour  of  paramount  consequence;  in  which  case,  success 
does  not  so  much  depend  upon  an  author's  genius,  as  upon  his 
good  fortune  in  hitting  upon  a  popular  vein, — for  there  might  be 
ap  age  in  which  a  Hudibras  would  be  of  more  account  than  a 
Sbakspeare.  Although  I  calculated  upon  John  Nugent's,  under  but 
widely  ranged,  influence  in  the  press,  still  I  published  my  first 


THE,  BUBBLE   FAMILY.  1 83 

book  aaonymouslsr,  for  which  reason  I  received,  as  is  always  the 
case  under  such  circumstances,  a  comparatively  small  sum  from 
my  bookseller ;  yet  I  was  more  than  repaid  by  the  unboughl  and 
unbiassed  success  of  my  book,  which  had,  to  use  the  trade  phrase, 
such  "a  run,'' that  my  publisher  strongly  urged  me  to  put  my 
name  to  the  next,  with  the  offer  of  a  largely  increased  price  for  so 
doing.  This  was  an  irresistible  temptation,  and  I  consented. 

'^Although  the  Nugents  one^and-all  had  carefully  avoided  directly 
or  indirectly  taking  the  slightest  notice  of  us  since  our  marriage,  or 
answering  my  wife's  letters,  dtill  I  thought  Mr.  John  Nugent^  for 
his  sister's  sake,  would  continue  his  literary  friendship,  as  the 
periodical  he  was  chiefly  connected  with,  had  been  the  warmest  in 
praise  of  my  first  anonymous  production.  Alas !  I  knew  little  of  the 
worid,  and  less  of  Mr.  John  Nugent ;— but  I  anticipate.  I  had  re- 
marked that  the  most  voluminous  writers  (of  fiction)  are  always  the 
most  popular.  Whether  this  arises  from  fecundity,  being  as  it  un- 
doubtedly is,  a  proof  of  genius,  or  that  the  public  are  naturally 
grateful  to  those  who  cater  so  incessantly  for  theit*  atnusem^nt,  I 
know  not,  but  so  it  is.  I  toiled  indefatigably  at  my  new  book ;  too 
ind^fatigably,  for  it  injured  both  my  health  and  my  temper, — Che 
nervous  irritability,  arising  out  of  overwrought  mental  exertion, 
was  fast  corrodhig  my  nature  -,  and  the  gentle  being  whom  I  would 
have  in  reality  laid  down  my  life  to  shield  from  the  most  trifling 
annoyance,  was  the  first  to  resp  its  fatal  effects.  Often  have  I  selfishly 
kept  her  sitting  by  me  till  two  or  three  in  the  morning,  when  her 
liealih  required  eariy  hours.  And  when  she  would  remonstrate  with 
oie  upon  the  Injury  I  was  doing  my  own,  I  would  unfeelingly  taunt 
her  with  not  being  shle  to  endure  the  slightest  privation  or  incon- 
venience; while  I  was  sustaining  such  an  accumulation  for  her! 
Mean  dastard  that  I  was,— but  she  is  more  than  avengeid ! 

^ ^Another  mode  in  which  my  selfishness  began  to  manifest  itself, 
was  by  gratifying  my  vanity  in  making  costly  purchases,  to  adorn 
my  beaiitifhl  wife,  despite  her  remonstrances  and  admonitions,  that 
we<should  soon  have  anolhel*  claimant  on  our  very  slender  means; 
and  yet  on  the  very  days  that  I  had  expended  some  (for  me)  unpar-^ 
donably  lar^e  sum  of  money,  upon  a  shawl  or  a  dress,  that  she  did 
not  want,  have  I  harshly  upbraided  her  for  disbursing  a  few  sous  on 
some  household  matter,  of  which  I  did  not  see  the  actual  necessity, 
or  in  other  words,  reap  the  palpable  and  personal  comfort ;  alid  al- 
though I  always  silenced  her  into  a  conviction  that  I  could  well  afford 
ten  pounds  for  a  picture,  or  a  bronze  for  the  house  I  was  to  ha^ve, 
yet  she  could  never  succeed  in  making  me  believe  that  an  extra 
bunch  of  carrots,  consumed  in  the  'potage'  of  our  only  servant, 
was  not  to  be  the  cause  of  my  incarceration  in  a  jail !  All  this  had 
its  natural  result/  At  length  my  poor  Blanche  dared  to  look  harass- 
ed and  unhappy,  though  a  murmur  never  escaped  her  lips,  and  I 
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began  to  walk  out  more  frequenUy  alone,  look  oflener  at  tbe  stars, 
and  come  to  the  conclusion  that  my  wife  was  not  so  perfect  as  the 
heroines  of  my  own  books;  and  yet  where  the  falling  off  was,  I  did 
not  exactly  know  -,  except  that  the  latter,  however  poor,  continued 
to  have  all  the  elegancies  of  life,  without  spending  a  farthing,  and 
looked  minutely  after  every  thing  in  their  menage,  without  ever  for 
a  moment  withdrawing  their  eyes  from  their  husbands,  or  absent^ 
ing  themselves  for  an  instant  from  their  sides.  But  real  wives,  at 
best,  they  were  made  of  different  clay ! 

^^  Tbe  second  summer  of  our  marriage  waa  marked  by  two  events, 
the  birth  of  our  first  child,  and  the  publication  of  my  second  bool^ 
the  former  I  then  thought  had  arrived  at  an  auspicious  moment,  as 
I  expected  to  find  an  El  Dorado  in  the  success  of  the  latter.  Alas! 
little  did  I  think,  when  I  held  the  poor  infant  in  my  arms,  and  asked 
God  to  bless  it,  the  misery  that  was  in  store  for  it.  I  had  taken 
great  pains  with  my  second  book,  and  it  was  in  every  respect  in- 
disputably superior  to  my  first,  which  had  been  so  extolled.  I 
wailed  with  feverish  expectation  for  the  reviews  from*£ngIand.  At 
length  they  came.  Imagine  my  surprise  and  indignation,  when  the 
periodical  with  which  Mr.  John  Nugent  was  principally  connected, 
and  upon  whose  support  I  had  calculated,  in  conjunction  with  nu- 
merous others,  niore  or  less  under  his  control,  abused  and  decried 
my  book,  in  every  possible,  and  almost  impossible  way. .  The  vtor 
kindest  cut  of  ail,  was  a  retrospective  sneer  on  the  part  of  Mr.  John 
Kugent  at  my  opera  of  Clodius,  where  he  took  an  opportunity  of 
launching  out  as  to  the  national  demoralization  and  effeminacy, 
music  over-cultivated  was  likely  to  produce;  he  then  honourably 
acknowledged  that  he  had  praised  my  first  work,  and  concluded  by 
a  pitying  regret,  that  as  I  had  by  accident  stumbled  on  one  work 
above  mediocrity,  I  had  not  stopped  there.  ^^But  in  order,''  con- 
tinued Carlton,  reaching  down  an  old  magazine,  ^^  to  make  you 
understand  how  disgusting  his  sneer  at  my  opera  was,  I  must 
trouble  you  by  reading  some  extracts  from  his  fulsome  review  of  it, 
when  it  first  came  out. 

^ 'After  the  most  exaggerated  praise  of  my  opera  in  particular,  he 
goes  on  to  say,  'When  we  consider  the  absolute  sway  mu^c  has 
over  the  mind,  especially  in  conjunction  with  words  having  at  com- 
mand a  great  variety  of  emotions,  it  may,  like  many  objects  of 
sight,  be  made  to  promote  luxury  and  effeminacy,  but  with  respect 
to  the  purer  and  higher  order  of  it,  music  unquestionably  hu- 
manizes, raises  and  polishes  the  mind ;  it  becomes  a  national  obliga- 
tion! therefore,  when  such  an  opera  as  Clodius  is  produced,  Lord 
Shaftesbury  remarks,  that '  the  goddess  Persuasion  must  have  been 
in  a  manner  the  mother  of  poetry,  rhetoric  and  music,  for  it  is 
apparent,  that  where  chief  men  and  leaders  had  the  strongest  in- 
terest to  persuade,  they  used  the  highest  endeavours  to  please  5  so 
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that  iD  such  a  state  of  policy,  not  only  the  best  order  of  thought  and 
turn  of  fancy,  but  the  most  soft  and  inviting  members  have  been 
employed  to  charm  the  public  ear,  and  incline  the  heart  by  the 
agreeableness  of  expression/  Almost  all  the  ancient  masters  of  this 
sort,  were  said  to  have  been  musicians  *,  and  tradition  which  soon 
grew  fabulous,  could  not  better  represent  the  first  founders  of  these 
large  societies,  than  as  real  songsters,  who  by  the  power  of  their 
voice  and  lyre,  could  charm  the  wildest  beasts.  Nor  can  it  be 
doubted  that  the  same  artists,  who  so  industriously  applied  them- 
selves to  study  the  numbers  of  speech,  must  have  made  proportion- 
able improvements  in  the  study  of  mere  sounds  and  natural  har- 
mony^ which  of  itself,  must  have  considerably  contributed  towards 
softening  the  rude  manners  and  harsh  temper  of  their  new  people/ 

^^  <  Polybius,  too,  speaking  of  the  people  of  Gynselha,  an  Ar- 
cadian tribe,  has  the  following  train  of  reflections,  which  fully  assert 
the  astonishing  influence  of  music  on  society  and  manners :  'As  the 
Arcadians,'  says  he,  '  have  always  been  celebrated  for  their  piety, 
humanity,  and  hospitality,  we  are  naturally .  led  to  inquire  how  it 
has  happened  that  the  Gynsetheans  are  distinguished  from  the  other 
Arcadians  by  savage  manners,  wickedness,  and  cruelty?  I  can 
attribute  this  difference  to  no  other  cause  but  a  total  neglect  among 
the  people  of  Gynsetha  of  an  institution  established  among  the  Arca- 
dians, with  a  nice  regard  to  their  manners  and  their  climate  :  I 
mean  the  discipline  and  exercise  of  their  genuine  and  perfect  music/ 
Quintilian  is  even  more  copious  in  bis  praise,  extolling  music  as  an 
incitement  to  valour,  and  an  instrument  of  moral  and  intellectual 
discipline,  an  auxiliary  to  science,  and  an  object  of  attention  to 
the  wisest  men.  As  a  proof  of  which,  Socrates,  in  his  conversation 
with  Cebes,  just  before  he  swallowed  the  poisonous  draught,  ap- 
pears to  have  had  qualms  of  conscience  for  having  neglected  to  ac-* 
complish  himself  in  this  heavenly  art\  We  could  adduce  a  thou- 
sand other  instances,  both  ancient  and  modern,  to  prove  the  elBcacy 
and  importance  of  music ;  but  we  trust  we  have  said  enough  to  con- 
vince both  the  distinguished  composer  of  Glodius  (who  from  mo- 
desty suppresses  his  name,  which  is,  however,  well  known  in  the 
^beau  monde')  and  the  public,  that  in  giving  them  Glodius  he  has 
conferred  a  beneflt  on  his  country!' 

"Accompanying  the  reviews  were  two  letters,  one  from  my  pub- 
lisher, bewailing  the  money  he  was  likely  to  lose  by  my  work,  from 
the  large  sum  he  had  given  me,  and  from  the  '  set  that  had  be^n 
made  at  it*  to  cry  it  down  ^  accompanied  by  a  hope  that  I  would  write 
him  another  for  a  very  small  reni^uneration,  to  indempify  him  for 
the  failure  of  this  one ;  and  to  let  it  be  something  very  amusing,  Ihat 
must  take  with  the  public,  in  spite  of  all  the  unfair  play  in  the  world. 
The  other  was  from  my  eldest  brother,  lamenting  the  unnatural  and 

1  l^lai.  Pbodoti,  s«€.  iv. 
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persecoting  spirit  by  wliich  my  father  seemed  actuated  id  bis  con- 
duct towards  me  \  and  that  John  Nugent  and  the  whole  family  being 
in  his  pay,  there  was  no  engine  he  was  not  resolfed  on  setilhg  to 
work  to  prevent  my  making  myself  independant  by  my  writings, 
which  would  completely  foil  his  vengeance  against  me;  for  once 
independant^  my  footing  in  the  world  was  secure  \  but  poverty,  as 
he  knew  full  well,  is  the  mill-stotie  that  levels  all  with  the  dust.  My 
brother  kindly  ended  by  sending  me  a  hundred  pounds,  and  regret- 
ting he  was  unable  to  send  me  n^ore.  I  thanked  him  for  his  letter, 
but  returned  him  the  money,  with  a  very  great  falsehood — namely, 
that  ^I  did  not  want  it.'  Once  more  then  I  went  to  work;-— but  oh! 
in  what  a  different  spirit ! — a  burning  head — a  heavy  heart — no 
hope  to  cheer,  no  gold  to  lure;  yet  had  I,  like  a  poor  clown, 
whether  ill  or  well,  to  paint  my  fece  and  tumble  before  the  public ! 
— I  had  to  write  a  merry  book !  At  all  times,  new  authors  have 
much  to  surmount  and  to  struggle  against.  The  public  are  too  apt 
to  test  abilities  by  the  genius  of  others,  whose  reputations  are  made : 
to  discover  is  beyond  them — to  compare  is  the  utmost  within  their 
power ;  and  even  for  that  they  require  a  leader,  and  like  hounds 
await  the  opening  of  one  whose  cry  they  may  ventm'e  lo  follow.  It 
seems  a  strange  anomaly,  though  a  melancholy  fact,  that  the  greater 
portion  of  those  who  pass  their  lives  in  conducing  to  the  hapiHncss 
of  mankind  (at  least,  in  labouring  to  instruct  or  to  amuse  them) 
should  themselves  be  miserable.  What  do  we  know  of  Homer,  but 
that  he  led  the  life  of  a  vagabond,  and  subsisted  by  ballad-singing? 
Shakspeare  played  second  to  Ben  Jooson  in  his  own  day,  merely 
because  he  could  not  pay  the  reckonings  at  the  ^  Mermaid,*  or  play 
host  to  the  Jack  possets  al  the  ^  Triple  Tun' ;  and  though  he  lived 
tolerably  well,  it  was  on  the  money  he  got  by  his  bad  acting,  and 
not  from  that  he  gained  by  his  inimitable  plays.  Milton  was  also 
tolerable  well  off,  or  ^Paradise  Lost'  would  not  have  purchased 
him  a  month's  sustenance.  Butler  and  Cervantes  were  half  starved, 
Gamoens  and  Savage  might  have  drawn  lots  which  were  the  most 
wretched ;  and  there  was  not  one  living  '  Parson  Adams'  or  ^Squire 
AUworthy'  to  rescue  Fielding  from  his  obscure  and  neglected  grave 
in  the  Factory's  burying-ground  at  Lisbon,  or  to  raise  a  stone  to 
mark  out  where  he  lies.  But  to  go  back,  the  catalogue  would  be 
endless  :  in  our  own  times,  Byron  died  an  exile  in  a  foreign  land, 
after  having  been  a  wanderer  over  oiany,  as  the  penalty  of  eleven 
raiOQths'  conjugal  misconduct.  Alas !  had  he  been  a  worse  husband 
and  a  worse  man,  he  could  have  filled  up  the  measure  of  her 
wrongs  by  morally  annihilating. his  victim,  and  striding  triumph- 
antly over  the  arena  of  society,  on  the  stilts  of  falsehood  and  hypo- 
crisy *,  but  he  had  a  heart,  and  that  is  the  very  worst  soil  vice  can 
be  grafted  upon ;  for,  like  the  upas,,  it  requires  to  be  surrounded 
by  a  hard  and  sterile  clay,  before  its  deadly  fruits  can  flour^b. — 
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While,  as  a  last,  though  by  no  means  least,  instance,  the  ever-well- 
ing genius  that  detighted,  and  still  continues  to  delight  millions,  in 
a  Scott,  like  those  mighty  volcanoes  that  time  reduces  into  ponds, 
was  harassed  into  drivelling  by  pecuniary  embarrassmenti^^to 
relieve  which,  three  grateful  kingdoms  have  subscribed  to  erect  a 
monument  to  his  memory !  Without,  of  course,  presutning  to 
name  myself  in  the  same  tNreath  with  these,  I  had  one  difficulty  to 
encounter  that  they  had  neve^  known  : — my  father  was  my  bitterest 
enemy !  By  nature,  haughty,  overbearing,  taciturn^  and  reserved, 
I  had  left  him  the  most  unliked  and  unpopular  nfian  in  London. 
But  now  he  had  a  game  to  play  :  the  stake  was  great-~it  was 
the  ruin  of  his  own  son!  He  rattled  Fortune's  dice,  add  threw 
sixes ;  or,  in  other  words,  he  became  friendly  and  (^miliar  to  his 
inferiors^  amiable  and  sociable  with  his,  equals*-^  gastronome 
among  gourmands— convivial  among  bacchanals,  ^ devout'  to 
womra,  debonair  to  men ;  in  short,  I  was  not  to  be  left,  at  any 
price,  even  a  negative  friend ;— alas !  what  others  have  the  unfor- 
tunate? But  alt  this  I  could  bear — all  this  I  could  understand; 
for  the  world  resembles  two  opposition  ^  cabarets'  that  in  my  soli^ 
tary  walks  home  i^om  Paris  I  used  to  note  at  Passy.  The  sign  ft 
one  was,  ^Au  Rendez-vous  des  Bpns  Enfants,'  that  of  the  other, 
'  Au  Rendez-vous  des  Bons  Yivants.'  And  though  the  former 
appeared  infinitely  the  more  comfortable,  and  better-ordered  house, 
yet  was  it  Always  deserted,  while  peals  of  bdsterdus  mirth  never 
faUed  to  issue  from  the  crowded  porch  of  the  latter.  But  the 
blackest  page  in  the  book  of  human  life  I  had  yet  to  turn ;  and 
when  turned,  in  vain  endeavour  to  decipher.  Just  before  the  publi- 
cation of  my  third  book,  several  individuals  of  some  literary  repu- 
tation, but  personally  unknown  tome,  went  out  of  their  way  to 
come  forwahl  with  offers  of  assistance,  warmly  condoling  with  me 
upon  the  injvsticc  and  cruelty  with  which  I  had  been  treated,  and 
as  warmly  eulogising  what  they  were  pleased  to  term  my  brilliant 
talents.  These  being  all  persons  difiTering  from  my  father's  political 
opinions,  and  coinciding  in  my  own,  without  diminishing  from  my 
gratitude  for  their  promised  services,  I  thought  I  could  analyze 
their  motives,  and  for  that  very  reason  d^end  upon  their  sincerity, 
as  I  knew  from  bitter  experience  how  strong  are  ^  the  bonds  of 
mutual  hate.'  Imagine,  then,  my  consternation  and  disgust,  when, 
on  the  appearance  of  my  third  work,  the  very  persons  who  had 
volunteered  the  most,  either  shrunk  into  cowardly  silence,  or  were 
the  most  ciamorous  among  my  enemies,  while  others  had  Janus 
pens,  which,  while  they  lauded  my  book  and  advocated  my  cause 
in  one  review,  with  incredible  dei^terity,  d^— d  the  first  and  de- 
nounced the  latter  in  another.  These,  it  was  true,  were  miserable 
adventurers,  who  found  the  specious  arguments  of  my  father's  gold 
conclusive  and  irresistible.  And  where  the  man  who  had  been  silly 
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enouglr  to  promise  me  support  and  protection,  was  beyond  the 
reach  of  a  golden  halt,  there  was  still  some  would4)6  Aspasia,  and 
had-been  Messalina,  at  my  father's  command^  to  flatter  him  Into 
the  belief  that  he  was  a  Pericles,  and,  as  such,  should  not  coon* 
tenance  such  a  dullard  as  myself.  Thus,  from  the  vapid  and  ephe- 
meral whispers  of  lite  drawing-room  down  to  the  venomous  and 
deadly  stings  of  the  press^  did  my  cold,  calculating,  subtle  and 
implacable  parent  contrive  to  enlist  all  against  me.  There  is  some- 
thing awful,  Blmosl  supernatural,  in  the  enmity  of  those  persons 
whom  nature's  iaws  have  ordained  should  be  friends ;  and  to  avenge 
their  rebellious  madness,  she  seems  to  have  pronounced  upon  all 
such  hatreds  the  same  ^  Esto  perpetua '  that  anathematized  the 
wandering  Israelite ;  for,  when  parent  fights  against  child,  child 
against  parent,  husband  against  wife,  brother  against  brother,  how 
undying,  how  relentless,  how  ever-watchful  is  the  feud !  This  was 
the  blackest  and  most  insupportable  period  of  my  existence.  My 
father  had  so  overwhelmed  me  with  injuries,  had  so  mocked  me 
with  sneering  and  triumphant  insults,  that  I  bated  him  with  a  hatred 
burning  and  deadly  as  his  own.  My  struggles  for  existence^my 
Ibve  of  my  child,  nay,  of  my  wife — all  were  as  specks  swallowed  up 
in  my  parching,  maddening  thirst  for  revenge! — revenge!  oo 
whom? — on  my  father!  Yet  no  act  of  mine  could  compass  it^  il 
must  be  a  judgment  from  heaven — God  himself  must  be  my  cham- 
pion. He  could  not  tamper  wUh  Him!  I  did  not  curse  him,  &  least 
with  my  lips.  Alas!  curses  ar6  fearful  things,  even  for  the  most 
desperate  to  traffic  with ;  for,  like  the  spirit  of  man  they  may  go.forth 
todevastaite  and  to  destroy,  but  they  will  return  to  him  who  sent  them. 
^^  I  continued  to  toll,  not,  indeed,  in  writing  books^ — tor  I  had 
relinquished  that  Sisyphian  employment, — ^but  in  writing  anony- 
mously for  periodicals,  which,  w|th  my  brothers'  occasional  contri- 
butions, and  giving  lessons  in  English  to  half<i-dozen  French  fa^ 
milies  in  Paris,  procured  a  tolerable  subsistence  for  the  modest  wants 
of  my  little  family.  This  latter  avocation  I  pursued  unknown  to  my 
wife ;  for  women  have  their  little  prides  which  poverty  takes  longer 
to  eradicate  in  them  than  in  us.  I  had  for  a  long  time  given  up  look- 
ing at  English  newspapers,  for  every  thing  in  them  tended  to  annoy 
me,  and  some  things  to  do  more.  In  all  the  ^  fadeurs '  of  what  came 
under  the  head  of  ^  fashionable  arrangements,'  and  ^  fashionable 
movements,'  I  was  sure  to  see  my  father's  name  glaring,  at  me 
conspicuously ;  even  balls  and  concerts,  which  he  had  never  at- 
tended before,  he  now  infested  -,  for  party-going  and  popularity  are 
synonymous  in  society.  Often  have  I  turned  with4)itter  indignation 
and  disgust  from  these  paragraphs  to  the  pale  face  of  my  young 
wife,  and  the  too  serious  face  of  my  young  child — ^and  this  mon- 
ster,' thought  I,  ^  can  flit  about  from  banquet  to  banquet,  while  he 
leaves  no  stone  unturned  to  crush  me  and  to  starve  them !  -  but  U 
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ihere's  justice  in  heaven' — my  IttUc  girl  who  was  then  about  five 
years  old,  and  who  was  leaning  her  head  on  her  mother's  lap,  sud- 
denly looked  up  and  said, 

'* '  What's  the  matter,  papa  ? " 

'^Seeing  my  wife's  anxious  face,  I  replied,  <  nothing,  love,'  and 
then  added, '  I  was  only  thinking,  Blanehe,  that  it  is  now  full  seven 
months  since  I  have  heard  from  either  of  my  brothers.  I  donU  mind 
Gerald,  for  he  was  always  lazy  about  writing ;  but  Aubrey's  silence 
I  can't  at  all  account  for^  besides,  he  used  to  send  the  50/.  as  regu* 
larly  as  the  three  months  came  round  whether  he  wrote  or  not — ' 

'^  ^Oh,  twenty  things  may  have  occurred  to  prevent  them^'  said 
my  poor  Blanche,  ever  anxious  to  make  the  best  of  every  thing. 

^^  ^No,  nothing,'  said  I,  ^  but  that  which  occurs  to  prevent  every 
thing.' 

"  'Dear  Henry,'  cried  my  wife,  whaperceived  from  my  bent  brow 
and  clenched  hand,  the  train  of  thought  that  was  coming  over  me; 
'don't  begin  thinking,  love,  or,  if  you  will,  think  of  ourlittle  Blanche 
here,  aod  of  me.  Suppose  you  come  and  take  a  wsilk  with  us? " 

"  Instead  of  making  a  direct  reply,  1  remarked  what  an  unusually 
melancholy  expression  of  countenance  ojir  child  had  for  her  age." 

'"You  forget  love,'  said  my  wife,  '  she  has  no  piay*feUows like 
other  children,  nor,'  added  she,  covering  her  with  kisses, '  has  she 
ever  yet  had  a  single  toy.' 

" 'Well,'  replied  I,  'that defect  shall  be  soon  remedied,  for  Fll 
go  this  very  day  to  Paris  and  get  her  one.' 

^'My  wife  kissed  me,  and  our  poor  child  actually  smiled!  and 
clapped  her  little  hands  with  something  like  Joy,  as  she  turned  to 
her  mother  and  asked,  '  But  what  is  a  toy,  mamma? " 
•  "I  know  not  why,  but  my  eyes  Glled  at  the  child's  question,  and 
I  took  my  hat  and  left  the  room,  with  a  strong  presentiment  of  evil 
that  I  could  not  account  for,  but  which  made  me  returnand  embrace 
my  wife  and  child  as  though  I  had  been  about  to  separate  from  them 
for  a  year  instead  of  for  a  few  hours.  The  passions  will  sometimes 
ruffle  the  stream  of  happiness  in  every  one,  but  they  most  fk^equently 
do  so  with  those  persons  whose  minds,  through  the  aristocracy  of 
letters,  range  through  the  fairy  regions  of  imagination,  while  fate 
places  their  realities  amid  the  lowest  and  most  sordid  privations  of 
earth.  The  classical  refinement,  which,  %iiier  happier  auspices, 
has  so  strong  an  infUience  in  refining,  the  feelings,  and  consequently 
amending  the  heart,  and  promoting,  if  not  virtue  itself,  at  least  vir- 
tuous aspirations,  only  serves,  under  a  severe  pressure  of  adverse 
external  circumstances,  to  create  a  morbid  sensitiveness  of  feeling, 
destructive  to  the  possessor— just  as  refined  tastes  and  habits  render 
all  the  coarsenesses  and  vulgarities  of  life  insupportable.  But  the ' 
real  evil  of  poverty  is,  that  from  the  fortuitous  associates  it  brings 
us  in  contact  with,  we  become  acquainted  with  a  much  worse  sort 
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of  people  Iban  we  should  hate  eter  koowo  in  an  opposite  position 
—nor  is  it  only  the  dregs  of  their  natures  that  are  made  known  to 
us,  but  our  own,  for  poverty  forces  us  into  a  minatie  of  thought  and 
action,  that  is,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  revolting,  if  not  deterioraliog  to 
a  finely  organized  mind,  since  it  destroys  that  virgin  delicacy  of 
feeling,  which  is  to  principle  what  modesty  is  to  a  woman. 

^'  All  this  I  daily  and  hourly  experienced— «nd  if  it  did  ncft  lower 
my  standard  of  moral  excellence,  it  effectually  succeeded  in  souring 
my  temper,  and  impairing  my  health-*froHi  feeding  my  daily  in- 
creasing sinful  abhorrence  of  my  father  ^  but  it  was  the  false  pre- 
tences under  which  he  triumphed  that  exasperated  me.  In  the  world 
he  was  merely  looked  upon  as  a  father  angry  with  his  son  for  having 
made  an  imprudent  marriage— a  common  occurrence,  for  which  he 
was  sure  not  orily  of  support  but  sympathy  :  but  the  worst  part  of 
(hat  world  was  ignorant  of  his  deadly  rancour— his  incessant  perse- 
cution—his mean,  paltry,  unmanly  insults,  wherever  one  could 
be  wedged  between  an  injury  and  an  injustice;— they  knew  not 
how  indefatigably  he  laboured  to  cool  my  friends  and  heat  my 
enemies,^-or  the  worst  among  4hem  would  have  deprecated  his 
conduct,  if  not  for  its  cruelty,  at  least  for  its  meanness.^ — ^Whal 
wonder,  then,  from  such  repeated  stings,  I  should  writhe  into  mad- 
ness, since  it  is  an  inherent  principle  in  our  nature,  when  we  see  a 
virtuous  man  amidst  all  his  virtue  is  persecuted  and  unhappy,  to 
feel  sorrow  and  astonishment  at  his  misfortunes ;  and  in  proportion 
to  our  sympathy  with  his  unmerited  affliction,  the  higher  is  our 
anxiety  raised  that  he  should  be  delivered  flrom  them  all,  and  meet 
with  an  adequate  reward— while,  on  the  other  hand,  with  regard  to 
the  vicious,  nothing  excites  so  strongly  our  indignation  against  vice, 
and  our  desire  that  it  should  be  punished,  as  our  beholding  the 
vicious  successful,  and  in  the  midst  of  Iheir  crimes  enjoying  prospe- 
rity. Were. we  always  to  see  them  meeting  a  suitable  punishment 
for  their  guilt,  or  wretched  and  unhappy,  our  eagerness  for  that 
punishment  would  subside,  and  our  hatred  against  them  woqld  be 
converted  into  compassion,  their  guilt  would  be  forgotten,  and  their 
misery,  though  well  merited,  by  exciting  our  pity,  stifle  every 
feeling  but  mercy  and  forbearance.  What  must  it  be,  then,  when 
these  feelings  of  indignation  and  resentment  emanate  from  and 
centre  in  our  own  iiidfridual  wrongs?  the  effect  is  certainly  not 
likely  to  subside,  as  long  as  the  cause  triumphs.  With  me,  my  feel- 
ings against  my  father,  amounted  to  monomania :  a  man  could  not 
jostle  me  accidentally  in  the  street,  but  what  I  looked  upop  him  as 
some  willing  apd  supernumerary  emissary  of  my  father's  petty 
tyranny ;— and  now,  from  my  brothers'  long  silence,  I  concluded 
that  he  had  at  length,  with,  his  Machiavelian  genius,  succeeded  in 
alienating  tliem  from  me  loo ! 

^^  I  quitted  Versailles  in  no  enviable  mood,  and  walked  hastily  on 
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without  relaxing  my  pace,  (ill  I  reached  Paris,  when,  crossing  the 
Place-Yenddme,  I  beheld  a  crowd  gathered  round  the  column.  A 
man  had  just  thrown  himself  from  the  (op— his  blood  and  brains 
bespattered  the  pavement,  ivhile  his  mangled  remains  were  still 
undergoing  the  speculations  of  the  spectators. 

^'  'Le  Malheureux ! '  exclaimed  several  voices,  ^  Ah !  sans  doute 
c'^tait  un  d6pit  amoureux,'  said  a  young  girt  with  a  sigh. 

'^'Je  parte  qu'il  a  Jou^  Irop  haut,'  cried  a  haggard  shabby- 
looking  man,  peering  at  the  body  over  (he  girl's  shoulder,  ^  Parbleu ! 
peut-^tre  qu'il  6tait  encore  caporal?'  said  a  fierce-looking  old  man7 
with  a  scar  across  his  cheek,  in  the  uniform  of  the  national  guard. 

^^  <  Pauvre  garden,  c'est  qu'il  avail faim, — ^aUez,'  muttered  a  tooth- 
less old  woman,  extending  her  withered  hand,  ^  charity,  mon  bon 
monsieur,  s'il  vous  plait ;  moi,  je  suis  beaucoup  miserable.' 

'^  Par  exemple,  messieurs,'  said  the  driver  of  a  gondole,  who  had 
left  his  vehicle  in  the  middle  of  the  place  to  join  the  crowd,  as  he 
pointed  to  a  remnant  of  the  suicide's  coat  that  was  hitched  on  the 
iron  railings, '  voil&  un  joli  echanlillon  de  Tentreprise  des  chemins 
de  fer  dont  on  parle  (ant.' 

''  ^Good  Heavens,  how  dreadful'  exclaimed  an  Englishman, 
''  I  wonder  what  was  the  cause  of  it?' 

'^ '  His  father  pushed  him  off  I  suppose,'  said  I,  abstractedly. 

'^  ^  His  father?'  repeated  the  Englishman,  'how  very  horrible ! ' 

^'  And  this  repetition  of  intuitive  assertion  recalled  me  to  a  sense 
of  what  I  had  said,  and  I  hurried  on.  I  had  scarcely  reached  the 
Rue  de  la  Paix  before  every  one  I  met  looked  as  if  they  had  no  other 
object  in  life  but  amusement,  and  were  hastening  to  a  fair,  or  some 
other  place  of  public  recreation.  When  I  looked  round  at  the  in- 
citements to  pleasure,  and  the  business  as  it  appeared  to  be  of  the 
whole  nation,  I  did  not  so  much  wonder  at  the  frequent  suicides, 
among  those  who  not  having  the  means  of  attaining  it,  also  lacked 
sufficient,  principle  to  fetter  them  to  existence.  Again  my  thoughts 
reverted  to  the  poor  suicide  I  had  just  seen  \  and  thus  taken  out  of 
myself  for  a  short  time,  I  walked  leisurely  on  to  the  Rue  St.  Honors, 
till  I  arrived  at  a  toyshop ;  I  rejected  all  the  dolis,-^hey  looked  too 
still,  and  too  quiet ;  and,  moreover,  too,  like  another  person  to  be 
provided  for,  so,  after  much  deliberation,  I  chose  a  Chinese  tumbler, 
which  at  all  events  was  a  tolerable  imitation  of  merriment,  and 
might  give  my  poor  child  some  idea  of  it.  The  first  sheet  of  paper 
the  man  took  to  wrap  it  up  in  was  not  sufficiently  large  ^  and,  after 
ineffectually  trying  two  or  three  more,  he  at  length  put  it  up  in  an 
old  newspaper,  .and  I  departed  with  my  purchase.  I  returned  more 
leisurely  than  I  had  set  out,  so  that  by  the  time  I  reached  home 
night  had  set  in.  My  wife  and  child  were  watching  for  me.  '  Thank 
God !  'cried  I,  embracing  them,  ^  that  I  find  you. safe,  for  I  left 
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home  with  a  forebodieg  of  evil  thai  has  harassed  and  oppressed  me 
ail  day.' 

^^  ^Dear  Henry/  said  my  vife^  'how  silly ;  I  hope  this  will  cure 
you  of  forebodings ',  the  only  unusual  thing  that  has  happened,' 
added  she,  with  something  like  a  Mush,  Ms  that  alittle  friend  of 
Blanche's  whom  she  made  acquaintance  with  in  the  gardens,  sent 
us  some  partridges,  and  well  have  them  for  supper.' 

'' '  But  the  toy,  papa,"  said  my  little  girl,  clambering  up  to  give 
me  another  kiss,  '  is  that  great  big,  big,  parcel  it? ' 

'^ '  Yes,'  said  I,  undoing  it,  and  pulling  the  string,  so  as  to  set  th^ 
tumbler  in  motion,  '  is  he  not  a  fine  fellow? ' 

^^  'Oh,  indeed!  he  is,'  said  she,  clapping  her  little  bands,  and 
4ictually  laughing  joyously  for  the  first  time  in  her  life.  Her  mother 
seemed  scarcely  less  delighted,-— and  I  felt  quite  grateful  to  the 
piece  of  painted  wood  that  had  made  them  so  happy.  We  sat  down 
to  supper^  less  miserable  than  we  had  been  for  sometime ;  I  rallied 
my  wife  upon  the  wine,  which  was  anything  but  the  vin  ordinaire 
that  we  were  in  the  habit  of  drinking,  and  asked  if  it  had  accom- 
panied the  partridges.  I  thought  she  coloured  slighlly,^  as  she  re- 
plied that  she  supposed  the  wine-merchant  must  have  sent  it  by 
mistake.  I  made  no  further  remark,  but,  leaning  back  in  my  chair, 
took  up  the  old  newspaper,  in  which  I  had  brought  home  the  toy ; 
it  was  an  old  Galignani  of  about  five  months'  standing.  I  looked 
carelessly  over  it,  till  my  eye  was  suddenly  attracted  by  seeing  my 
own  name.  You  may  imagine  my  feelings,  but  I  cannot  describe 
them,  when  the  following  paragraph,  extracted  from  an  English 
paper,  met  my  view  : — 

'^ '  It  was  our  melancholy  task,  about  three  months  ago,  to  record 
the  death  of  those  two  estimable  and  highly-promising  young 
men,  Mr.  Carlton,  and  Mr.  Aubrey  Carlton,  by  the  overturning  of 
a  pleasure  boat,  within  sight  of  Lady  Carlton's  villa  at  Richmond  : 
we  have  now  th«  additional  pain  of  announcing  the  death  of  their 
exemplary  and  amiable  mother,  whose  grief  for  their  loss  has  con- 
signed her  to  a  premature  grava,  universally  beloved  and  regretted. 
The  affliction  of  the  worthy  and  distinguished  baronet  is  augmented 
from  the  circumstance  of  his  being  unacquainted  with  the  present 
s^our  of  his  younger  (now  his  only)  son,  who,  having  some  years 
ago  incurred  his  father's  displeasure,  by  forming  an  imprudent 
marriage  with  an  amiable,  though  portionless,  young  lady,  has 
passed  his  time  on  the  continent  ever  since,  though,  we  believe,  we 
are  correct  in  stating,  that  Sir  Henry  Carlton,  with  that  magnanimity 
for  which  he  is  so  distinguished,  soon  allowed  the  resentment  of 
the  man  to  yield  to  the  affection  of  the  parent,  and  has  been  inde- 
fatigable ever  since  in  trying  to  trace  <)ut  the  abode  of  his  absent 
son,  in  order  to  restore  him  to  his  heart  and  home.' 

''  Will  you  believe  it,"  continued  Carlton,  "but  the  ruling  pas- 
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sioi  was  80  slfong  upon  tKe,  that  even  in  reading  this  withering 
paragraph,  the  latter  part  aroused  my  very  despair  into  resentment ; 
add'  I  exclaimed  — '  hypocriiioal  friend,'  as  my  clenched  hand  des- 
cended heavily  on  the^ble,  and  I  feU  back  senseless  in  my  chair. 
When  I  came  to  my  senses,  I  found  myself  in  bed,  where  I  re- 
mained for  several  weeks,  more- or  iess  delirious :  niy  illness  might 
in  all  probability  have  continned  longer,  but  for  the  iron  flecessily 
that  ever  attends  poverty,  both  bodily  and  mental  exerdon.  The 
weather  was  iotensfely  cold  ^  and  my  poof  Blanche's  incessant  atten- 
dance upon  me,  had  brought  on  a  severe  cold,  which  ended  in  a 
pleurisy.  During  this  iflness,  our  child  seemed  to  jump  twenty- 
years  of  youth,  and  spring  at  once  to  womsfnhood — in  the  care,  the 
judgment-,  «id  the  perseverance  shd  appeared  to  be  gifted  with,  in 
nursing  her  mother  ;--it  was  an  humbling  of  man's  boasted  supe- 
riority, to  sink  into  insignificance  by  the  side  of  a  little  child— but 
while  I  poured  out  expressions  of  affection,  that  might  disturb,  but 
ooirid  not  relieve  the  poor  inVaSid  •,  or  gave  way  to  an  equally  da- 
morons  grief,  the  uolseless  footsteps  of  our  child  never  once  betrayed 
their  mission,  as  she  bore  -everything  to  and  from  her  mother's 
room : — her'«  were  the  little  hands  that  smoothed  the  pillows— her's 
the  eyes  (hat  waked  and  watched,  when  otbei^s  that  had  professed 
more,  were  surprised  by  sleep.  Much  has  been  taken — ^but  oh  God! 
I  thank  thee  for  not  taking  all  !  I  have  still  that  chiM.    '^    -^    * 
**  When  my  wife  was  sufficiefitly  recovered  to  leave  her  bed,  she 
earnestly  advised  me  to  write  to  an  aunt  of  mine,  a  sister  of  my 
fathers^  a  very  amiable  woman  (who  having  suffered  herself,  could 
feel  for  others),  to  inquire  the  particulars  of  my  mother's  and  bro- 
ther's death.  I  answered  gloomily ; — was  it  not  sufficient  to  know 
that  they  were  destd—and  that  If  my  aunt  knew  where  I  was,  she 
would  tell  my  fatb^ ?  and  now  that  it  might  gtadden  his  heart — 
tush,  fa6  never  was  so  burdened  -j  but  now  that  it  might  soothe  his 
lighted  hopes  to  know  where  the  unworthy  heir  of  all  his  wealth, 
of  all  his  honours,  is!  he  shall  receive  no  such  happiness  at  my 
hands,  added  I,  laughing  bitterly.  In  vain  she  tried  to  reason  me 
oat  of  this  resolve,  fof  our  chikl'ssake,  and  for  the  Christian  spirit 
of  returning  good  for  evil.  As  for  our  child,  said  I,  when  I  am  gone, 
I  have  left  full  instructions  about  her  welfare  •,— and  as  for  him — 
why-Gk)d  must  decree  that  he  should  have  his  punishment  even  in 
this  world;  and  why  not  give  me  the  compensation  of  being  its  in- 
strument? Blanche  had  loo  much  tact  to  argue  against  this  madness, 
when  it  was  strong  upon  me,  and  therefore  merely  urged  the  in- 
terest of  our  child,  and  asked  me  if  I  wOuld,  if  I  could  sacrifice  her? 
— for  of  what  avail  would  future  wealth  be,  if  I  now  deprived  her 
of  the  commonest  advantages  of  education  ?  This  was  too  home  a 
thrust,  I  could  not  bear  it :  sol  walked  away,  and  took  especial  care 
that  the  subject  should  not  be  renewed:  I  had  y6l  ten  pounds  re- 
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maining  of  Ihe  la&l  money  my  poor  breihers  had  s«flt  me  :  it  um 
wenttobuy  raourning  for-lhena.  » 

'^  A^  soon  as  I  could  at  aU  conapose  my  imind,  I  again  began  to 
write,  for  bow  were  we  to  exist?  But  it  was  writing  of  a  laborious 
and  disagreeable  nature,  fearing^  that  by  again  publishing,  I  should 
give  my  father  a  clue  to  my  present  abode.  I  undertook,  for  a  small 
but<5erlain  profit,  to  translate  English  works  into  French,  and  vice 
versa.  The  toil  of  this  was  gceat,  espexjially  as  Iwas  obliged  to  sit 
up  through  many  of  the  long  winter  nights  without  the  comfort  of 
a  fire,  which  I  could  not  afford.  And  as  to  the  wretched— most  things 
•are  sources  of  wretchednessr-I  began  to  be  additionally  unbi^y  at 
4he  frequent  absences  of  my  wife :  I  could  not  bear  her  out  of  my 
sight,  for  there  seemed  to  me  both  safely  and  hope  in  her  presence ; 
yet  for  two  and  sometimes  three  hours  a-day  would  she  slay  away. 
It  was  but  lately  come  to  her,  lo  study  her  own  comfort  more  than 
mine,  and  she  chose  a  strange  time  for  such  a  change  of  conduct, 
and  I  did  not  fail  lo  reproach  her  wHh  it*  Her  manner  was  as  kind, 
as  affeclionate,  as  imploring  as  ever,  as  she  said,  'Dear  Henry,  I 
must  attend  to  Blanches  education  sometimes ;  and  you  know  it 
would  disturb  you,  were  her  lessons  to  be  going  on  in  the  room 
with  you.'  To  this  there  was  no  appeal,  but  still  my /egotistical  sel- 
fishness Ihoftght,  though  it  dared  not  express  it,  that  all  ought  to  be 
sacrificed  to  me  -,  and  now  that  I  am  up-rooling  the  very  sinews  of 
my  heart,  I  will  own  to  you,  I  loved  my  wife  less— I  was  jealous 
of  my  own  child.  The  only  objection  that  I  ventured  to  give  utter- 
ance lo  was,  Jhat  I  thought  three  hours  a-day  a  great  deal  loo  long 
for  so  young  a  child  to  study.  Blanche  tried  to  humour  me^  and 
from  that  time  came  to  me  earUer  in  the<Jay  ^  but  I  invariably  dis- 
missed her  with  a  cold  remark,  that  I  did  not  want  her,  or  that  she 
was  infliy  way.  Still  her  temper  remained  unrufTled,  but  I  saw  her 
health  was  waning  ;  and  choosing  lo  assume  that  her  love  was  too, 
this  offended  me,  and  I  became  se  morose,  that  my  child  was  afraid 
of  me :  this  maddened  me,  and  in  my  madness  I  asked  my  wife,  if 
she  thought  herself  justified,  whatever  her  own  feelings  might  be, 
in  making  my  child  dislike  me?  Were  I  to  live  a  thousand  years, 
never  shall  1  forget  the  look  that  accompanied  the  first,  last,  and 
only  reproachful  words  she  ever  said  to  me,  of—'  God  forgive  you, 
Henry  !'  I  waded  through  two  years  in  this  miseT^ble  manner, 
unhappy  myself,  and  making  every  one  about  me  the  smne. 
''  It  was  the  beginning  of  January,  and  I  had  just  completed 
'    the  translation  of  a  work,  and;  was,  preparing  to  carry  the  manu- 
script into  Paris,  in  order  to  rjeceiv.e  the  miserable  reward  of  my 
labours,  when  ^  drift  of  fast  falling  snow  made  me  turn,  with  a 
shiver,  from  the  window  to  the  small  but  cheerful  fire  that  blazed 
upon  the  hearth.  My  wife  wal^hed  me,  and  appeared  fidgelty,  an 
unusual  thing  for  her  •,  T  thought,  perhaps,  it  arose  from  a  reluc- 
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h  I  should  encounter  the  inclemency  of  the 

^  jenerally  received  all  her  MUle  alleution  and 

»  of  late,  she  said  nothing.  My  heart  smote 

inder  tone  than  usaal,  ^  Blanche,  can  you 
nething  to  put  round  my  neck? — the  ^ind 
aps  I  loay  he  detained  out  the  best  part  of 

y  do  not  walk  home,'  cried  she;  and  (hen 
Uhing^atl  hope  will  keep  you  very  warm/ 
and  in  a  short  time,  to  my  astonishnient) 
indsome  cloak,  partially  lined  with  velvet 

sked  I,  with  some  surprise,  ^  where  did 

* 
denty  more,'  replied  she,  with  a  smile. 
'  said  I,  seriously  alarmed  :  *  for  Heaven's 
ostr 
3ons.' 

•onsi'  echoed* I.  ^  Blanche,  are  you  mad? 
?' 

le,  with  more  the  look  of  an  angel  than 

<•       o<    ike  to  pay  for  it  over  again  ;  but  it  is  paid 

tc       ^^^  inder,'  added  she,  lowering  down  fifty 

«c  on  Ihe  WDie. 

thBp^^^    2fid  for  a  few  seconds  like  one  in  a  dream  5  the  worst  was 

^^^  ^ifin  the  habit  of  presenting  iteelf  to  me  on  all  occasions , 


50  m^^^  ^horrible  ideas  now  flitted  across  my  imagination.  'Tel! 
tliat  ^^^^^^^  i^  *  where-r-how— did  you  get  this  money  ?" 
foe/  J^Fyou  remember,  love,'  said  she,  approaching  n 
^\r\^i  her  at  arm's  length, '  do  you  remember  how'— 
sliU  ^^\  ^  to  say,  but  changed  it  to  annoyed—'  how  aii_,, ,_  ,  _^ 
^bs  ^^Vr«uh  me  for  being  so  long  away  from  you  of  a  day  during 


^sed  to   "  ^'' ggps^  and  I  own  that  I  do  deserve  your  displeasure  for 

tne  1»*      ^^  J  ^^iji^  in  accusing  dear  Blanche  of  monopolising  my 

tne  *^  ^,J^^Q  siie  never  had  but  one  hour  a-day  of  it  5  but  thinking 

tiu^e ,    ^^  ^^^^  J  gjjQ^id  do  comparatively  nothing  while  you  worked 

\i  a  ^^^  J  „^ed  to-  give^ lessons  in  English  to  a  great  many  French 

so'^^^\    ^tje.  neighbourhood,  and  on  those  days  that  you  went  to 

faPf^^*^^^^^^  able  Ur  five  extra  ones,  which  brought  my  pupils  so 

P»ri^  /       ^^  ^jjgy  often  paid  roe  more  than  my  due.  This  money 

for^a^^'     j^Uy  hoarded  till  I  thought  we  mo&t  wanted  it ;  that 

I  iiave  ca       ^^^^y^^^  for  it  used  to  make  ray  heart  ache  to  see  you 

time  t\8*  "    pg^ris  Ihis  bitter  weather  in  that  old  threaflbafe  coat  5 

sUi^^^^^^j^g  that  you  would  boI  buy  what  you  ought  for  yourself, 

and  l«^"jp  jjj.^|jer  of  one  of  my  pupflte  to  bring  me  this  from  Paris. 

I  ^^^'^^  you  have  all  my  secrete.' 
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"  '  Blanche !  Blanche !'  cried  I,  flinging  myself  at  her  feet,  ^  shall 
I  ever,  can  I  ever  be  worthy  of  you  ?' 

"  ^  Only  be  as  you  used  lo  be,  Henry,^  said  she,  throwing  her 
arms  round  my  neck ; '  and  even  when  you  don't  see  and  hear 
every  thing,  slill  have  some  confidence  in  your  poor  Blanche.' 

'^  I  raised  her  up,  and  as  I  kissed  the  most  be»ufiful  and  the 
fondest  lips  that  God  ever  stamped  truth  and  purity  npon,  what  did 
I  not  profess?  Yet  I  have  lived  to  break  those  promises!  and  she 
has  died  to  belie  my  professions!  Oh,  God!  oh,  God!  if  I  must 
be  mad,  why  have  I  not  the  privilege  of  madness— forgetftilness  ? 
Well,  well,  enough  of  this,  it  is  well  wHh  her  now ;  and  I — why, 
I  shall  not  have  breath  to  tdl  you  all  if  I  do  not  make  haste,  and  il 
must  be  told,  or  I  shall  feel  the  gnawing  of  the  very  worms  in  my 
grave.  You  look  frightened — there  is  no  need — I  had  not  killed  her 
theq ;  no,  on  the  contrary,  I  kissed  her  again,  I  kissed  her  child, 
and  I  len  the  house  happy — yee,  happy  !  I  was  happy !  for  Blanche 
loved  nie  as  much  as  ever — ^she  had  just  told  me  so — ^just  told  me 
so— just  told  me  so.  I  must  repeat  it,''  added  the  wretched  man, 
in  a  holfow  whisper,  "foryou  know  sbc  cannot — ^'  and  he  fell 
back  sensdess  in  his  chair.  ' 

Cecil  sprang  forward  to  suppcn^t  his  head,'  while  Tlieresa  left  the 
room  to  send  for  the  doctor,  who,  as  soon  as  he  came,  had  him 
conveyed  to  bed,  and  when  he  had  recovered  from  his  swoon,  bled 
him  copiously,  from  which  he  appeared  lo  derive  some  momentary 
relief^  which  Ceo41  add  Theresa  no  sooner  perceived,  Ihan  they 
prepared  lo  leave  the  room,  hi  order  that  he  might  get  some  tem- 
porary repose,  while  they  wfent  in  quest  of  a  nurse  for  him ;  but 
before  they  could  reach  the  door,  Carlton  sprang  up  in  bed,  and, 
grasping  the  clothes  like  a  dying  man,  implored  them  not  to  go 
till  they  had  heard  all  be  hod  to  say. 

*' Another  day,"  said  Cecil,  "you  are  really  too IH  now." 

"  No,  no !  no  other  day,"  gasped  he,  "  time  and  money  should 
never  be  squandered,  or  one  lives  to  want  both." 

*'  Very  true,"  acquiesced  the  apoHiecary,  ''but  Ihere  is  such  a 
thing  as  being  penny^wise  and  pound  foolish ;  so  suppose  you  just 
wait  lill  this  evening,  and  take  this  draught  now." 

"  Very  well,  I'll  take  your  draught,"  said  Carlton,  impatiently, 
stretching  out  his  thin,  tremulous,  ffeverish  hand—"  but  you  know, 
or  you  ought  to  know,  that  my  draft  is  uptfn  death  !  then  why  talk 
of  evening,  when  eternal  night  is  Ihe  question  ?" 

Cecil,  whispered  the  apothecary,  Ihal  perhaps  the  excitement  of 
opposition,  in  his  present  slate  of  mind,  might  be  as  bad  for  hini 
as  the  exertion  of  talking,  and  therefore,  il  might  be  as  well  to  let 
him  have  his  way  j  while  on  the  other  hand,  the  apothecary,  think- 
ing that  it  was  not  of  very  imich  consequence  whethei*  a  man  lived 
or  died,  who  had  apparently  not  sufficient  means  of  doing  the  for- 
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mer  fn  any  degree  of  respeclablllly,  or  to  pay  for  his  funeral,  in 
Ihe  event  of  his  doing  Ihe  laller  5  or,  what  was  more  to  the  purpose, 
of  discharging  his  bill,  in  either  case,  made  no  further  obstacle, 
and  quietly  look  his  leave,  wilh  an  admonition  to  the  invalid  to 
speak  low  and  net  sit  up  in  the  bed  more  than  was  necessary. 

**  Where  was  I?"  said  Carlton,  pressing  his  forehead,  as  soon  as 
the  latter  had  closed  the  door. 

'^  Hush !"  cried  Theresa,  gently  raising  his  pillow ;  "  if  you  don't 
He  very  still,  and  speak  as  quietly  as  possible,  I  positively  won't 
let  you  say  another  word/' 

^*I  am— quiet— I  will  be  quiet,"  murmured  Carlton,  "but  I 
must  tell  you  all--all  but  my  real  name— that  you  don't  know ; 
nor  shall  4iny  one  till  I'm  dead.  Yes — let  me  see — let  me  see.-— Oh, 
I  remember— Versailles — thecloak— Paris— Nugent — ^the  hioney ," 
added  he,  tapping  his  forehead.  '*  Well,  I  left  her,  and  went  into 
Paris  with  my  manuscript  The  bookseller  was  not  at  home; — he 
had  left  no  money  for  me — ^but  a  message — that  I  was  to  call  again 
neit  week.  I  did  not  want  money— -I  had  money — and  never  had 
I  loved  money  before — never  could  I  love  it  again  as  I  loved  that 
money.  I  determined  that  they  should  be  warm  too.  So  I  left  the 
Rue  du  Coq  St.  Honor6,  and  walked  on  to  the  Palais  Royal,  to  pur- 
chase some  dresses  for  Blanche  and  our  child.  The  lamps  were 
light.  The  crowd  of  cigar-smokers,  chestnut-eaters,  coffee-drink- 
ers, and  billiard-players,  was  as  great  as  ever.  I  entered  a  shop 
filled  with  velvets,  and  merinoes,  and  made  my  purchase.  Next 
door  to  this  shop  was  a  gambling-house.  If  ever  the  devil  comes 
ki  person  to  tempt  mankind,  he  now  came  to  me  in  the  guise  of  a 
young  man,  in  black  mustachios,  a  '  Jeune  France'  hat  and  a  large 
cloak,  who  was  leaving  the  gambling-house  with  a  companion,  to 
vvhom  he  was  boasting,  in  a  loud  exulting  voice,  of  having  made 
his  fortune — «ind  all  out  of  a  risk  of  two  napoleons !  I  had  in  my 
possession,  at  that  moment,  forty-five.  Yes — ^but  they  were  my 
wife's  hard  earnings.  True ;  but  with  two  of  Ihem  I  might  make 
it  unnecessary  for  her  to  earn  more.  Aye,  but  if  I  should  lose? 
*  Nothing  venture,  nothing  have,'  again  whiskered  the  tempter  5 
and  if  I  should  bring  her  back  three  times  what  I  had  taken  out, 
oh  ^hal  a  happiness  it  would  be!  This  was  decisive.  I  entered: 
two  men  were  before  me,  and  a$  they  swung  the  green  doors  after 
them  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  a  man  rushed  out — his  whole  dress 
was  disordered,  and  his  hat  was  slouched  over  his  eyes  5  and  though 
the  night  was  bitterly  cold,  his  neckcloth  was  off  and  his  chest 
bared,  while  large  drops  rolled  from  it  *,  his  whole  appearance  be- 
ing that  of  a  desperate  man — no  unusual  sight  in  such  a  place.  I 
intuitively  impeded  his  progress,  by  placing  my  arm  across  the 
narrow  passage  -,  he  staggered  back  a  few  paces,  under  a  large 
green-shaded  billiard  lamp,  when  his  hat  fell  off,  and  discovered — 
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tbe  haggard  and  convulsed  features  of  John  Nugent!  He  raised  his 
clenched  hand,  as  if  with  the  intention  of  felling  me  to  the  earth; 
but  the  light  glaring  full  on  noy  face,  his  arm  ronained  upUfled 
and  paralysed;  his  eyes  glared  fearfully,  his  mouth  distended^ his 
jaw  quivered,  and  he  at  length /altered  out,  in  a  voice  supematu- 
rally  thin  and  hollow,  '  Garllon !  Henry  Carlton !  M— Me— Mister 
Carlton?'  and  then,  as  if  a  sudden  revulsion  had  taken  place  in  him 
from  despair  to  triumph  he  attempted  to  embrace  me ;  but  I  spurned 
him  as  I  would  a  serpent  that  had  made  a  similar  advance. 

'^  ^  So,'  said  I  folding  my  drms,  and  mocking  him  with  a  bitter 
smile, '  so,  my  amiable  and  honest  brother-in-law— for  honest  you 
are  after  the  fashion  of  this  world,  where  honesty  is  worn  like  a 
cloak,  that  is  thrown  aside  whenever  it  is  inconvenient — fortune 
has  been  reviewing  you,  has  she?  Pleasant,  isn't  it,  to  be  ruined 
out  of  hand,  and  then  be  laughed  at  by  the  whole  world  for  attempt* 
ing  a  work,  or  game,  if  you  like  the  phrase  belter,  in  which  we 
don't  succeed — ha !  ha !  ha ! ' 

^^  ^  For  Heaven's  sake,  sir,'  said  he,  arranging  his  dress  and  re- 
suming his  wonted  cringing  manner,  '  bemercifuL  You  see  before 
you  one  who  has  injured  you  'tis  true,  but  who  sincerely  repents  of 
having  done  so,  and  who  would  lay  down  his  life  for  you  to-morrow.' 

^'^Ha!  ha!  laughed  I,  disgusted  at  the  wretch's  meanness; 
'  that  means,  I  have  no  doubt,  that  you  would  risk  your  neck  and 
brave  a  halter  for  ten  pounds,  in  any  dirty  work  I,  in  common  with 
the  rest  of  the  world,  might  be  disposed  to  employ  you  upon.' 

'' '  Come,  come,  Mr.  Carlton,  sir,'  almost  whimpered  the  reptile ; 
'  you  are  really  too  hard  upon  me.  Remember,  sir,  too,  the  ties  of 
blood  between  us  ? ' 

''  This  was  too  much.  '  Blood !  blood,'  echoed  I,  seizing  him  by 
the  collar  and  shaking  him ; '  I'd  tear  my  heart  from  my  bosom  and 
trample  on  it  before  your  face,  if  I  thought  there  was  a  possibility 
that  by  any  chemistry  of  nature,  any  juggling  of  hell,  one  drop  of 
yourbase  Judas  blood  could  pollute  mine ! ' 

'"Of  course— of  course,  sir,'  said  the  white-livered  dastard, 
quailing  beneath  my  grasp,  \  I  am  aware  of  the  honour  you  did  our 
family  by  the  alliance;  but  still,  you  know,  we  are  allied;  and  I'm 
sure,  whatever  out  little  differences  may  have  been,  you'd  be  sorry 
to  see  me  at  the  Morgue  to-morrow.' 

" '  I  broke  frona  the  contemptible  wretch  with  unmitigated  dis- 
gust. He  followed  me,  and,  laying  his  hand  on  my  arm^  which  had 
the  effect  of  a  torpedo,  said, 

"  '  Sir,  you  behold  a  ruined,  a  desperate  man.  You  can  save  me 
if  you  will;  for  my  sister's  and  your  wife's  sake,  lend  me  ten  napo- 
leons, and  as  I'm  a  living  man,  I'll  pay  you  to-morrow.' 

'^  His  sister  and  my  wife !  it  was  but  too  true.  I  thought  I  should 
have  suffocated,  and,  throwing  back  ray  cloak,  whose  richness  might 
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l^ve  ^veo  him  aaerroDCOiis  BOtkin  of  my  circumstaDces  ( though 
how  he  could  have  supposed  them  other  thau  what  they  were,  I 
know  Bot),  1  asked  him,  poiotiRg  to  my  shabby  and  threadbare 
dress,  if  he  thought  (he  packets  of  such  a  i^oat  were  likely  to  produce 
ten  napoleons?' 

"  '  Well,  then,'  said  lie,  relapsing  into  his  former  cowardly  des- 
pair, and  drawing  a  small  hair-trigger  pistol  from  his  pocket,  'it 
must  come  to  this  at  last,'  so  sa:^ ing^  he  deliberately  raised  it. 

"  '  Hold,'  cried  I.  '  This  is  a  memorable  night  in  yoiir  existence ; 
in  it  you  have  done  what  you  never  did  before--- you  have  uttered 
one  trulh-^he  is  your  sister!  That  at  least  is  worth  ten  napoleons ; 
but  remember,  no  more,  had  you  twenty  lives  to  lose,'  and  so 
saying,  I  beckoned  the  reptile  -etfter  me,  who  foUowed  without  re- 
sistance into  the  play-room.  The  clink  of  the  gold  that  one  of  the 
markers  was  raking  up  seemed  to  inspire  him',  for  the  wretch  said, 
almost  with  a  gay,  careless  air,— 
'' '  Now,  my  dear  sir,  the  money,  if  you  pleaje  ? ' 
"The  man  who  was  crying  out  *  Rouge  gagne — ^Noir  perde,'  as 
we  entered,  had  a  most  peculiar  and  mysteriously  disagreeable  face. 
The  skin  was  dark,  furrowed  and  leathern,  as  if  it  had  been  made 
out  of  bats'  wings.  His  upper  Up  was  unusually  long  and  straight, 
and  the  lines  on  each  side  from  his  nose  strongly  marked.  If  is  nose 
was  straight  and  pinched.  His  eyes  small  and  dark,  the  strongly 
contrasted  white  of  the  eye-balls  giving  a  supernatural  glare  to  his 
whole  countenance.  His  forehead  was  low,  his  head  high,  his  hair 
gray  and  thin.  The  expression  of  his  face  was  neither  solenin  nor 
melancholy,. nor  severe,  nor  earnest;  it  was  only  rigid,  but  so  rigid 
that  it  seemed  to  petrify  one  as  one  looked  at  it.  Without  the  sligh- 
test variation  or  change  of  countenance,  he  now  looked  at  Nugent, 
and  merely  said,  '  failes  votrejeu.'  The  latter  staked  five  napoleons 
on  the  black. 

"  ^  Yous  avez  tort,'  said  a  man  next  him*  ^  Rouge  gagne  ce  soir.' 
'^  Nugent  made  no  answer,  but  kept  his  eyes  eagerly  fixed  on  the 
beap  of  gold  before  him. 

*'  *  Noir  gagne,'  cried  the  marker. 

"  '  Saer^  nom  de  diable,  c'estla  premiere  fois  ce  soir,'  cried  se- 
veral disappointed  voices  who  had  staked  their  all  upoii  the  red  as 
being  the  lucky  number^ 

''  The  marker  shovelled  over  ten  napoleons  to  Nugent,  who  in- 
stantly staked  twenty  again  on  the  black,  and  this  lime  won  alsot  , 
Fired  wUh  success,  he  walked  to  the  roulette  table  and  slaked  teJi; 
napoleons  on  zero  :  it  turned  up — he  won  380/.!  > 

"'My  dear  sir,'  said  he,  turning  to  me,  '  here  are  your  ten  da-' 
poleons,  with  ten  thousand  thanks.  Will  you  not  yourself  try  yotk/ 
luck?' 
*' '  No,'  said  I,  looking  at  the  miserable  faces  before  me.  '  No, 
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you  have  beggared  eoough  for  one  night.'  I  left  the  room.  Nugent 
followed  me. 

'^ '  You  must,  indeed,  you  must,  my  dear  «ir/  s»d  he,  in  a  more 
than  usually  cringing  voice  \  *  indeed  you  must  allow  me  to  accom- 
pany you  home,  in  order  to  try  and  express  my  gratitude,  and  in 
the  hope  ofconvincing  you  how  sincerely  I  wish  to  serve  you,  which 
may  be  more  in  my  power  to  do  than  you  imagine.* 

''  ^  Never,'  said  I, '  never  with  my.  consent  shall  you  darken  my 
doors.' 

^^  ^  Oh,  sir,'  continued  he,  ^  you  know  not  what  you  have  saved 
me  from,  or  you  would  not,  yea  could  not  doubt  the  sincerity  of 
my  gratitude.  In  a  moment  of  temptation  I  staked  and  lost  a  large 
sum  of  money  that  was  not  my  own.  You  have  enabled  me  to  re- 
gain it — you  have  saved  me  from  dishonour.' 

'^  'How,  then,'  cried  I,  laughing  bitterly,  '  can  you  ever  forgive 
me  for  having  deprived  you  of  what  you  have  been  accustomed  to 
all  your  life  ? ' 

'^ '  Sir,'  said  he,  trying  to  detain  me  by  the  cloak,  *•  you  are  toa 
severe — you  are  indeed.  Be  merciftil !— only  let  me  go  home  with 
you ! — only  let  my  sister  plead  for  me  I ' 

^' '  Never,'  cried  I,  breaking  from  him  and  rushing  down  the 
passage  d'Orleans  till  I  reached  the  Rue  YiviennCj  where  I  jumped 
into  the  .first  omnibus  that  passed  ^  but  as  it  was  bound  for  the  Porte 
St.  Martin,  I  got  out  on  the  Boulevards,  in  order  to  get  into  one 
that  was  going  to  Passy.  This  second  onuiibus  was  full.  Several 
persons  were  standing  in  groups,  who  were  disappointed  of  places 
as  veil  as  myself.  I  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  get  into  a  citadine.  As 
it  drove  on,  the  coachman  whipped  behind  several  limes,  but  this 
being  no  unusual  occurrence,  it  gave  me  little  or  no  concern.  II 
was  nearly  midnight  before  I  reached  home^  for,  the  night  being 
dry,  I  dismissed  the  citadine  at  the  Barri^re  before  I  got  into  Passy, 
for  the  sake  of  economy.  Blanche  saw  that  I  wqs  ruffled  and  ex- 
cited^ and  I9  therefore,  detailed  to  her,  as  delicately.as  I  could,  my 
adventure  with  her  unprincipled  brother.  She  seemed  deeply,  af-- 
fected,  and,  turning  very  pale,  tremblingly  inquired  if  I  had  asked 
for  her  father  aqd  mother.  I  don't  know  how  I  must  have- looked  ^ 
but  she  put  her  arm  round  my  neck,  and  with  one  of  ber  deep- 
drawn  sighs  that  always  reproached  me  more  than  words,  smd, 

" '  Well,  don't  be  angry,  love,'  kissed  me  and  went  to  bed. 

''  Next  morning,  as  I  was  silting  with  my  writing-table  drawn 
elose  to  the  fire,  and  my  wife  at  the  opposite  side,  settling  sone 
work  for  Blanche,  the  servant  came  in  and  said  ttiat  a  genlieman 
fhohi  Paris  was  below,  who  wished  to  see  me ;  he  said  he  came  from 
a  bookseller.  It  was  too  cold  to  keep  any  one  shivering  in  the  court, 
so  I  desired  her  to  showhim  up,  which  she  accordingly  did. 

"  '  I  had  better  go,'  said  Blanche,  rising. 
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*'  ^  No,  DO,  Stay  wbese  you  are/  said  I ; '  it's  only  anotber  book 
to  translate,  I  suppose.' 

'^  I  was  silting  wilb  my  back  to  tbe  door  wben  ib«  man  entered, 
nor  did  I  look  up  till  roused  by  a. loud  scream  from  my  wire,  when 
I  turned  andbebeld  Jobn  Kugent  springing  forward  to  support  his 
sister! 

'^ '  Touch  her  at  your  peril ! '  said  I,  placing  one  arm  round  her 
waist,  and  pushing  him  back  wUh  the  other. 

'*"  Not  to  exhaust  your  patience  and  my  own  strength,''  said  Carl- 
ton, ^^I'il  skip  the.  scene  that  followed,  and  tell  you  at  once  that 
Nugent  persevered  in  staying  the  day  with  us — nay,  half  the  nlgbt. 
Finding  that  I  would  not  listen  to  a  sylt(d>le  about  a  retoncUhtion 
with  my  father,  he  shifted  his  grousd-^^flattered  me  upon  tnj  '  bril- 
liant talents,'  which  could  of  themsdves  makB  me  independent  of 
the  whole  world — and  ended  by  proposing  to  me  to  write  tip  Lord 
John  Bubble  and  his  party  (here  Cecil  and  Theresa  exchanged  looks), 
and  said,  this  it  was,  in  the  hope  of  repairing  his  former  conduct  by 
now  giving  my  talents  fair  play,  that  in  sflite  of  all  my  repulses, 
had  made  him  jump  up  behind  the  first  omnibus  I  had  got  into,  and 
next  behind  the  citadine,  and  so  dodge  me  till  I  had  reached  home 
on  the  preeediag  night. 

''  'And  pray,'  said  I,  coldly,  ^  what  confidence  could  my  Lord 
Jobn  or  hia  party  possibly  have  in  me?  We  scarcely  ever  find  de* 
sorters  from  their  principles  to  be  in  any  estimation  with  those  to 
whom  they  revolt,  especially  when  the  probabilities  of  emolument 
or  personal  interest  accompany  their  defection  *,  nor  is  it  in  the  power 
of  any  human  authority  or  position  to  preserve  such  men  from  the 
reproach  and  infamy  they  deserve.' 

^^  ^  Bal conviction,  my  dear  sir, —conviction  obviates  all  that.' 
** '  Y«s  ^  but  I  am  not  convinced,'  said  I  •, '  except  of  one  thing.' 
** '  And  of  what  may  that  be  ? '  asked  Nugent. 
'* '  That  it  is  very  cold,'  said  I,  contemptuously  kicking  the  un- 
ofifending  log  of  .wood  that  was  burning  on  the  hearth.  But  why 
shoukl  I  dwell  upon  the  disgusting  incidents  of  that  day?  enough 
that  John  Nugent  was  before  me  for  the  whole  or  it — that  he  fondled 
my  child !  CHi !  if  there  is  one  thing  more  loathsome  in  this  world 
tban  another,  it  is  to  hear  precepts  of  morality  issuing  from  the  lips 
of  adult  infamy  into  the  ear  of  innocent  childhood !  And  during  his 
frequent  exhortations  to  Blanche  to  be  good,  always  to  do  what  papa 
and  mamma  tdd  her,  and  above  all,  never  to  tell  a  story,  I  was 
obliged  to  leave  the  room.  Another  trial  my  temper  had  to  sustain 
was  seeing  the  dinner  my  wife  pripaired  for  him — for  him ! — when 
we  were  so  often  without  any  I  But  I  curbed  myself  5  for  my  resb- 
lulion  was  taken,  as  I  saw  that  stratagem  was  the  only  way  to  deal 
Willi  him.  At  dinner  he  said  he  was  ordered  to  drink  brandy  and 
water  :  brandy  was  accordingly  sent  for.  I  soon  perceived  that  to- 
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wards  the  i^ater  he  preserved  a  temperance^mcmiitwg  to  tU[>stiiience. 
In  the  course  of  the  eveoing,  I  affected  to  relax  in  my  resolution 
about  BOt  writing  for  his  party,  aad  •ask^  him  what  tie  thought 
would  be  the  most  I  covld  possibly  gain  by  it?  At^cording  to  him, 
there  was  nothing  I  might  not  command.  lihen  went  farther,  and 
sounded  him  if  he  thought  that  although  I  kept  personally  aloof  from 
my  father,  he  might  be  brought  to  use  his  influence  for  my  poli- 
tical advancement,  If  I  espoused  his  political  opinions?  This  so  de- 
lighted Nugent,  that  it  threw  him  completely  off  his  guard  ^  and, 
after  frequent  additional  libations  of  brandy,  he  let  it  out,  that  he 
had  come  to  Paris  on  a  direct  mission  from  my  father  to  seek  me 
out;  and  tiiat  if  he  succeeded  in  finding  me,  and  bringing  me  back 
to  England,  he  was  to  have  two  thousand  poands  down  in  money, 
and  a  place  in  the  excise  of  four  hundred  a-year ;  that  he  had  given 
him  two  hundred  pounds  to  defray  his  expences,  whieh,  with  an- 
other hundred  entrusted  to  him  by  a  friend  to  take  to  his  daughter 
at  school  in  Paris,  he  had  lost  at  the  gaming-t(d>le,  when  he  met  me 
the  night  before.  As  the  wretch  began  to  unravel  himself,  I  com- 
menced weaving  my  plot  with  the  thread  of  his  deceit. 

^^  ^  All  you  have  said  is  quite  true,'  said  1 :  ^  there  is  no  use  in 
starving  when  one  might  be  rich  *,  besides,  it  is  wrong  when  one  has 
a  family.  But  you  see  I  am  busy  just  now.  I  wish  you  could  give 
me  three  or  four  days  to  think  over  your  proposition  5  fbr  to-mor- 
row I  have  to  go  to  the  other  side  of  the  country  near  Montmorency.' 

'' '  Oh,  ce-certainly,  certainly,'  hickupped  Nugent,  who  was  now 
'  quite  drunk, '  I  de-don't  wish  to  hurry  you,  nor  myself  neittier,  for 
Vm  at  the  H6tel  dc  Mirabeau,  where  I  live  like  a  prince  at  your 
governor's  expence ;  but  I  don't  care,  no,  d*-^n  it,  I  donH  care,  my 
dear  fellow,  what  expence  I  go  to,  so  long  as  I  bring  things  right 
between  you  and  him ;  and  yen  see  how  cleverly  I've  managed  him, 
because,  it  was  all  his  own  doing  you  see,  all  his  own  doing ;  but 
you  were  restive,  and  there  was  the  difficulty  ^  but  I  ge-got  oyer  it, 
and  without  your  knowing  that  he  had  anything  to  do  with  it ;  the 
— that's  the  way  to  manage  every  thing  in  the  shape  of  a  plot,  never 
let  your  left  hand  know  what  your  right's  about ;  if  you  want  to 
keep  things  steady,'  added  he,  rising,  and  nearly  pitching  forward 
on  his  head,  but  that  it  came  in  contact  with  my  shoulder,  when  be 
placed  his  hand  upon  my  other,  and  stammered  out,  ^so,  ho,  steady 
my  boy,  steady,  you  must  give  up  the  bottle,  Harry,  when  you  get 
into  office.  Drink's  the  d — 1 ;  where  would  my  head  for  business 
be,  if  I  did  not  stick  to  w-wa-wa-ter.' 

''  I  thought  it  high  time  to  pcUny  house  of  the  pollution  of  Mr. 
John  Nugent's  presence,  and  writing  upon  a  slip  of  paper,  as,  in 
his  present  state,  his  memory  could  not  be  depended  upon,  that  I 
should  be  happy  to  see  him  on  Monday,  but  not  before,  as  I  should 
be  absent  from  home  ^  I  slipped  it  into  his  pocket,  and  led,  or  rather 
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dragged  him  down  s^laics,  aad  firoin  Iheiioe  ijilolbe  street,  wbefe 
giving  him  in  charge  to  a  policemaD,  I  told  him  to  put  him  into 
(he  first  omnibus  that  passed  for  Paris,  and  consign  him  to  the  Ho- 
tel de  Mirabeau.  That  very  night,  en  my  return  up  stairs,  I  made 
preparations  for  quitting  France,  and  two  d|iys. after  we  crossed  m 
the  Boulogne  packet  for  England,  leaving  word  with  an  ancient 
militaire  of  the  name  of  Le  Roue,  in  wbose  honor  I  could  confide, 
not  to  betray  my  address ;  that  I  vw)uld,  from  time  to  time,  Write  to 
him  for  any  letters  that  might  be  lying  for  me  at  the  Poste  Restante. 

^^Once  more  landed  on  my  native  shores,  I  felt  more  desolate 
than  ever.  Where  to  go,  I  knew  not.  Certainly  the  world  was  aU 
before  roe  where  to  chuse,  but  my  place  of  rest  was  not  on  earth! 
It  was  about  seven  o'clock  of  a  drizzling  winter  evening,  when  we 
landed  at  St.  Catherine's  docks.  My  chief  luggage  being  books,  as 
soon  as  I  could  get  them  out  of  the  Custom  house,  I  took  a  hack- 
ney coach,  and  told  the  man  to  drive  us  to  some  coach  office ;  he 
took  us  accordingly  to  the^  Bull  end  Mouth'  in  the  ciiy. 

''  As  soon  as  the  hackney  coach  stopped  at  the  door,  a  sort  of 
hostler  let  down  t^e  stops,  taking  it  for  granted  tliat  we  were  going 
by  one  of  the  coaches.  I  got  out,  and  told  my  wife  and  Blanche  to 
remain  where  jlhey  were.  Three  mails  were  standing  in  the  yard,- 
with  the  lamps  lit,  and  the  horses  to.  I  went  into  the  office  and 
asked  the  man  what  places  were  «vacani;  he  in  bis  turn  very  natu- 
rally inquired  where  to?  easy  as  this  question  was  for  him  to  ask,  it 
was  very  difficult  for  me  to  answer.  Seeing  me  hesitate,  hte  in- 
formed me  that  the  three  coaches  that  I  saw  in  the  yard,  where  ther 
Liverpool,  Manchester,  and  Shrewsbury  mails.  Liverpool  and 
Manchester  sounded  horrible.  Shrewsbury  -,  I  knew  no  one  in  Shropr 
shire^  and  so  hastily  resolved  upon  bending  my  course  that  way. 

'^^Have  you  three  inside  places  in  the  Shrewsbury  mail?' 
asked  L 

'* '  There's  the  whole  inside  vacant,  replied  the  man. 

'^  I  instantly  paid  the  money,  and  transferred  my  wife  and  child 
from  the  hackney  coach  to  tlie  mail.  Neither  of  us  spoke  till  we 
stopped  to  take  up  more  passengers  in  Piccadilly,  when  a  man  called 
out  to  know,  whether  there  was  an  inside  place  by  the  Shrewsbury 
mail.  Blanche  asked  me  if  it  was  thither  we  were  go'ing.  I  told  her 
it  was.  She  then  inquired  if  I  knew  any  one  there,  and  I  had 
scarcely  answered  'No,  and  for  that  reason  I  am  going  there,'  bea 
fore  the  door  opened,  and  a  long  thin  man  got  in.  At  the  end  of  the  ' 
first  stage,  while  changing  horses,  he  asked  if  I  was  going  all  the 
way  to  Shrewsbury?  Being  answered  in  the  affirmative,  he  setUed 
himself  to  sleep,  and  did  not  awake  till  about  five  in  the  morning, 
when  be  talked  much  of  the  'Nobility  and  Gentry,'  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  lamented  that  what  he  called  the  drayma,  was  so 
little  patronized  by  them,  and  at  parting  put  a  play-bill  into  my 
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ImDdy  hoping  lha(  I  would  $oinetlin«s  honor  (he  Ihealre,  of  which 
he  was  i\m  manager.  I  did  honor  the  theatre  the  very  next  day,  for 
no  sooner  \md  I  taken  the  miserable  garret  that  you  fbund  my  poor 
child  in,  and  settled  her  and  her  mother  (here,  than  findiitg  the 
ffholeof  my  wordly  wealth  to  consist  of  twehre  pounds,  and  knowing 
how  soon  that  would  melt  away,  and  the  importance  of  procuring 
some  present  means  of  subMStence,  I  walked  down  to  the  theatre, 
and  «sked  (o  see  the  manager,  who  instandy  came  (o  (he  box  office 
cap  in  hand,  overwhelming  me  with  expressions  of  gratitude,  for  so 
soon  patronizing  him.  I  cut  bim  short  in  the  midst  of  his  harangue, 
by  saying  that  I  wished  to  speak  with  him  in  private,  whereupon 
he  led  the  way  to  the  green  room,  and  I  then  and  there  told  him, 
that  I  was  come,  not  to  engage  a  box,  but  to  engage  myself. 

^^  The  manager's  hat  instantly  returned  to  his  head,  his  hands  to 
his  pockits,  and  himself  (o  his  chain  *,  while  blinking  his  eyes  very 
quickly,  as  if  to  chastise  them  for  the  delusion  they  had  laboured 
under  with  regard  to  myself,  he  said  with  equal  rapidity,  *What 
line?  what  line?  what  line,  pray? ' 

^^  I  modestly  answered,  Mn  whatever  line  he  pleased.' 

^'  ^  It  id  not  in  what  line  f  please,  sir,  but  in  what  line  you  will 
be  likely  to  please,  that  is  the  question,'  replied  he  with  a  nasal 
drawl,  lookhig  longer  and  thinner  than  ever. 

"  *  Tragedy,'  murmured  I  •,  and  accordingly,  after  a  little  more 
chaffering,  I  was  engaged  by  Mr.  Simcoe,  alternately  to  win  or 
lose  Bosworth  Field,  and  murder  Banquo,  at  flve-and-lwenty  shil- 
lings a  week ! 

**  When  I  returned  home  and  announced  my  new  calling,  my 
wife  burst  into  (ears. 

"Why  should  you  cry?'  asked  I ; '  acting  is  far  less  laborious 
than  writing,  besides  there  is  an  excitement  in  it  that  takes  one  out 
of  oneself,  and  the  remuneration,  such  as  It  is,  is  immediate.' 

" '  Oh,  very  well,'  said  Blanche, '  if  it  is  less  laborious,  I  am  sa- 
tisfied.* 

*'This,  however,  she  soon  found  to  be  a  subterfuge,  for,  afler 
acting  all  night  to  '  a  beggarly  account  Of  empty  boxes,'  I  would 
write  all  day,  till,  from  over*-exerlion  of  body  and  mind,  I  became 
one  discordant  quiver  of  nervous  irritability,  which  render^  our 
miserable  home  still  more  miserable.  Although  the  editor  of  (he 
^un(y  paper  having  one  nigh(  witnessed  my  performance  of  Othello 
— gave  me  a  most  elaborate  panegyric  in  his  next  week's  journal, 
still  the  house  did  not  fill,  and  soon  Mr.  Simcoe  became  less  punc- 
tual in  his  weekly  payments,  especially  as  he  had  frequent  recourse 
to  '  stars '  from  London,  whose  exorbitant  salaries  swallowed  up  the 
greater  part  of  our  lillipnlian  treasury.  These  non-payments  on  the 
part  of  the  manager,  reduced  us  to  a  still  lower  ebb  of  destitution. 
My  wife  took  in  needle- work,  and  our  poor  child  filled  the  menial 
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office  of  a  serYaot.  Her  mother  could  Rot  bear  it,  and  «be  ^eRtitted 
to  entreat  that  I  would  apply  not  to  my  father  but  to  my  auDt--H>r 
at  all  events  allow  her  to  appeal  to  her  family,  rather  than  our  child 
should  die  of  want.  I  answered  her  savagely,  that  she  was  not 
worse  off  than  we  were— tny  poor  Blanche!  she. looked  at  me  with 
horror,  but  said  nothing.  From  that  IHne  her  heaHb  began  visibly 
to  decline — there  was  the  too  bright  eye— the  hectic  eheek— the 
hollow  cough. — ^Monster  that  I  was,  even  these  warnings  could  not 
loosen  the  adamantine  rivets  of  my  deep-burning  hate.— Love  is 
indeed  a  child !  bui  hatred  is  a  giant  whose  single  grasp  can  uproot 
worlds.  As  my  wife's  heaHh  declined,  she  grew  more  and  more 
home-sick.  One  night  she  woke  crying.  I  asked  her  what  was  the 
matter?  She  said  she  had  been  dreaming  that  she  was  at  Guildford; 
and  added — '  Oh  Henry,  if  I  could  but  hear  from  my  mother  once 
more,  I  should  die  happy.* 

"  'Well,'  said  I,  nioved  by  her  distress,  'I  will  go  to  the  post 
to-morrow,  and  should  Le  Roue  have  forwarded  any  letters  iVem 
France,  I  will  bring  them  to  you  —but  remember  you  must  not 
write  home.' 

'^ '  Not  if  I  were  to  put  no  date,  Henry,  and  send  the  letter  \» 
London,  and  have  it  put  in  the  post-office  there?' 

4  6  i  Yfi^Y',  yes,  if  you  can  do  that,  you  may— but  of  this  I  must 
be  quite  sure,'  said  (sullenly.  Poor  soul,  she  kissed  me  and  thanked 
me  as  if  I  had  been  her  preserver,  instead  of  her  destroyer.  The 
next  day  I  fuffilled  my  promise,  aad  went  to  the  post — there  were 
no  letters.  On  my  return  home  she  met  me  at  the  head  of  the  stairs, 
with  her  hand  stretched  out  —  I  shook  my  head — she  said  nothing, 
but  seemed  to  grow  paler  and  weaker  from  that  hour.  The  week 
dragged  on — i  acted  every  night,  but  being  unable  to  obtain  a  sous 
from  the  manager,  I  stoutly  reftised  to  act  oo  Saturday  night,  which 
gave  him  the  trouble  of  changing  the  play,  and  me  the  pleasure  of 
counting  the  contents  of  my  purse,  and  discovering  that  three  shil* 
lings  was  all  that  it  contained. 

'^  It  was  a  bright  summer's  evening,  and  every  thing  seemed 
cheerful  and  happy  beyond  our  wretched  domicile.  I  remembered 
my  promise  to  my  wife — ^the  very  insects  seemed  to  hum  with  plea- 
sure in  the  air — we — we  alone  were  unhappy. 

''  *  Blanche,  love,'  said  I,  rising,  '  I'm  going  to  the  post — and 
I've  a  presentiment  that  I'll  bring  you  back  a  letter.' 

''  She  pressed  my  hand  in  silence,  and  I  saw  one  big  tear  roll 
down  her  cheek,  as  she  turned  her  head  away.—'  To-day  is  Satur- 
day,' said  she,  as  I  was  leaving  the  room — '  will  you  give  me  some 
money  for  dinner  to-morrow?' 

'' '  I  will,'  said  I,  '  on  my  return,'  and  hurried  out  of  the  room. 
As  I  was  going  through  the  hall,  the  woman  came  out  of  the  shop 
and  asked  me  if  it  would  be  convenient  to  pay  her  the  fortnight's 
rent  that  was  owing? 
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'^ '  On  Monday — on  Monday,'  said  I,  and  rushed  into  the  street, 
wtiere  I  walked  rapidly  on  till  I  came  to  that  In  which  the  post- 
office  was  situated. — '  Are  there  any  letters  for  me?'  asked  1. 

'^  '  What  aanoe? '  said  the  mun. 

^' '  Carlton,'  I  replied,  knowing  that  Le  Roue  would  haye  re- 
directed any  thai  might  hatecome  lo  Yersailles  for  me  in  that  name. 

'^  After  searching  for  some  Urae,  he  handed  out  two— -one  was 
for  Blanche  in  Mrs.  Nugenf  s  hand-writing,  the  other  was  to  me 
from  my  aunt. 

^* '  How  much  are  they?'  said  I. 

''  ^  Five-and-fourpence,'  said  the  man. 

''  ^  Then,'  replied  I,  laying  down  my  own  letter,  ^  I  must  call 
for  this  again  to-morrow.' 

'^  *'  As  you  please,'  rejoined  the  postman,  as  I  gave  him  my  last 
three  shillings!  and  received  a  few  pence  in  exchange.  I  walked 
slowly  away,  balancing  the  letter  in  my  hand,  till  I  remembered  the 
pleasure  it  would  give  Blaoche — ^and  recollecting  how  dearly  it  had 
been  bought,  I  determined  it  should  not  cost  still  more  by  delay — 
and  again  hurrying  on,  I  never  stopped  till  I  reached  home.  We 
had  eaten  nothing  since  breakfast.  I  had  remarked  that  at  dinner- 
time our  poor  child  had  whimpered  her  mother,  who  gave  her  a 
small  bit  of  bread  that  had  remained  iVom  breakfast,  which  sbe 
quickly  eat  and  asked  for  more ;  but  her  mother  silently  ishook  her 
head,  and  the  child  returned  quietly  to  her  seat,  and  continued  her 
work  for  the  rest  cf  the  day,  As  I  went  through  the  i^op  I  bought 
some  bread  they  had  just  taken  from  the  oven,  with  the  few  half- 
pence that  remained  out  of  the  three  shillings.^  and  with  this  I  went 
up  stairs.—'  Here  love,'  said  I  to  my  wife, '  here  is  your  letter— 
and  here,  Blanche,  is  some  bread  for  you.' 

'' '  Oh  thank  you,  papa,  for  I  am  so  hungry,'  said  she— and  then 
cut  off  a  bit  of  the  loaf,  leaving  the  rest  for  her  mother  and  me.  My 
wife  had  torn  open  her  letter,  and  while  she  was  thus  occupied,  I 
walked  over  to  my  books  and  selected  from  among  them  a  hand- 
somely-bound '  Livy;'  and  the  '  De  Rerum  Natura  of  Lucretius'. 
Placing  them  under  my  arm,  I  again  sallied  out,  and  walked  (o  a 
bookseller's  in.the  main-street,  where,  after  a  considerable  demur 
upon  his  part  about  purchasing  them  at  all,  he  generously  gave  me 
eighteen  shillings  for  the  two !  With  this  money  I  returned  home  ^ 
and  this,  together  with  the  half  of  my  salary,  which  I  endeavoured 
to  extort  from  the  manager  on  the  following  Monday,  paid  our  rent 
and  supported  us  for  a  few  days.  Still  hope,  that '  ignus  fatuus'  of 
the  wretched,  upheld  me. 

''  I  had  for  the  last  three  years  laboured  indefatigably  upon  a 
work  suggested  to  me  by  a  question  of  Monsieur  le  Duchats,  which 
I  believe  has  never  yet  been  answered.  Singular  as  it  was,  he  asks, 
what  has  become  of  the  book  '  On  the  admirable  power  of  Nature 
and  Art,'  attributed  to  Bacon  in  the  Dedicatory  Epistle  of  the  Four- 
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teenthBookofAmadis?  Takii^  up  Ibis  idea,  L  composed  a  work 
entitled.^  A  Treatise  on  Ihe  adinirdbFe-power  of  Art  and  Nature,  as^ 
a  substitute  till  that  attributed  to  Bacon* shall  be  found-.'  This  I 
completed  after  I  had  been  here  about  a  year,  atid;  forwarded  it  t0 
an  emineiU  publisher  in  London,  with  a  synopsis  of  IC»  plan.  My 
hopes  were  not  a  little  raised  by  his  returning  me  a  speedy  answer 
--that  his  reader  bad  dipped  into.it,  and  thought  thal^the  subject 
was  very,  ably  treated,  and  had  no  doubt  of- its  being  a  work  of  great 
merit  ^  but  that  I  must  be  aware  philosophical  works  never  hdd  sb 
great  a  sale  as  those  of  fiction  \  and,  therefore,  he  shoald  be  much 
obliged  by  my  allowing  him  to  keep  it  a  little  longer  before  he 
decided  on  the  purchase.  The  longer  the  better,  tbought  I ;  for  it 
was  a  sort  of  book  that  skimming  could  not  do  justice  to.  Upon  thft 
chimera  did  I  exist  for  three  months  longer,  when,  heading  nothing 
further  from  the  London  bookseller,  I  thowght  it  high  time  to  in- 
quire whether  it  was  in  Nature  that  the  admirable  power  of  Art  was 
again  prevaihng  against  me^  and,  accordingly,  I  wrote  to  demand 
the  return  of  my  MS.  or  the  purchase-money,  which,  at  all  events, 
I  sauguinely  imagined  could  not  be  less  than  lOOZ. ;  and  paltry  as 
the  sum  was,  at  that  time  it. would  have  been  wealth  to  me. 

^'  The  next  mail  brought  me  a  parcel  that  came  lo  balf-a-crown, 
containing  my. MS.  and  a  letter  from  the  publisher,  couched  in  the 
blandest  terms  of  regr^,  that  just  at  that  time  te  had  sudi  a  press 
of  matter,  by  distinguished  authors,  that  he  feared,  much  as  he 
should  like  to  have  had  the  honour  of  giving  to  the  public  so  adrai- 
rablea  work,  it  would  not,  under  his  present  engagements,  be  d^ 
sirable  for  him  to  undertake  it.  Here,  then,  were  the  hopes  and 
labours  of  three  years  annihilated !  Would  that  I  had  .been  so  too ; 
for  it  is  full  time,  when  one  has  lived  to  agree  with  Madame  hIu 
Deffand,  ^  que  le  plus  grand  malheur  et  Tuniqne  (pulsqujil  produit 
tous  les  autres)  est  celui  d'etre  n6.' 

'"  From  this  time  my  wife's  health  began  to  decline  rapidly. 
Will  you  believe  it,  I  did  not,  I  could  not  feel  the  one  sorrow  that 
I  feel  now !  My  feelings  had  been  squandered  upon  too  many 
afflictions — my  heart  was  exhausted— nay,  my  very  nature  was 
warped,  tMl,  like  a  wild  beast,  I  became  savage  from  the  mere 
animal  misery  of  hunger!  With  all  this,  I  painted  my  face  and 
'  strutted  and  fretted  my  hour'  upon  the  stage  every  night.  Yes, 
while  a  few  well-fed  pleasure-hunters  were  applauding  my  mimic 
deaths,  she  was  dying  in  reality!  And  I! — I  cannot  die!'  continued 
the  wretched  man,  clenching  .his  hands  and  throwing  up  his  arms 
so  vehemently  that  the  blood  gushed  out  afresh,  and  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes he  sunk  back  exhausted  on  the  pillow.  Cecil  gave  him  some 
sal  volatile  and  water,  which  revived  him ;  and  Theresa,  as  she 
bouQd  up  his.  arm,  entreated  him  not  to  excite  himself  further,  but 
to  endeavour  to  be  calm. 
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^^Gokn!  yes,  I  vlH  be  calm;''  wsumed  he,  '^for  all  now  is 
nearly  over.*  I  am  coming  to  the  time  whon  I  first  met  you ;  bat 
not  yel-HQOt  *y«t.  I  continued  to  dispose  of  everything  I  rfaad  of 
the  slightest  value  to  procure  us^  from  time  to  time,  the  com- 
monest noeessaries  of  life ;  and- often  did  I  forego  those,  for  my 
child  and  myself,  to  get  delicacies  that  I  thought  she  would  like. 
And  yet,  monster  that  I  was,  bow  often  have  I  taunted  and 
upbraided  her  with  harsh  bitter  words,  because  she  could  not 
touth  that  which  had  cost  much,  and  which,  when  refused  by  her, 
w«s  not  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  hundredth  part  of  her  child's  craving 
and  mine. 

^'  One  day  Blanche  whispered  to  me  that  her  mother  had  ex- 
pressed a  wish  for  some  grapes.  I  had  that  morning  paid  our  rent ; 
grapes  were  btf  f-a-guioea  a  pound ;  where  was  I  to  get  half-a- 
guinea?  I  had  foiind  from  experieiice  that  (he  binding  6f  books 
brought  more,  than  the  book3  themselves-,  and  all  t^ose  oT  this 
external  value  I  had  already  parted  with.  I  walked  over  to  my 
mucb-<Mminished  book-shelf-,  the  few  volumes  that  stilt  remained, 
seemed  like  the  only  friends  that  I  had  left.  What  wonder,  then, 
if  for  B  moment  I  felt  reluctant  to  part  with  ttiem,  and  that  for 
ever?  The  only  two  vqlumes  amongst  them  that  had  any  preten- 
sions to  binding  were  two  of  my  greatest  favourites— -Charles 
Lam)^'s  Essays  of'Eha,  and  John  Wilson's  Isle  of  Palms.  A  tear 
fell  on  the  books  as  I  took  ttiem  down  -,  it  was  foolish,  I  own ; 
nay,  it  was  extravagant,  I  would  give  worlds  now  for  the  tears  1 
have  so  often  wasted  on  trifles  -,  but  ne,  my  heart  may  break,  my 
brain  burn^  and  pot  one  drop  will  come  to  quench  it.  I  look  them 
to  the  booksellers  :  aH  I  could  get  was  five  shillings  for  the  two  ^ 
that  was  better  than  nothing :  it  would  at  least  get  some  grapes.  I 
went  on  to  the  fruit  shep^  I  asked  for  the  best  hot-hodse  grapes ; 
the  woman  eyed  me  Irom  head  to  foot,  as  if  she  thought  it  great 
impertinence  in  a  person  of  my  shabby  appearance  to  ask  for 
5uch  things. 

"  *  How  much  do  you  want?'  said  she  at  last. 

'' '  Half-a-pound.' 

"  *  We  never  sell  less  than  a  pound,'  replied  she,  sharply,  and 
turned  away  to  attend  a  lady  who  had  just  come  into  the  shop  to 
buy  some  pomegranates.  You  were  that  lady,  or  rather  that  angd," 
added  Carlton,  turning  to  Theresa.  "  In  the  one  glimpse  I  had  of 
you  I  knew  I  could  not  be  deceived  -,  so  my  resolution  was  taken. 
I  had  gone  through  every  stage  of  misery  but  one ;  that  stili  re- 
mained for  me^ — I  determined  to  beg!  But  it  was  from  you.  I 
watched  for  your  leaving  the  shop ;  but  my  courage  almost  failed 
me  as  I  folkmed  you  a  little  way  up  the  street  -,  nor  do  I  think  I 
should  have  ever  'screwed  it  to  the  sticking  place,'  had  I  not  been 
suddenly  nerved  by  the  impotent  revenge  of  imagining  what  my 
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felher's  feelings,  or  rather,  his  wounded  pride,  his  indignation, 
his  fury  would  be^  could  he,  al  that  moment,  see  his  soA,  his  only 
son,  the  heir  of  all  his  greatness,  begging  in  the  streets  of 
Shrewsbury! 

^^This  was  enough-,  I  wanted  no  farther  impetus.  I  slouched 
my  hat  over  my  eyes,  and  accosted  you  :  what  I  said  I  know  not, 
but  I  remember  your  words  were,  '111,  is  she?  poor  man,  where 
do  you  live?'  *  No  where,'  was  my  answer;  *  I  starve  a  few  streets 
off,'  and  walked  away  :  you  followed  me.  As  I  passed  the  fruit- 
shop,  I  stopped  mechanically,  and  looked  at  the  grapes,  and,  as 
you  have  since  told  me,  muttered,  '  Too  dear — she  cannot  have 
them.'  I  then  retraced  my  steps  homeward,  nor  was  it  till  I  reached 
my  own  door,  that  I  perceived  you  were  there^  with  a  basket  of 
grapes  in  your  hand.  What  followed  I  need  not  repeat  to  you,  or 
how  you  used  to  come  and  read  prayers  to  her  in  your  low,  gentle 
voice  -,  when  you  read  to  her,  she  said  her  heart  felt  healed,  for 
the  tones  w«re  so  kind,  so  soft,  that  the  words  seemed  to  come 
direct  from  heaven.  She  has  got  them  all  there  with  her  now ;  and 
oh !  may  they  turn  to  blessings. for  you." 

Cecil  sobbed  audibly,  as  he  leant  his  forehead  against  the  head 
of  the  bed. 

**  Stop,  not  yet — not  yet,"  resumed  Carlton;  *^  tears  are  pre- 
cious things,  never  waste  them  on  any  thing  but  death.   About  two 
months  after  we  knew  you,  my  son  was  born.  Oh !  how  kind  you 
were  to  his  poor  mother ;  but  she  grew  weaker  and  weaker,  in 
spite  of  all  the  care  and  kindness  you  bestowed  upon  her.  Well  do 
I  remember  the  morning  our  poor  baby  was  christened,  it  was  about 
six  weeks  old ;  you  said  it  was  too  young  for  Blanche  to  play  with, 
and  that  you  had  therefore  brought  her  a  cat,  and  with  it  you  gave 
her  ten  pounds  to  buy,  as  you  said,  food  for  the  animal :  this  I 
thought  perfect  robbei*y,  and  remonstrated  accordingly,  but  you 
said  it  bad  been  given  to  you  as  a  birth-day  present,  and  you  did 
not  want  it.  For  the  time  you  prevailed;  but  as  your  only  super- 
fluity seemed  to  be  generosity^  I  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  taking 
advantage  of  it.    Accordingly,  after  you  left  us  that  morning,  I 
remembered  that  Simcoe  had  often  said,  that  if  I  could  get  any  in- 
fluential person  in  the  neighbourhood  to  patronize  a  benefit  for  me, 
he  would  advance  me  twenty  pounds  on  the  strength  of  it ;  calcu- 
lating, no  doubt,  as  he  thought,  upon  an  impossibility.    Now, 
although  you  had  studiously  concealed  from  me  your  name  and 
place  of  abode,  yet  I  could  not  look  at  you  and  not  know  that  you 
were  in  a  position  to  do  me  that  service ;  and  as  I  had  heard  you 
say  that  you  should  drive  into  town  again  that  day,  I  resolved  upon 
going  to  Simcoe,  and  getting  him  to  renew  bis  promise,  whicfi  he 
did.  I  then  wrote  to  you  an  urgent  note,  imploring  you  to  obtain  this 
roonoy  for  me,  by  writing  to  him  a  promise  of  supporting  my  be-. 
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n«fit.  Wiib  Ibte  note  I  hovered  about  (he  Talbot,  where  I  knew 
jou  would  come  in  the  course  of  the  day ;  you  did  so,  I  gave  it  to 
you,  and  you  complied  with  my  request.  That  very  evening,  Sim- 
coe  sent  me  the  money,  with  a  congratulatory  letter,  saying,  that 
Miss  Manners  had  promised  to  exert  her  influence  in  my  behalf : 
this  was  the  first  time  I  had  heard  your  name,  and  I  was  glad  U> 
know  by  what  name  to  bless  you.  The  first  use  I  made  of  this 
money,  after  subtracting  half  to  return  to  you,  was  to  call  in  (he 
best  physician  in  the  town  for  my  poor  Blanche ;  it  was  time.  Dr. 
Churchill  pronounced  her,  and  her  child,  that  very  day  to  have 
evinced  t|M  most  virulent  symptoms  of  small  pox.  For  a  whole 
fortnight  I  was  so  engrossed  by  them,  that  I  never  once  remarked 
the  cessation  of  your  visits,  till  reminded  of  it  by  one  day  receiving 
a  peremptory  letter  from  Simcoe  demanding  back  his  money,  as  be 
had  seen  or  heard  nothing  of  or  from  you  since  ^  all  that  remained 
of  it  I  returned  to  him,  the  rest  you  noay  guess.  I  thought,  she 
thought,  you  too  had  deserted  us  \  but  in  death,  as  in  life,  all  her 
conclusions  were  Just,  and  towards  (he  last  she  feared  you  had 
caught  her  fa(al  complaint.  Four  days  ago,''  Concluded  the  wretched 
man,  with  a  tsonvulsive  rattling  in  his  throat,  ^'God  look  what  was 
fitter  for  him  than  for  me,  two  days  after  my  child  followed  her, 
and  I— I  live  on,  and  while  I  live  Blanche  must  starve  as  they  did ; 
but  when  I  am  gone,'*  added  he,  grasping  GeciFs  hand,  *^  you  will 
find,  in  a  small  black  iron  trunk  (of  which  Blanche  has  the  key),  a 
large  sealed  pa^et,  tear  off  the  outer  cover,  deliver  the  indosure 
according  to  its  address,  and,  as  you  value  the  blessing  or  curse  of 
a  dying  man,  obey,  implicitly  and  minutely,  every  injunction 
contained  in  the  first  paper  within  this  packet"  As  he  ceased  speak- 
ing, Carlton  raised  his  eyes  to  Theresa's  face  for  about  a  minute, 
and  then,  without  uttering  another  word,  turned  his  own  to  the 
wall'. 

Theresa  asked  him  if  she  should  send  Blanche  to  him,  but  no- 
thing could  induce  him  again  to  oped  his  lips. 

"  Pdor  fellow ! "  sighed  Cecil. 

"  Indeed  you  may  say  so,"  rejoined  Theresa ;  ''just  sit  by  his 
be()-8ide,  will  you,  till  I  go  for  a  nurse;  Mrs.  Brand  lives  some- 
where near  this ;  and^  as  the  pony  chaise  is  below,  1  shall  not  be 
long  gone." 

Cecii  nodded  assent,  as  she  gently  closed  the  door,  and  departed. 

The  noise  Mrs.  Brand  made  on  her  arrival  (for  common  people 
can  do  nothing,  not  even  think  without  noise),  roused  Cecil  from 

*  Que  le  trai  n'estpas  toujoors  f  raisemblable ;  there  wants  no  additional  ptoof.  Many, 
no  doubt,  will  think  It  unnatural,  that  a  man  labouring  under  the  violent  {(rief  Carlton  is 
represented  as  suffering,  should  be  able  to  go  into  such  minate  details  of  his  past  life. 
The  author  can  only  say  that  she  was  once  made  the  repository  of  an  equally  painful  his- 
tory, far  more  graphically  described,  upon  the  part  of  a  man,  who  had  lost  his  bride,  to 
whom  be  bad  only  been  married  a  week;  after  surmounting  the  difficulties  of  a  four-years' 
attachment^aod  who  difd  himself  two  days  after. 
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his  patDfttl  reverie :  after  commending  Carllon  and  lillle  Blanche 
lo  her  espeeial  care,  and  promising  to  return  on  the  morrow,  he 
and  Theresa  left  Ihe  liolise  of  mourning — ^but  not  before  iliey  had 
made  every  arrangement  with  Mrs.  Sutton,  about  the  funeral  of 
the  mother  and  child. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

**  Mod  Dica ,  moii  Dleq ,  quelle  dHTdrenee  it  y  a  (l%ine  Ame  k 
une  auci^e!  J'en  trouve  une  aussi  grande  qde  d'un  ange  k  uoe 
halite ! "  —  Madame  du  Dbffand  h  propos  de  mesdames  De 
iMXembomy  et  Die  Mirepoix* 

"Inasmucb  as  there  cannel  be  a  good  erator,  who  is  not  a 
poet,  says  Cicero,  (!)  though  I. don't  remember  where,  but  it 
is  sufBoient  tbat  I  say  it^,  for  a  man  is  not  lo  go  with  his  sleeve 
fuU  of  citations,  when  he  goes  oat  to  take  a  walk."*^DoHii«K 
Zancaslargjls, 


SIR  BOMULUS  TAiSJBS  THE  RIU<9  1»  BIS  OWN  HANDS,  AND  IN  THE  OOUKSE  OF  THIS  GHAP 
TER,  MAKES  A  (QUOTATION    FROM  A   PRIZE  POEM   OF  HIS   OWN,  THAT  DiD  NOT    GAIN 
THE  PRIZE.-— A  DINNER  PARTY  AT  THE  HALL,  DURING  WHICH,  MISS  MANNERS  SECURES 
A  BENEFIT  FOR  CARLTON — AND  MISS  PRUDENCE  MAKES  A  PROFESSION  OF  FRIENDSHIP 
TO  MRS.  BAMNEMALL,  WHICH  SHE  KEEPS  TO  THE  LETTER. 

When  Cecil  and  Theresa  left  Carlton's  house,  it  wanted  only  a 
quarter  to  two. 

^^  What  a  lecture  we  shall  get!''  said  the  latter,  looking  at  her 
watch ;  "  but  it  was. impossible  to  avoid  it-,  for  I  got  a  note  yester- 
day from  poor  Carlton,  that  was  forwarded  to  me  from  the  Talbot. 
I  sent  him  the  money  he  required :  and,  on  coming  into  town  this 
morning,  I  met  him  walking,  in  a  distracted  manner,  towards  an 
upholsterer's.  Knowing  his  errand,  I  persuaded  him  lo  turn  back 
— llie  rest  you  know." 

' '  There  is  one  thing  I  do  not  know/'  said  Cecil : ' '  where  you  gel 
the  money  that  you  give  sq, lavishly  in  charity  ?" 

Theresa  shook  her  head  as  she  replied:  '^In  the  first  place,  I 
am  sorry  to  say,  my  charities  are  not  very  extensive  5  so  it  is  only 
a  dress  or  a  bonnet  the  less  occasionally  ^  and  when  it  is  an  extreme 
case  beyond  that,  my  dear  Marmaduke  is  my  Forlunatus's  purse." 

They  had  turned  into  a  narrow  and  secluded  lane,  that  was  a 
shorter  road  home.  Cecil  looked  round,  and  seeing  no  living  thing 
was  near,  reined  in  the  pbnies,  and,  as  he  looked  under  Theresa's 
bonnet,  said: 

^^  Do  you  know  I  have  been  deceiving  you  all  this  time?  I  have 
been  swearing  that  I  loved,  that  I  adored  you— and  you  believed 
il  ^  but  it  was  all  false—I  never,  till  this  moment,  did  either !"  And 
so  saying,  Mr.  Howard  snatched  a  kiss  much  after  the  manner  in 
which  school-boys  snatch  cherries,  when  they  are  afraid  of  being 
caught.    But  lest  the  lip-deep  virtue  of  my  late  immaculate  censors 


212  THE  BUDGET  OF 

should  be  outraged  at  such  a  proceeding,  I  must,  in  vindication  of 
the  young  genllcman  who  figures  as  the  hero  or  these  pages,  ex- 
plain how  he  came  to  be  guilty  of  such  an  apparently  unpardonable 
impropriety.  The  conression  he  had  just  made  had  rendered  Miss 
Manners's  cheek  as  white  as  the  snow  over  which  they  were  driving  ^ 
and,  with  prompt  resource — that  unerring  test  of  genius — Mr. 
Howard  merely  took  the  most  effectual  method  of  restoring  its  Lan- 
castrian beauties:  /  £h  bien,  en  ^tes-vous  contents,  Messieurs  les 
Caesar  Borgia  en  homme,  et  Platon  en  critique?' 

^'  Poor  Carlton!"  sighed  Theresa,  arranging  her  bonnet,  as  if 
that  could  do  him  any  good  ;  ^^  I  wonder  what  his  real  name  is? 
I  wish,  for  that  poor  little  girl's  sake,  he  could  be  brought  to  let 
his  father  know  his  miserable  destitution  -,  but  he  is  in  no  state  at 
present  for  any  one  to  try  and  persuade  him  on  this  point.  You 
never  saw  such  a  lovely  creature  as  his  wile  was!" 

"  Your  voice  sounds  like  truth  itself;  but  your  looks  belie  your 
words.  I  have  seen  one  much  more  lovely,"  said  Cecil. 

Whatever  motive  she  could  have  had  for  so  doing  I  know  not — but 
Miss  Manners,  at  the  conclusion  of  Mr.  Howard's  last  speech,  sud- 
denly pulled  down  her  veil,  and  renewed  the  subject  of  the  Carltons. 

"  It  is,  indeed,"  sighed  Cecil,  "  one  of  those  terrible  every  day 
domestic  tragedies  that  far  outweigh  all  the  stilted  blank- verse  mi- 
series of  imagination.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  continued  he»  mu- 
singly, '^  but  the  whole  time  he  was  relating  his  story,  I  felt  as  if 
he  was  talking  at  me.  Theresa,  could  you  ever  forgive  me,  were 
I  to  be  the  cause  of  reducing  you  to  such  utter  poverty  as  Carlton 
entailed  upon  his  wife?" 

"  No,  I  never  could  forgive  you,"  blushed  Theresa,  raising  her 
eyes  fondly  to  his ;  ^^  for  in  order  to  forgive,  one  must  first  feel 
angry," — as  Sir  Romulus  Bubble  most  assuredly  was,  to  judge  by 
his  voice — as  at  this  identical  moment,  just  as  Mr.  Howard  had  let 
the  reins  drop  from  his  hands,  which  were  otherwise  employed 
pressing  those  of  Miss  Manners—he  pdl)ped  his  head  from  behind 
a  hedge,  and  vociferated  : 

"  Ho!  there,  you  Algerine,  you'll  be  in  the  ditch!— and  what 
will  my  calamity  say,  if  you  smash  her  phaeton  and  break  her 
pony's  knees?  My  dear,  my  dear,"  continued  he  to  Cecil,  as  he 
cleared  the  hedge,  and  ran  to  the  ponies'  heads, ''  even  if  it  is  dis- 
agreeable to  you  to  drive  Theresa,  you  ought  to  be  a  little  more 
careful;  for  no  cork  legs  she  could  get  would  walk  through  Ihe 
world  as  well  as  yours  contrive  to  do— here,  gel  down."  And  Sir 
Komulus  suited  the  action  to  the  word,  and  dragged  him  forcibly 
out,  when  seating  himself  beside  Miss  Manners,  he  resumed  :  *"  See 
here,  this  is  the  way  you  should  hold  the  reins,  and  keep  your 
eyes  steadily  on  the  horses'  ears  all  the  lime  you  are  driving ;  but 
if  ever  an  accident  should  happen,  the  very  worst  thing  you  can  do 
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is  to  let  go  the  reins,  and  seize  hold  of  the  person's  hands  with 
you,  as  you  did  just  now.  But  the  fact  is,  the  youngsters  of  the 
present  day  have  no  gallantry ;  and  the  Algerines  would  rather  be 
breaking  their  necks  in  a  steeple-chase  than  be  commonly  civil  to 
the  girls.  But  as  you  are  in  such  a  hurry  to  be  off,  I'll  drive  The- 
resa home,  as  we  are  close  to  the  first  park  gate.'' 

In  vain  Cecil  remonstrated — Sir  Romulus  touched  the  off  po- 
ny's ear  with  the  lash  of  the  whip,  squared  his  elbows,  advanced  his 
person  much  nearer  to  the  splash-board,  and  would  have  given 
Mr;  Howard  a  lesson  in  driving,  had  not  that  gentleman,  in  order 
to  get  home  as  quickly  as  possible,  doubly  changed  places  with 
the  worthy  Baronet,  by  getting^over  the  Hedge,  and  walking  ra- 
pidly across  the  fields  till  he  reached  the  house,  in  time  to  receive 
Theresa  at  the  portico. 

"  Well,*'  cried  Sir  Bomulus,  aS  they  drove  through  the  first 
lodge,  "  I  should  have  thought  Howard  had  been  more  genteel  (a 
favourite  word  of  his  on  all  occasions),  than  to  have  behaved  so 
scurvily  to  a  young  lady !  But  never  ihind  5  hold  up  your  head, 
Theresa — there'll  be  money  bid  for  you  yet— who  knows  what  the 
tournament  may  do  for  you?  But  where  on  earth  have  you  been 
all  the  morning?  The  Buke  and  Duchess  of  Arlington  were  to  have 
been  here  at  twelve  to  see  one  of  our  rehearsals  ^  but  they  sent  over 
to  say  they  were  prevented  coming,  and  would  not  be  here  till 
dinnertime." 

**  I  was  detained,"  replied  Theresa,  "  by  some  poor  unfortunate 
people,  who  are  in  great  di&tress.  Indeed,  dear  uncle,  I  hope  to 
get  you  to  do  something  for  them/' 

"Oh,  my  dear— ^my  dear,  the  country  swarms  with  those  Alge- 
rines of  beggars!  Besides,  you  should  remember  the  small-pox  5 
it  is  really  not  right  of  genteel  women  to  go  to  such  places." 

Theresa  remained  silent,  and  consoled  herself  with  the  reflection 
that  Marmaduke  would  be  more '  genleer  than  his  brother,  in  the 
only  acceptation  in  which  the  word  is  admissible.  When  they  arriv- 
ed at  the  hall  door,  Cecil  was  on  the  steps,  speaking  to  Miss  Pru- 
dence, who  had  been  warned  home  by  the  luncheon  bell,  and  who 
was  now  standing  in  her  slate^coloured  beaver  bonnet,  mud-co- 
loured snow  boots,  duffle  cloak,  green  cotton  umbrella,  and  hare- 
skin  gloves,  turning  up  her  eyes,  as  though  she  had  just  seen  sa- 
crilege and  murder  committed. 

*' Oh  dear;"  she  commenced,  as  soon  as  Theresa  had  set  her 
foot  upon  the  steps,  ^'Icall  it  downright  sinful!— I'm  so  glad  Dr. 
Bamnemall  dines  here  to-day :  I'll  certainly  make  him  speak  to  you 
about  it." 

^^  About  what?"  asked  Theresa,  in  amazement. 

^^  Oh  dear !  you  may  well  ask !— nothipg  at  all.  Mr.  Howard  tells 
me  you  have  had  no  breaktost  yet !  and  have  actually  eaten  nothing 
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to-day !  Il*s  downright  sbockiog — for  it's  nothiag  more  nor  l^s  than 
making  away  with  yourself  by  in»taliiient8 !" 

^*  Retail  suicide,  my  dear — retail  suicide — do  youapproye  of  that 
expression  ?'*  said  Sir  Romulus,  taking  a  profound  pioch  of  snuff. 
^^  Oh  dear!  beyond  everything !  Romulus  has  just  said  it*--lhat's 
just  what  it  is  \  and  Vm  sure  Dr.  D%innemall  will  say  exactly  tbe 
same  thing.  Now  that's  what  I  like  in  Mr.  McPbin,  he's  so  punc- 
tual (o  his  meals  -  and  'tis  such  a  good  example  to  Cosmo." 

Theresa  pacified  Miss  Prudence  by  assuring  her  that  she  would 
make  ample  amends  at  luncheon  for  her  desertion  from  the  break- 
fast table ;  and  so  saying,  they  entered  the  house,  where  they  fovnd 
Marmadukc  in  the  hall,  rubbing  bis  ey^s. 

^^  Why,  you  little  jade  where  have  you  been  all  the  morniog?" 
cried  he.  ^^  Here  have  I  been  up  since  ten,  thinking  you'd  take  me 
to  see  the  poor  d-^1  you  told  me  or  yesterday,  though  I've  ao  doubt, 
beforehand,  that  he's  an  impostor." 

'^  Indeed,  no,  dear  uncle,"  replied  Theresa  ^  *^and  to-oKUTOw  i 
do  hope  you  will  come  and  judge  for  yourself." 

^'Oh,  dear !"  mumbled  Miss  Prudence,  with  ber  mouth  full  of 
fricandcau,  ^*  I'm  confident  it  was  going  among  the  pigs  and  the 
poor  people  that  gave  you  the  small  pox." 

^'  Not  ooly  that,  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  assuming  a  magis- 
terial air,  and  looking  like  fifty  justices  of  the  peace  rolled  into  one, 
''  but  Theresa,  and  you  womenkind,  are  not  perhaps  aware  that, 
according  to  an  old  statute,  still  on  the  books,  namcdy,  a-hem — a- 
hem— the  17lh  of  George  the  II.  c.  5,  a.  25 :  '  Women  wandering 
in  and  begging  in  parishes  and  places  to  which  they  do  not  belong, 
if  any  such  have  a  chiM  or  children,  and  become  chargeable,  the 
churchwardens  or  overseers  my  detain  such  won^an  in  their  cus- 
tody, until  they  can  safely  convey  her  to  a  justice  ( me,  for  instance, 
a-hem )  who  shall  examine  her  and  commit  her  to  the  bouse  of  cor« 
rection,  until  the  next  session,  who  may,  if  they  see  oonveoienl, 
order  her  to  be  publicly  whipped,  and  detained  in  the  house  of  coi*- 
rection  for  any  further  time  not  exceeding  six  months.^ '' 

''Hum!  ^ Yous  a vea change  toutcela!'  What  bec^fmes  ol  the 
new  poor-law?"  groaned  Marmaduke. 

''And  what  becomes  of  the  '  17th  of  George  the  II.  c  &,  &.  25  ?'  '^ 
asked  Theresa  archly,  '<  if  the  vagrant,  as  io  the  prraent  instance, 
happens  to  be  a  man,  uncle?" 

''  Oh^  my  dear— my  dear !  there  would  be  no  use  in  explaining 
these  things  to  you,  for  women  have  not  capacity  for  jurispnideiice 
— and — and  all  that  sort  of  thing," 

**  Well,  I'm  sure  Lady  John  won't  refus3  to  give  me  something 
for  my  poor  man  f  said  Theresa,  as  ber  ladyship  entered  the  room 
a«d  rang  for  her  chicken-broth,  which,  with  the  pleasing  variations 
of  water-grue!  and  tajirioqat,  constituted  her  usual  hioclMoa. 
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'^  Who  is  il  ?^^  asked  LwJy  John. 

'^Oh,  a  poor  wretched  man  who  is  in  deep  distress,  and  whom 
I  very  much  fear  will  die/' 

'^  rm  sure  I  sbAl  be  very  hmpy,''  replied  her  ladyship.  '^  John- 
dina  completed  enough  culling  yesterday  to  make  two  more  paper 
pillows,  and  they  are  quite  at  your  service;  and  ir  the  in^vidual 
should  go  to  London,  111  give  him  some  soup-tickets.'* 

'*  That  iK^ne  to  another  dog,  for  Fit  none  of  it,"  pshawed  Mar- 
maduke,  as  he  rose,and,  bcitloning  his  coal,  hastily  left  the  room. 

Cecil  9ud  Theresa,  as  they  followed  him  into  the  library,  could 
with  difficully  snppress  a  smile  a(  Lady  John's  charitable  benevo- 
lence and  generosity  of  disposition. 

^^  Well,'*  said  Marmadoke,  pdking  th^  fire  as  if  ho  would  assas-* 
sinale  it,  '^  England^s  an  enviable  cduntry  between  ray  Lady  John's 
paper  pillows,  and  my  Lord  John's  paper  projects.  Now,  what  can 
the  Recording  Angel  say  of  a  woman  whose liib  is  divided  Jbetween 
stabbing  canvas,  which  she  calls  Berlin  work, — cutting  paper,  which 
she  calls  charity  !  and  physicking  her  child,  which  she  caHs  edu- 
cation?" 

^'  I  don't  know  what  the  Recording  Angel  will  say  bf  her,  but  I 
know  ^hat  he  will  say  of  you,"  said  Theresa,  coaxingly,  ^  if  you 
will  do  something  for  my  poor  man.  I  would  not  hav^  mentioned 
him  to  the  rest,  but  that  I  want  to  get  up  a  benefit  at  the  theatre, 
the  profits  of  which  shall  be  for  him,  and  so  I  was  obliged  to  make 
them  a  party  concerned." 

**  Well,  well,"  said  M^rmaduke,  throwing  himself  into  a  library 
chair,  and  rubbing  down  the  calves  of  his  legs,  ^'  let  me  hear  what 
it  is  you  want  me  to  do  for  this  impostor.'' 

"First  of  all,  f  want  your  patience  to  hear  his  melancholy 
history,  and  then  I  am  sure  you  will  not  call  him  an  impostor." 

"Well,  go  on — go  on—- but  don't  keep  me  here  all  day." 

Upon  tbe  strength  of  this  ungracious  permission,  Theresa  re- 
peated ihe  sad  history  of  Carlton's  life,  but  was  frequently  inter- 
rupted by  "poor  fellow"  from  Marmaduke,  till  slie  came  to  the 
part  where  his  wife  died,  when  the  big  tears  chased  themselves 
down  his  cheeks,  as  he  stirred  the  fire  vehemently,  and  ex- 
claimed,— 

"  Sljaff— nonsense !  I've  no  sympatliy  with  such  infatuated 
madness!  he'd  no  business  to  let  ihe  poor  woman  die,  and  yet  it 
was  ttie  best  thing  she  could  do.  We're  all  on  the  same  road — a 
miserable  one  it  is  too— and  the  sooner  we  eomd  to  our  journey's 
end  the  better.  Well,  I'll  go  to  Simcoe  myself,  to-morrow— I'll  do 
more— rii  get  my  Lord  John  to  edit  this  Carlton's  work  on  the 
admirable  power  of  Art  and  Nature,  and  see  what  a  wonderful  book 
it  will  be  thought  then !  for  editing  is  always  supposed  to  be  a 
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modest  way  of  publishing.   No  matter,  it  willfiU  Carlton's  pockets, 
and  give  him  another  proof  of  the  admirable  power  of  art/' 

^'  I  do  hopeV  said  Cecil,  ^'  that  you  will  be  able  to  persuade  him 
to  tell  you  his  real  name,  and  become  reconciled  to  his  father/' 

''I  am  not  sure  that  I  have  any  right  to  do  so,'^  replied  Mar- 
maduke:  '^for,  wrong-^nay,  wicked  as  the  abstract  feeling  un- 
questionably is  of  such  deep  hatred — yet  any  feeling  so  intense, 
should  be  sacred  from  the  interference  of  others.  I  take  it,  God 
alone  can  conquer  or  quench  all  such,  and  that  through  no  outward 
or  human  means,  but  by  the  influence  of  the  Holjr  Spirit,  in  His 
own  good  time.'' 

^'  I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  GecU,  musingly. 

^'But  you  will  come  with  me  early  to-morrow,  will  yon  not, 
dear  uncle?"  said  Theresa,  kissing  his  forehead. 

^' At  day-break,  if  you  like,  child,  for  assistance  is  the  medicine 
of  afiOiction,  and  like  all  others,  when  the  malady  is  imminent,  to  be 
of  any  service,  it  should  be  administered  immediately." 

Theresa  had  Just  bestowed  another  kiss  on  Marmaduke's  silver 
hair,  which  Mr.  Howard  thought  ill-placed  generosity,  when  the 
flrst  dinner  bell  rang,  and  Miss  Manners  started  from  her  chair, 
with  one  of  Miss  Prudence's  ^^Ohl  dears,"  which  set  Marmaduke 
laughing,  and  the  trio  separated  to  dress. 

Br.  and  Mrs.  Damnemall  were  the  first  to  arrive.  Mrs.  Banm- 
omall  was  a  little  skinny  woman,  wilb  dark  eyes,  and  spikey 
features,  a*"  very  shrill  voice,  and  a  broad  Yorkshire  accent.  She 
was  one  of  those  persons  (of  which  there  are  many),  who,  while 
she  would  have  pulverized  her  teeth,  and  worn  her  tongue  thread- 
bare, in  talking  Richard  the  Third's  back,  or  Mary  queen  of  Scots' 
character  straight,  did  not  care  how  many  living  figures  or  reputa- 
tions she  warped.  She  rejoiced  in  two  children,  a  son  and  a 
daughter,  each  of  whom  had  been  endowed  with  two  names,  both 
of  which  their  mother  invariably  gave  them.  Her  son,  Mr.  George 
James  Damnemall,  was  an  ensign  in  a  marching  regiment,  and  what 
his  parents  called  of  an  extravagant  turn,  that  is,  he  could  not  live 
on  his  pay.  Her  daughter,  Miss  Anna  Martha  Damnemall,  was  an 
embellished  edition  of  her  father,  and  at  that  time  being  on  a  visit 
to  a  friend,  whose  husband  being  quartered  at  Windsor,  Mrs.  Damn- 
emall always  expressed  her  fears  that  her  daughter  would  for  the 
future  never  be  able  to  endure  living  away  from,  court!  Her 
husband  she  invariably  called  the  doctor,  justly  concluding  that 
there  was  not  another  doctor  in  the  world,  and  whatever  his  con- 
temporaries may  have  thought,  and  posterity  may  think,  of  Cicero 
as  an  orator,  it  was,  and  is,  nothing  to  what  Mrs.  Damnemall 
thought  of  her  sposo's  powers  of  elocution.  Mrs.  Damnemall's 
dress  was,  to  use  Sir  Roniulus  Bubble's  phrase,  quite  out  of  the 
common.   She  had  on,  for  the  present  occasion,  a  crimson  velvet 
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dress,  braided  in  a  most  elaborate  and  extraordinary  Hungarian,  or 
Riissian  fashion,  with  gold  about  the  body,  and  long  tight  sleeves, 
while  on  her  head  was  a  tiigh  square  Polish  lancer's  cap,  composed 
of  the  same  material,  with  the  addition  of  a  long  drooping  feather. 

Trip  had  found  his  way  into  the  drawing-room,  and  as  Miss 
Manners  sat  petling  him  oil  an  ottoman,  and  Marmaduke  and  Miss 
Prudence  were  the  only  members  of  the  family  yet  down,  the  latter 
had  her  friends  the  Damnemalls,  all  to  herself. 

^'  Oh  dear !  what  an  edifying  discourse  the  doctor  gave  us 
yesterday,  to  be  sure,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  '*  and  he  reads  quite  as 
well  as  he  preaches.'' 

"He  does  read  remarkably  well,'*  assented  his  wife^  "to  give 
you  an  instance  of  it  ^  most  people,  if  I  am  roightly  informed,  quoite 
laugh  when  they  read  'Bon  Quixbtte,*  and  'Nicholas  Nickleby ;' 
now  I  asisure  you  the  Doctor  read  us  out  Nicholas  of  an  evening,  till 
Anna  Martha  and  I  croied." 

"Ah,  that  shows  now  how  they  ought  to  be  read,  for  I  have 
always  heard,  that  people  laughed  a  great  deal  at  them,  especially 
'Nicholas  Nickleby,*''  said  Miss  Prudence  :  "  pray  how  are  your 
son  and  daughter?"  added  she. 

^'  Quoight  well,  thank  ee;  Anna  Martha  is  deloighted  ^ith  the 
officers,  and  they  with  her,  in  fact  it  is  the  first  toime  she's  ever 
been  among  the  red  coats.  She  sees  the  queen,  and  all  the  whole 
batch  of  them  every  day-,  as  I  tell  her,  I'm  afraid  she'll  get  spoilt  at 
court,  and  never  be  able  to  put  up  with  a  quoiet  coiit^  parson, 
as  I  always  call  the  doctor.  As  for  George  James,  he's  Wribly  ex- 
travagant, to  be  sure  *,  he  wrote  to  his  father  for  another  twenty 
pounds  the  other  day,  thoMt's  only  six  months  ago,  since  the  doctor 
sent  him  ten !  and  unknown  to  his  father  I  sent  him  two  queen 
Xnne  guineas^  that  I'd  had  for  a  many  years." 
•  **Dear  me,  how  shocking!"  cried  Miss  Prudence,  "but  you 
can't  put  old  heads  on  young  shoulders.  I  do  declare  I'll  write  to 
him,  for  oh  dear!  I'm  so  partial  to  you  and  his  father,  that  I  think 
he'd  attend  to  what  I  say.** 

However  this  might  be.  Miss  Prudence  now  began  to  attend  to 
what  Marmaduke  was  saying,  as  she  thought  he  was  complimenting 
Dr.  Damnemail  upon  his  late  sermon. 

**  Your  preaching  wants  poetry,  my  dear  doctor,  as  my  brother 
would  say,"  said  Marmaduke. 

''  Poetry !  my  dear  sir,  how?  when?  where?"  and  Dr.  Damn- 
email  looked  as  he  felt,  astonished. 

*'  Why  this  sort  of  thing,"  said  Marmaduke,  taking  up  Francisco 
Lobon  de  Salazar's  admirable  book,  which  he  had  got  ready  for  the 
ocGasion,  and  reading  from  it  the  following  passage,  in  a  voice 
almost  as  sonorously  pompous  as  the  doctor's  own :  "Let  the  energy 
of  the  lips  cease,  and  let  my  eyes,  like  festive  anchors,  contemplate 
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a  very  literal  text  wlUcb  tbe  Canticles  present !  ii  says  ttius,  ifox 
turturis  audita  est,  Jlores appamerunt  in  tetra  nostra.  'The 
beautiful  turtle  sung  in  our  barren  country,  flowers  came  to  adorn 
it,'  etc.  etc.  a  text  so  literal,  that  it  needs  not  an  application/* 

'*  Pardon  me,  my  dear  sir,  but  I  doii't  understand  a  word  of  it! '' 
cried  the  doctor,  elevating  bis  eyebrows. 

^' Ah,  indeed,''  said  Marmaduke,  'Uheo  I  bate  achieved  two 
:great  points,  first,  I  am  out  of  your  debt,  for  I  did  not  understand 
one  syllable  of  your  sermon  yesterday,  and  by  your  nol  compre- 
hending what  you  are  preaching  about,  you  will  always  place  your- 
self on  a  level  with  your  congregation ;  then  there's  an  appro- 
priate (!)  hymn,  on  the  emperor  Claudius  Drusus,  which  you  might 
sometimes  quote  :  it  runs  somewhat  like  Iste  Confessor  Domine 
Colentes^  I  forget  how  it  begins,  but  I  know  it  ends  with — 

Jllle  Brilannoi,  ultraquei  noti 
Littora  pontij  ei  ceruleos 

Seuta  Briganies 
Dare  Romuleii  colla  cotenit 
JussiU  et  ipsum  nova  Jlomana 
Jura  securis  tremere  Oceanum,  eU, 

Now  like  Friar  filas,  the  doctpr  was  a  sincere  man,  and  did  not  ' 
like  a  burdened  conscience,  for  which  reason,  he  confessed  that  Ibis 
was  too  much  Latiafor  his  grammar. 

'^  Sir,  with  due  deference,''  said  he,  ''I  dop't  quite  catch  all  you 
said ;  I  knqtf  there  was  something  about  Sir  Romulus,  Bomnleis, 
and  aboi4Pritain,  Britannos,  and  Ithink  about  the  collar  of  a  cat, 
Colla,  Calenis,  which  latter  may  mean  the  yoke  of  the  Catholic;  but 
still  I  don't  see  what  comparison  there  is  in  any  of  these  similes  to 
my  parishioners." 

^' Don't  you  know,"  said  Marmadoke,  ^Mhat  comparisons  are 
odious." 

"  So  says  the  copy-book,"  replied  the  doctor. 

^'  Well,  and  is  not  that  (he  text? "  asked  the  other. 

The  poor  doctor  was  tired  of  asserting  that  he  dkl  not  understand 
(how  should  he?)  and,  therefore,  remained  with  his  eyes  and  mouth 
open,  when  Lady  Bubble  and  Sir  Romulus,  to  his  no  small  relief, 
sailed  into  the  room.  Their  salutations  over,  and  her  ladyship  well 
framed  in  a  berg^re,  the  door  again  opened,  and  the  duke  and  du- 
chess of  Arlington  were  announced,  followed  by  lord  and  lady  John, 
and  the  young  ladies ;  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  Mr.  McPhin,  and 
Cosmo,  bringing  up  the  rear  -,  while  Cecil  glided  in,  unperceived, 
nnd  took  his  place  by  Theresa.  On  the  entree  of  the  duke  and 
duchess,  Mrs.  Damnemall  rebounded  from  her  seat  as  if  she  bad  been 
galvanized,  while,  on  the  contrary,  her  spouse  shrank  info  the  wall, 
till  he  became  a  sort  of  breathing  'bas  relieve.'  The  duchess  was 
a  tall  lady-like  woman,  with  a  cold  manner,  and  a  warm  dress. 
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The  duke  was  a  bandsome  distingohbed  looking  man,  with  a  yerj 
soft  voice,  and  soft  manner,  who  gave  one  the  idea  of  having  never 
walked  any  where  but  at  a  coronation  all  his  life.  Lord  John,  bent 
upon  doing  the  popular,  introduced  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Dafiinemali^  had 
he  been  a  mitre,  tbe  former  couM  not  have  bowed  lower,  while 
the  latter  wondered  (to  herself)  if  all  tbe  noblemen  Anna  Martha 
saw  at  court  were  as  handsome. 

^'  Ah!  Mr.  Howard,  how  do  you  do?  *'  said  the  duke,  shaking 
hands  with  Cecilj  ^'  have  you  been  long  in  this  part  of  the  world?  '* 

^'About  three  monlhs." 

^^  I  donH  wonder  at  your  deserting  us,''  resumed  his  grace,  glanc- 
ing towards  Theresa, ''  since  there's  *  mettle  more  attractive^  here." 

Miss  Manners,  who  overheard  the  comjidiment,  had  recourse  to 
Trip,  upon  whose  (an-paws,  and  black  satin  ears,  she  began  lavish-^ 
ing  sundry  caresses. 

^^  Really,  Theresa,"  cried  Lady  Bid)ble,  ^'  I'm  quite  ashamed  of 
yott  making  such  a  fool  of  yourself  with  that  dog.  I  wish,  Mr. 
McPhin,  you,  who  ean  give  Cosmo  such  advice,  would  lecture  her 
about  it. '  Vm  serious  in  what  I  say.  Mr.  McPhin,  do  you  hear  me?" 

Mr.  McPhin  did  hear  her,  for  Madlle.  Perpignon  was  nearly, 
blowing  him  out  of  the  wiodow-teat  with  sighs;  so,  thinking  this 
would  be  a  Davonrable  opportunity  for  effecting  a  retreat,  he  ad* 
yaoeed  in  his  new  black  kersymere  curtailments  (which  Archy 
Dunn  h^d'Sent  home  on  credit,  without,  to  his  honour  be  it  spoken, 
at  all  sparing  the  material,  but  quite  the  reverse),  and  after  prelud- 
ing forth  two  or  three  undecided  hums  and  has,  he  delivered  him- 
self much  to  the  purpose  as  follows  ir- 

^^A  hem,^^Miss  Manners,  mum,  with  all  respect  I  speak  it,  but 
my  sincere  opinion  is  that  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  at  yourself, 
nium>  for  wasting  on  a  dun^  baste  what  ony  gude  Christian  would 
beglodof!" 

"Bravo!"  cried  Cecil,  *'lhe  first  living  I  have  in  my  gift  shall 
bo  your's,  Mr.  McPhin.'* 

^  ^  Had  you  spoken  for  a  year,  you  could  not  have  uttered  a  greater 
truth/'  laughed  the  Duke. 

' '  Oh  dear !"  whispered  Miss  Prudence  to  Mrs,  Damnemall  •,  *'  the 
truth  should  not  be  spoken  at  aU  times — now,  do  you  think  it  ought?^^ 

"  Certainly  nol,^'  said  Mrs.  Damnemall,  *^  I'm  sure  1  hope  Anna 
Martha  never  kisses  dogs  before  the  officers.'' 

"  Whether  she  does  or  not,"  said  Marmaduke,  '*  they  must  know 
thai  the  worM.is  divided  into  two  great  classes^ucky  dogs  and  un-« 
lucky  dogs/' 

''That  reminds  me,"  said  Shr  Romulus,  ''^of  some  couplets  in  a 
prize  poem,  that  I  wrote  at  Oxford — (not  that  I  got  the  prize);  but 
I  think  you'll  admit  that  there's  a  great  deal  of  sound  philosophy  in 
theni,  and  thai  they  are  rather  out  of  the  common.— Let  me  see," 
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added  be,  pushing  his  ivig  still  further  back  with  one  hand,  while 
he  pulled  his  under-lip  with  the  other ^  ^'let  me  see,— oh!  I  have 
it :  here  they  are  : 

'  Life  is  a  ladle  fall  of  nonsense  and  foss, 
And  to  stir  it  into  tempests  is  no  manner  of  nse  *.'  '* 

The  tributary  laugh  that  followed  this  charming  specimen  of  Sir 
Romulus's  poetical  talents,  he  took  for  admiration,  and  therefore 
pursued  the  theme  by  observing,  that  he  had  studiously  avoided 
making  use  of  the  phrase — ^Uureen  full  of  fuss,''  as  that  would  have 
given  too  much  importance  to  the  miseries  of  human  life,  which  he 
wished  to  treat  with  philosophical  nonchalance,  dnd  had  therefore 
tossed  them  into  a  ladle,  as  that  conveyed  the  idea  of  their  being 
easily  managed ;  as  it  must  be  plain  to  the  most  moderate  capacity, 
that  there  could  be  no  great  difficulty  in  discussing  a  ladleful  of 
anything,  whether  soup,  punch,  or  misfortunes. — ^^Does  your 
Grace  approve  of  my  philosophy?'*  concluded  he. 

Luckily  for  his  Grace's  veracity,  good-breeding,  and  risible 
muscles,  dinner  was  now  announced,  which  gave  him  -an  oppor- 
tunity of  changing  the  subject  from  a  ladleful  to  an  armful  of  fuss, 
by  taking  Lady  Bubble  into  the  dinner-room.  Miss  Prudence  of 
course  seated  herself  next  Br.  Damnemall,  who  had  taken  her  out, 
while  Marmaduke  found  himself  on  the  doctor's  left  side. — ^^I  doni 
quite  understand,  my  dear  sir,"  said  he,  '  sotto  voce,'  to  the  for- 
mer, as  soon  as  they  were  seated  *,  ^'  what  your  ideas  of  preaching 
are,  that  you  were  good  enough  to  favour  me  with  before  dinner — 
perhaps  you'll  have  the  goodness  to  explain  further." 

"There  is  no  necessity,"  replied  Marmaduke,  "for  every  man 
has  a  right  to  his  opinion — and  your's  appears  to  be  the  same  as 
Mr.  Martin's,  who,  during  the  May  session  of  1781,  when  a  bill 
was  brought  in  for  the  better  observance  of  the  sabbath— wherein 
it  was  proposed  that  religious  debating  societies  should  be  closed 
on  Sundays — ^ironically  suggested  the  following  amendment : — 
^And  it  is  hereby  enacted.  That  ail  his  Majesty's  subjects  shall  be 
permitted  to  exercise  their  reason,  and  use  the  utmost  freedom  of 
inquiry  into  religious  opinions,  and  that  for  six  days  in  the  week  ^ 
but  on  the  first,  which  is  called  Sunday,  their  understanding  shall 
be  in  a  state  of  rest :  And  it  is  further  enacted.  That  six  months^ 
imprisonment  and  a  fine  of  twenty  pounds  shall  be  levied  on  every 
man  who  shall  profone  the  sabbath  by  exercising  those  rational 
faculties  with  which,  God  has  endowed  him.' " 

"  My  dear  sir !"  cried  the  doctor,  actually  holding  his  first  spoon- 
fhl  of  soup  in  abeyance^  "you  must  have  been  strangely  misin- 
formed. I  never  attempted  to  fine  any  man  twenty  i)ounds  or  im- 
prison him  for  six  months." 

*  These  lines  were  actually  the  productaen  of  a  Gamhridge  professor !— for  beaYea's 
sake,  dear  reader,  don't  take  them  for  mine !  I  am  only  a  woman,  and  could  not  write  any- 
thing 80  good. 
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''  Well,  I  never  said  or  heard  that  you  did,"  replied  Marmaduke 
— staring  him  full  in  the  face,  and  suspending  his  own  spoon  oh  a 
a  parallel-level  with  Dr.  Damnemairs. 

^^Oh  dear !"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence,  leaning  across  the  doc- 
tor-, ^'how  can  you  be  so  silly  as  to  attempt  to  argue  with  Dr, 
DamnemalK  when  you  must  know  that  you'll  be  sure  to  get  the 
worst  of  it." 

^^Yery  true,'?  said  her  brother,  ^^for  I  get  bis  arguments  and  he 
gets  mine." 

^^Oh  dear!  how  uncommon  rude,  to  be  sure,"  muttered  Miss 
Prudence,  popping  back  her^head,  whicfek  had  luckily  prevented  his 
hearing  Marmaduke's  civility. 

^'Doctor,"  cried  Sir  Romulus  from  the  other  end  of  the  table, 
holding  up  the  soup-ladle,  '^another  ladle  of  nonsense  and  fuss? — 
ha!  ha!  ha!  shall  we  re-phristen  turtle-soup,  and  call  it  nonsense 
and  fuss? — if  you  approvQ  of  this  name  for  it,  suppose  you  perform 
the  ceremony  by  drinking  a  glass  of  cold  punch?" 

The  doctor  seconded  Sir  KomulusV  motion,  for  he  drank  two, 
and  complimented  the  baronet  upon  his  choice  of  names. 

'^Oh,  dear!  how  droll,"  giggled  Miss  Prudence,  with  her  mouth 
full,  and  her  hand  before  it. 

Dr.  Damnemall  had  began  to  suspect  that  Marmaduke  was  laugh- 
ing at  hJm^  therefore,  meaning  to  be  very  bitter  (!),  on  the  arrival 
of  his  relay  of  soup,  he  turned  to  him,  and  said,  "  Well,  sir,  you'll 
allow  we^beat  the  ancients  here,  for  they  had  no  such  thing  as  turtle." 

^^  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Marquaduke,  eagerly  laying  down  his 
knife  and  fork,  speaking  very  fast,  and  setting  in  for  an  argument, 
you  might  as  well  say  they  had  no  men  because  they  had  no  dan- 
dies *,  whether  they  made  it  into  soup  is  another  affair.  Juvenal 
has  a  couplet — 

JYemo,  inter  curas  el  s£ria,  duxit  habendum, 
Duales  in  oceani  fiu€tu,  testudo  naiarel. 

by  which  it  would  appear,  that  they  held  it  in  no  great  estimation; 
and  Sir  Robert  Herbert,  after  angling  with  hi9^  readers  by  an  ela- 
borate account  of  what  he  calls  tortoises,  ^  so  great  as  to  suffer  two 
men  with  ease  to  sit  upon  them,  and  so  strong  as  to  carry  them,' 
then  adds,  with  an  innocent  confusion  of  grammar,  ^Sailors  affect- 
to  eat  them  5  but  are  belter  food  for  hogs  in  my  opinion.' " 

''Well,  that  proves  my  assertion,"  said  the  doctor,  with  satis- 
factory pomposity  *,>^all  I  said  was,  that  the  andents  knew  nothing 
about  turtle." 

**  Not  so,"  persisted  Marmaduke  ^ ''  for  as  long  as  Horace  is  re- 
membered, the  honour  due  to  the  'Testudo,'  not  that  he  ever  put 
it  to  the  test  you  do,']  said  he,  eyeing  the  doctor's  third  plate  of 
soup,  ^'must  accompany  his  fame;  but  we  moderns,  after  the  me- 
taphysical fashion  of  our  times,  devote  that  attention  and  affection 
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to  its  interior  encellcnce,  which  the  supeiDciai  ancients  only  be- 
stowed OQ  it»  exterior/' 

*'  SuperGcial,  indeed,  you  may  well  call  Ihem/'  sighed  the  doc- 
tor, as  he  fioished  his  last  spoonful,  and  the  servant  removed  his 
plate. 

^^  He  is  a  young  man,,  and  has  changed  from  conviction,  rely 
upon  it,''  said  Lord  John  to  the  Duke. 

^'  Who  is  that  that  reHes  upon  anything?  I'll  be  witt  them  di- 
rectly, for  they  must  be  wrong,"  cried  Marmaduke,  gulping  an 
untasted  piece  of  sturgeon. 

'«  We  were  talking  of  Mr.  TryalFs  late  rat,"  laughed  the  Duke, 
'^  and  Lord  John  thinks,  that  is,  says,  he  has  changed  from  con- 
VicUon/' 

^*  Fiddledlick  :  he  has  been  convicted  certainly,"  said  Marma- 
duke, ^^  but  it  IS  of  being  a  boogfat  and  unprincipled  renegade.  I 
fear,  my  Lord  John,  it. will  require  even  ant  abler  advocate  than 
you  to  vindicate  Mr.  TryalFs  conduct.    It  would  be  a  most  desir- 
able thing,  if  he,  and  a  few  more  members  of  the  Lower  House, 
could  find  a  professional  gentleman  lineally  descended  from  (hat 
French  Avocat,  mentioned  in  the  '  Gatalogus  Gloriar  Mundi,^  who, 
when  the  pariiameot  of  Provence,  in  1540,  fulminated  a  sentence 
against  an  innumerable  body  of  rats,  in  the  Vaudois  of  the  valley  of 
Merindol,  for  laying  waste  the  country,  started  up,  and  so  ably  de- 
fended tkie  cause  of  the  rats— (who  had  been  cited  to  appear  before 
the  bishop's  court,  in  order  to  see  what  spiritual  means  would  do, 
all  human  ones  having  failed  against  them)— so  logically  did  this 
illustrious  lawyer  argue,  that  the  poor  calumniated  vermin  could 
not  appear  with  any  degree  of  security  at  the  court,  according  to 
the  summons^  since  their  steps  were  narrowly  watched  by  their 
hereditory— or  Tory — enemies  the  cats,  and  no  safeguard  was 
appointed  to  conduct  them  to  the  presence  of  their  judges,  thai  it 
had  the  effect  of  preventing  those  anathemas  which  would  other- 
wise have  been  fulminated  against  them*— if,  I  'say,  such  another 
advocate  can  be  found  now*a-days,  then,  but  not  till  then,  can  Mr. 
Tryall,  and  all  the  family  of  Tryalls,  be  saved  from  those  anathemas 
they  so  richly  deserve." 
'*- 1  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  the  Duke. 
^'  Now,  Marmaduke,"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  who  mortally  dreaded 
that  Lord  jjohn  should  be  offended,  ''  having  helped  us  to  your 
ladiefull  of  nonsense  and  fuss,  let  me  advise  you  to  try  this  ^  poulet 
AlaCond*.'" 

"  A  fowl  way  of  gaining  a  victory  in  argument,  that  no  'Conde' 

of  a  logician  would  ever  resort  to,"  said  Marmaduke ;  ^^  but  I  own 

it  will  stop  my  mouth  more  effectually  than  any  thing  you  could  say." 

^^  Pray,  my  lord  duke,"  said  Mrs.  Damnemali,  bowing  to  and 

blinking  at  the  Duke  of  Arlington  across  the  table,  ^'  as  your  grace's 
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sister  is  in  Ihe  hoosehoM,  eatk  yoa  fell  me  if  il  is  true  that  our 
f  ouDg  Queeii  is  to  be  married  immediately  T* 

Thedue^s  raised  her  glass,  and  looked  more  scrutinizingly  at 
Mrs.  Damnemali,  than  she  had  ever  done  at  Van  Amburg  and  his 
lions,  while  the  Duke  merely  bowed,  and  said,  '*  I  donf  t  know  ; 
rve  Dot  seen  the  papers,  tc^ay/' 

*'0h!  il  ain't  true,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Damoemall,  turning  to    , 
Miss  Prudence,  !^  Of  of  course  Anna  Martha,  being  about  court, 
would  have  mentioned  it." 

^'  Ob,  that  I'm  confident  she  would,  for  I  see  by  her  letters  that 
she  has  no  concealments  from  you;  'tis  such  a  comfort,  to.be  sure, 
when  young  women  are  so  well  brought  up.  I  mean,^  whispered  - 
Miss  Prudence,  ^'  to  do  something  for  George  James;  but  I  shan't 
leit  ion  what  it  Is  till  it  is  done.'* 

Mrs.  Bamnemall,  who.  naturaHy  enough  from  such  a  prelude, 
thought  that  Miss  Prudence  conlemphled  nothing  short  of  pur- 
chasing her  son  a  step,  pressed  her  hand,  and  said,  '^  I'm  sure, 
ma'am,  I  feel  quoite  overcome  by  your  koindness."     / 

'^  Oh,  I  beg  you  won't  mention  it;  for  it  makes  me  quite  happy 
to  be  of  ai^y  service  to  his  father's  son — I  assure  you  I  mean  what 
I  say." 

*' J  know  it,  I  know  il,"  blinked  Mrs.  Damnemali,  overpowered 
by  her  feelings,  and  applying  a  pocket  handkerchief  to  her  eyes 
th£»t  Anna  Martha  had  tnarked  for  her  with  some  erf  the  hair  out  of 
the  horse's  tail  that  tt>e  Duke  of  Wellington  bad  ridden  at  Waterloo, 
and  which  one  of  the  olBcers  had  given  to  her. 

*'  Champagne,  ma'am  ?"  asked  a  servant. 

"  If  you  please ;  dear  me,  I  feel  rather  belter." 

''  I'm  so  glad,"  said  Miss  Prudence ;  "  but  do  let  me  persuade 
you  to  take  a  teaspoonful  of  brandy ;  do  you  know,  I  always  do, 
when  any  thing  aflfects  my  feelings — that  is,  when  I  have  eaten 
any  tbhag  that  disagrees  with  me." 

'*  No,  thank  you;  I'm  quoite  recovered  now." 

^^  A  good  thing  too !  It  doesn't  do  for  the  mother  of  a  family  to 
be  ill— does  it?" 

^'  No,  indeed  it  does  not." 

'*  Ah,  I  know  that  by  experience, '  sighed  Miss  Prudence. 

*'  The  d 1  you  do ! "  cried  Marmaduke,  who  overheard  the 

coDclusion  of  their  conversalion. 

**  How  tiresome  it  is  that  you  always  will  lake  one  up  every 
word  one  says !"  said  Miss  Prudence. 

*'  It  is  better  to  take  up  your  words  than  to  take  them  down,  if 
you  make  many  such  confessions,"  jaughcd  Marn^aduke.  With  a  few 
more  little  pleasantries  on  his  part,  at  the  expence  of  Miss  Prudence, 
renewed  professions  of  friendship  between  her  and  Mrs.  Damnemali, 
and  one  or  two  original  and.  philosophical  aphorisms  from  Sir 
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Romulus,  as  profound  as  that  of  the  Madle/  the  dinner  passed  ofT, 
till  it  was  time  for  the  ladies  to  adjourn.  No  sooner  had  they  retnrnecl 
to  the  drawing-room,  than  without  waiting  for  eoffee  (for  what 
sacrifice  is  there  that  genuine  friendship  is  not  capable  of?),  Miss 
Prudence  slipped  up  stairs,  where  she  remained  for  nearly  three 
quarters  of  an  hour.  When  she  descended,  she  made  a  mysterioiis 
signal  to  Mrs.  Damnemall  to  come  behind  the  piano,  where  she 
placed  a  very  thick  packet  in  her  hand,  saying  that  she  had  sent  into 
the  dining-room  asking  the  Duke  of  Arlingtoji  for  a  frank  for  the 
next  day,  merely  as  if  she  had  been  anxious.io  possess  an  autograph 
of  his;  so  that  none  of  her  own  family  knew  a  word  about  it! 

Mrs.  Bamnemall  was  about  to  reply,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
the  gentlemen  arrived  from  dinner.  ^'  Hush  V  S9id  Miss  Prudence ; 
^'  don't  say  a  word  more ;  but  put  it  in  your  bag,  and  pray  don't 
read  it  till  you  get  home — for  I  do  assure  you  Fve  had  the  greatest 
pleasure  in  doing  it  for  him.  Oh,  poor  young  man !  I  shall  be  so 
glad  to  serve  him.'' 

So  saying,  she  walked  away  to  secure  some  cofiTee  which  had  just 
made  its  appearance,  while  Mrs.  Damnemall  lighted  upon  the 
music  stool  once  more,  overcome  by  her  friend's  generosity  and 
her  own  feelings. 

Mr.  McPhin  now  entered,  feeling  that  there  was  safety  in 
numbers  and  that  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  wo.uld  be  obliged  to 
keep  her  distance.  Cosmo  was  sitting  cross-legged  at  a  little  table, 
wMh  one  elbow  on  his  knee,  his  mouth  open,  his  shoulders  up  to 
his  ears,  and  a  book  in  his  hand. 

"  What  are  you  reading?"  said  Marmaduke. 

''  Pliny's  Epistles,  uncle." 

"'  Pliny's  Epistles  I"  echoed  Marmaduke,  taking  the  book  out  of 
his  hand,  '^  most  appropriate  truly  -,  for  I  see  it  is  the  twenty-fifth, 
'  to  Rufus,  on  retired  merit.' " 

''Nay  uncle,  don't  laugh  at  me;  I  must  read  sometimes,  you 
know.'* 

''Laugh  at  you,  boy!"  cried  Marmaduke,  reading  from  the 
book,  "  not  I  any  more  than  Pliny  laughs  at  his  Rufus,  when  he 
says,  '  How  many  persons  of  learning  are  concealed  by  their  own 
modesty,  and  snatched  away  from  fame  by  their  love  of  repose ! ' 
That  is  precisely  your  case,  mine  ancient." 

"Ah,  come,  uncle,  now  I  know  you  are  laughing  at  me." 

"What  is  your  opinion,  Mr.  Bubble?"  cried  the  Duke  :  '-your 
brother  says,  there  is  no  one  in  the  present  day  capable  of  writing 
a  good  comedy ;  and  I  differ  from  him." 

"  My  opinion,*'  replied  Marmaduke,  turning, over  the  leaves  of 
the  book  he  still  held,  "is  Pliny's;  and  here  it  is  in  his  letter 
to  Ganinius,  wherein  he  says  :  '  I  am  in  the  number  of  those  who 
admire  the  ancients  5  yet  I  do  not,  like  some,  despise  the  wits  of 
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our  own  age  i  for  I  do  not  think  that  nature  is  so  much  upon  the 
decay  that  she  can  produce  notljiing  at  present  that  is  commendable. 
I  have  then  been  to  hear  YirginiusRomanus  reading  a  comedy,  to 
a  thin  audience,  formed  from  the  model  of  the  old  stage,  yet  do 
well  done,  that  it  may  some  time  be  a  standard  itself.  I  can't  tell 
whether  you  know, the  man,  though  you  should  know  him ;  for  he 
is  very  remarkable  for  the  probity  of  his  manners,  the  elegance  of 
his  wit,  and  the  variety  of  his  words.  He  has  written  some  iambic 
drolls,  with  a  lightness,  a  humorous  turn,  a  beauty,  and  a  diction, 
that  are  all  perfect  in  their  kind.  For  there  is  no  manner  of  writ- 
ing that,  if  it  be  completely  touched,  has  not  a  right  to  be  called 
extremely  eloquent  and  masterly.'  Now,  this  euloglum,"  continued 
Marmaduke,  '^  I  think  Dickens  is  fairly  entitled  lo." 

^'  Indisputably,"  acquiesced  the  Duke« 

"Ergo,"  cried  Marmaduke,  '*he  could  write  a  iirst-^ale  comedy.*'  • 

"  He  has  already  done  so,"  said  the  duke..  But  Lady  John,  who 
hated  to  hear  people  talk  about  what  she  could  not  understand, 
remarked  in  that  tone  of  voice  which  challenges  general  attention, 
*^  How  very  putty  the  pine-cones  looked  when  they  were  red-hot." 
A  fact  that  even  Marmaduke  could  not  dispute. 

"  Talking  of  plays,"  said  Theresa,  "  reminds  me  of  a  very  great 
favour  I  have  to  ask  your  Grace,  and  Lord  John." 

"I  should  think  to  ask  and  to  receive  were  synonymous  with 
Miss  Manners,"  bowed  the  duke. 

^^I  hope  they  will  be  in  this  instance,"  replied  she.  "It  is 
nothing  more  not  less  than  to  allow  your  names  to  figure  in  a  play- 
bill as  patronizing  a  benefit  for  a  poor  man  who  is  in  very  deep 
distress;  and  I  fear  the  most  pathetic  description  of  his  misery 
would  not  have  half  the  effect  in  loosening  our  good  neighbour's 
purseHstrings  that  your  talismantc  names  would.  So  pray  don't 
refuse  me." 

''  It  would  be  literally  ^contra  bonos  mores'  if  we  did,"  said 
the  duke;  "  and,  at  all  events,  it  will  be  a  novelty  to  the  public  to 
see  Lord  John  Bubble's  name  and  mine  going  towards  framing 
the  same  Bill." 

^^  Let  me  venture  to  hope  that  it  will  be  a  favourable  omen," 
said  Lord  John,  looking  as  dull  as  Downing-slreet. 

'*Of  the  success  of  the  play?"  wilfully  mis-apprehended  the 
duke.  *•  I  hope  it  may." 

'*  As  the  Duke  of  Arlington  has  so  kindly  promised  me  his  as- 
sistance, may  I  hope  for  yours.  Lord  John?"  asked  Theresa. 

''Oh,  certainly,"  said  he,  coldly.  "I  feel  quite  jealous.  Miss 
Manners,  that  you  should  leave  me  out  of  your  charity ;  and  really 
cannot  allow  you  to  separate  me  from  the  duke  on  this  occasion." 

'*  rm  sure  I  shall  be  most  graleful;  I  was  afraid  of  asking  too 
much,  which  was  the  reason  your  Grace  escaped  my  imporlunities 
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at  Orsl/'  said  Miss  Manners;  and  then  added^  ^'  Lady  John,  I  do 
hope  you  will  follow  so  good  an  example?'' 

''  Thank  you ;  bul  being  the  wife  of  a  public  character,  I  like  to 
appear  in  print  as  little,  as  possible,''  yawned  Lady  John  :  "but 
ru  be  happy  to  give  you  any  assistance ;  for  instance,  if  the  play 
is  Othello,  I'll  make  a  paper  pillow,  with  pleasure,  for  the  smo- 
thering scene." 

A  smile  was  visible  on  every  countenance,  Lord  John's  and  Lady 
Bubble's  excepted  *,  the  latter  was  pushing  back  her  chair  and  fon- 
ning  herself  most  ardently  ^  an  infallible  sign,  as  Theresa  knew,  that 
her  dignity  had  been  offended  ^  therefore,  walking  over  to  her  and 
looking  coaxingly  up  in  her  face,  she  said,  "  Dear  aunt,  and  won't 
you  give  your  name  too?" 

"  No,  my  dear,"  replied  she,  while  her  flan,  according  to  Mr. 
O'Gonneirs  plan,  continued  to  agitate,  agitate,  agitate ;  "  no,  you 
only  want  my*money  ;  and  I've  no  idaya  of  giving  my  name  where 
it  is  not  wanted," 

'^  My  dear,  my  dear,"  interposed  Sir  Romulus,  who  always 
played  the  Socrates  to  any  Xantippean  symptoms  in  his  better-half, 
"  we  must  all  give  our  names,  especially  you  and  I ;  for  how  are 
they  to  make  up  their  '  ladle  full'  of  nonsense  and  fuss  without 
us?  But  where  are  those  Algerines,  King  and  Russell?  they  must 
launch  out  loo." 

"  They  have  not  come,  though  we  asked  them,"  said  the  young 
ladies  in  one  breath,  and  two  sighs. 

The  next  point  to  be  arranged  was  what  night  wouldbe  most 
convenient  to  ail  present  Hhat  the  play  should  lake  place ;  and,  after 
many  demurs,  and  alterations,  first  from  one  and  then  from  an- 
other, it  was  finally  agreed  that  it  should  be  on  the  twenty-sixth, 
the  evening  of  Mrs.  Whabble^s  bull,  in  order,  as  Sir  Romulus  ex- 
pressed it,  to  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone.  Soon  after,  the  Duchess 
of  Arlington's  carriage  was  announced,  and  the  party  broke  up. 
Miss  Prudence  assisted  in  packing  Dr.  Damnemall  by  fastening  on 
his  respirator  herself;  while,  with  true  generosity,  she  silenced 
Mrs.  Damnemall  every  time  she  attempted  to  thank  her  for  Ifie 
letter  she  had  given  her. 

Miss  Prudence  always  had  the  carriage  out  to  take  the  doctor 
and  his  wife  home ;  and  scarcely  were  Ihey  seated  in  it,  before  Mrs. 
Damnemall,  had  she  followed  her  first  impulse,  would  have  ac- 
quainted him  with  her  friend's  kindness ;  but  she  was  deterred  by 
two  considerations.  It  was  the  doctor's  unfailing  custom,  during 
the  winter  nights,  to  take  a  glass  of  hot  brandy  and  water,  when 
in  bed-,  and  it  was  Mrs.  .D.'s  equally  unfailing  one,  whenever  she 
had  either  a  piece  of  good  news  to  impart  or  a  favour  to  ask,  to 
defer  it  till  such  time  as  she  heard  the  spoon  jingle  against  the 
empty  glass,  when  she  invariably  found  thai  her  husband  evinced 
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more  gratitude  for  the  former,  and  was  more  giving  and  forgiving 
than  during  ^iiy  other  hour  in  (he  faur-and-twenty.  Now>  having 
to  negotiate  a  nev^  habit  for  Anna  Marlha,  she  thought  that  if  she 
gave  hitti  the  news  of  hisson'is  promotion  immediately  after  the  hot 
brandy  and  watery  Anna  Martha's  new  habit  must  be  (he  result. 

^^  My  dear/'  said  the  doctor,  as  he  lighted  a  chamber  candle  at 
the  foot  of  his  own  stairs,  '^  I  think  I  should  like  my  bed  warmed 
to-night,  for  I  feel  a  touch  of  a  sore  throat." 

"  Certainly,  my  love.  Anne,  bring  up  the  warming-pan,  and 
put  some  brown  sugar  among  th6  coals  -,  it  is  the  finest  thing  in 
the  world  for  a  cold." 

"  A-hemp-a-hem,*'  grunted  the  doctor,  as  he  felt  his  own  pulse, 
when  seated  in  (he  high-backed  dimity-covered  arm-chair  by  the 
bedside,  while  Anne  was  warming  the  bed.  ^'  A-hem,  I  declare  I 
feel  qhite  feverish.  Put  a  spoonful  more  brandy  than  usual  in  my 
tumbler  to-night,  Mrs.  D." 

"  I  will,  my  dear ;  but  dotft  you  move.  I'll  lake  oflf  your  things. 
Anne,  reach  the  doctor's  night-cap,  and  that  black  wqol  off  the 
table.  Anne  obeyed :  after  which  Mrs.  DamnemaD  proceeded  to  wad 
the  doctor's  ears  with  wool,  and  then  carefully  drew  down  his  cotton- 
night-cap  entirely  over  his  face,  in  order  to  get  it  very  tight  over 
his  head  and  ears,  which  done,  she  again  turnM  it  up,  and,  as  he 
had  a  cold,  secured  the  whole  by  tying  a  red  silk  pocket-handker- 
chief under  his  chin,  and  transferring  one  of  his  black  silk  stockings 
to  his  throat,  which,  she  assured  him,  would  ease  it  sooner  Ihau 
all  the  doctors  in  England.  Ten  minutes  after  the  doctor's  throat 
had  become  so  intimatdy  acquainted  with  his  foot's  next  of  kin, 
the  maid  had  left  the  room,  and  he  was  transferred  from  the  arm- 
chair to  the  bed. 

"Ah!  this  is  something  like,"  said  he,  stretching  down  his  feet, 
while  his  wife  was  stirring  the  sugar  in  the  brandy  and  water,  ^^  this 
is  something  like !  how  I  envy  forted  mushrooms." 
**  Why,  my  dear?" 

**  Do  you  give  it  up?— because  they  are  always  in  a  hot-bed?" 
''  Except  when  they  are  in  a  slew,  my  love,"  reparteed  Mrs.  D. 
'*  Very  good,  again  5  but  none  of  your  sauce,  my  dear." 
There  is  no  knowing  how  long  this  brilliant  and  elegant  wit 
might  have  played,  like  sheet-lightning  round  the  bed,  had  not 
Mrs. '  Damnemall  been  anxious  to  come  to  the  two  points  nearest 
her  heart,  namely,  her  daughter's  new  habit,  andher  sbn's  promo- 
tion. So,  after  holding  her  sides  in  mock  ecstasy  for  a  quarter  of  a 
minute,  she  said, — 

*••  I  must  remember  that  for  Miss  Prudence,  for  she  is  always 
deloighted  with  your  wit  5  but,  my  dear,  do  you  know  youll  have 
to  give  Anna  Marlha  a  new  h^bit,  for  she  writes  me  that  her  old 
one  is  much  too  shabby  to  ride  out  with  the  officers  in  any  longer?" 
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'<  Let  her  gel  rid  of  the  habit  then  of  riding  out  'with  the  offi- 
cers/' said  the  doctor  suddenly  turning  his  face  to  the  wall,  and 
tossing  up  the  bed-clothes  like  waves  in  a  storm.  '^  Unless  that 
extravagant  dog  George  will  alter  his  hd)i(s,  his  sister  must  go 
without." 

^'  But  suppose,  my  dear^  any  one  should  purchase  George 
James  his  lieutenancy,  what  would  you  say  to  that?" 

^^  Why,  that  I  was  glAd  they  had  so  much  noioney  they  did  not 
Icnow  what  to  do  with  it." 

'^  But  suppose  it  actually  was  done?" 
'  *'*  Why,  (hen,  my  dear,  I  suppose  the  next  thing  would  be,  that 

(he  moon  would  leave  the  sky  to  take  an  airing,  and  come  down 
and  walk  out  arm  in  arm  with  one  of  your  milkpans." 

^'Nonsense,  my  dear  I  let  every  one  praise  the  bridge  that  car- 
ries  them  over,,  and  prudence  is  my  motto!"  Siaid  Mcs.  Damn- 
email,  drawing  her  friend's  packet  triumphantly  from  her  bag,  and 
then  going  into  a  minute  detail  of  the  whole  transaction,  the  kind- 
ness of  which  gratitude  caused  her  in  some  degree  to  exaggerate. 
'^  And  from  the  bulk  of  the  letter  I  do  believe,"  concluded  she, 
'"•  that  the  dear  kind  soul  has  actually  inclosed  the  bank-notes,  that 
there  may  be  no  delay  in  the  purchase." 

If  the  Doctor  had  turned  suddenly  round  to  the  wail  before,  he 
now  turned  more  suddenly  from  it,  and,  sitting  up  in  the  bed,  ex- 
tended his  band  for  Miss  Prudence's  letter,  as  he  said  to  his  wife, 

''  My  dear,  bring  me  the  candle  and  my  specks." 

A  request  sbe  instantly  complied  with. 

''  What's  this?"  said  he,  taking  a  small  book  out  of  the  letter, 
and  holding  it  out  at  some  distance  before  him,  above  the  candle, 
"  Um — um— '  How  to  live  well  on  a  Hundred  a-year,  and  very 
well  on  two.'  That  will  keep,"  added  he,  laying  it  down^  ^'  now 
for  the  letter." 

'^  Read  it  out,  my  dear,"  said  his  wife,  in  a  somewhat  disap- 
pointed voice. 

It  was  a  touching  sight !  those  two  fond  parents !   The  Doctor, 
picturesquely  attired,  with  his  while  cottpn  night  cap  tied  down 
under  the  chin,  with  a  red  silk  handkerchief  and  a  black  stocking 
^^  round  his  throat,  wiping  his  spectacles  with  the  corner  of  the  sheet, 

preparatory  to  his  reading  the  welcome  letter,  that  was  to  confer 
such  a  benefit  on  his  son.  While  his  wife  hung  in  all  the  pride  of 
dress  and  breathless  expectation  fondly  oVer  him,  till,  previous  to 
reading  the  precious  document,  he  gently  pushed  her  back  with  his 
Jeft  h«od,  saying, 

''DoOU,  my  dear,  that  long  feather  of  yours  tickles  my  nose." 

After  which  friendly  admonition,  he  cleared  his  throat  three 

times,  and  holding  the  letter  still  farther  out  and  higher  above 

the  candle  than  he  had  done  the  book,  read  out^  in  a  voice  that 
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became  tremulous  mih  agitation  as  he  proceeded,  llie  following 
letter:  - 

'V  Bubble  Hall, 
December  the  ISlh,  18—. 
'' Dear  youiig  Sir  : 

''  The  friendship  I  entertain  for  your  respected  parents  ind^fices 
me  lo  meddle  in  your  concerns.  I  am  sadly  grieved  to  see  that  your 
worthy  mother  has  cause  to  complain  of  your  extravagance.  I  wish 
you  could  have  heard  the  scripon  that  I  heard  your  father  preach 
about  three  weeks  ago,  about  the  prodigal  son.  Oh,  dear!  poor 
dear  man,  Vm  sure  he  felt  it ;  it  was  quite  beautiful  where  he  talked 
of  the  fatted  calf.  I  thought  of  you  the  whole  time.  I  assure  you, 
I  mean  what  I  say,  and  I  do  hope  you  will  seriously  consider  of  the 
evil  courses  you  have  lately  run,  and  from  this  time  endcavouf  to 
make  up  for  past  dissipation,  by  careftiUy  saving  your  pay  to  pur- 
chase your  lieutenancy.  Think  also,  what  a  pleasure  it  would  be 
lo  you,  if,  besides  getting  a  step  all  by  yourself,  you  were  able  lo 
make  your  sister  a  suitable  wedding-present,  if  ever  she  should  be 
in  the  condiiion  to  reqilire  it,  as  I  have  no  doubt  she  will,  being  so 
mueh  among  the  different  regiments.  I  must  say  (and  I  hope  you 
win  nol  take  it  amiss,  as  you  know  it  is  only  for  your  owa  good  I 
speak)  that  I  am  surprised  you  never  send  your  father  anything. 
Dear,  good  man,  he  is  so  hospitable !  I  like  dining  at  the  Rectory 
better  than  any  place  in  the  county,  for  I  don't  care  for  fine  folks  ^ 
and  as  you  are  quartered  at  Portsmouth,  I  should  think  you  could 
get  excellent  port-wine  in  the  docks,  and  a  few  dozen  now  and  then 
coming  from  you,  Vm  sure  the  Doctor  would  enjoy  beyond  every- 
thing. I  hope  you  will  not  be  above  accepting  a  present  from  me, 
which  I  send  in  this  letter,  and  which  I  do  hope  you  will  attend  to ; 
it  is  a  book  that  will  teach  you  how  to  live  well  on  lOOZ.  a-year,  and 
very  well  on  200/. 

*' '  The  wholesomest  meat  is  at  another  man's  cost,'  as  the  pro- 
verb says,  which  means,  dine  out  as  often  as  you  can.  As  a  party 
is  dining  here  to-day,  I  must  conclude,' 

But  remain  your  and  your 
Father  and  Mother's  sincere  Friend, 
Prudence  Sophia  Bubble." 

"  P.S.  I  say  nothing  about  your  morals,  as  you  have  your  excel- 
lent mother  lo  advise  you. 

^'  P.S.  Do  you  know  there  is  a  way  of  turning  coats  that  no  one 
would  know  them  from  new."    , 

^^  To  Ensign  Damnemall, 
158th  Foot,  Portsmouth." 

Mrs.  Damnemall  remained  with  her  modth  open,  but  no  sound 
issued  therefrom.   The  letter  dropped  from  the  doctor's  hands, 
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while  his  bead  dropped  on  the  pillow.  For  some  seconds  he  was 
silent  ^  but  what  is  the  use  of  philosophy  if  it  cannot  elevate  us  above 
ourselves? 

^'  My  dear/'  said  the  doctor  at  last;  ^'  give  me  another  tund>ler 
of  brandy  and  waterl  and  let  it  be  more  yes  than  no." 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Etc  vivlmusambiiioidpaupertate  omnef.^ Jut. 
''  W«hopo  it  will  not  be  considered  that  we  And  no  constant 
maniidactNMi  tbvongh  this  labyrintli."— Sn  Thoii  as  Biowb. 


ANOTBBt  YISIT  TO  SHKIWSBUBT  BBTOtS  BBBAKFAflT.^-^BBIKVOLIllCB  Of  MB.  SIMCOB, 
THB  MANA6EB,  IH  OOHSEHTING  TO  PUT  A  GOUPLB  OF  HUNDBID  FOUHBS  III  HIS  POC- 
KBT.~<MB.  HOWABD  BKC0MB8  SODDSMLT  FOOUSH,  AMP  BflSft  MANMIBB  9Uin>DLT  8«H-. 
SIBLB. — MABMADUKB  HAKES  A  NEW  ACQnAINTANCS.-*TB]P  BV1BCK9  A  CUBI08ITT  OF 
OISPOSITIOR,  BKKKATH  A  DOG  OF  BBSPECTABILITY. 

At  eight  the  next  morning,  Marmaduke  knocked  at  Theresa's 
door,  and  asked  if  she  was  ready,  as  the  carriage  had  come  round. 

'^  In  a  moment,''  said  she,  opening  the  door,  and  advancing  to 
kiss  him,  while  the  maid  followed  lacing  her  dress. — ^'  Ab!  if  all 
the  world  were  like  you,  dear  uncle !" 

'^  If  they  were,"  said  Marmaduke,  reluming  the  kiss,  but  rent- 
ing the  compliment^  "  they'd  be  still  more  odd  than  ttoy  aro." 

'  ^  It  woukl  be  a  change  for  the  better  at  all  events,"  rejouied  The- 
resa, drawing  out  the  bows  of  the  broad  black  ribbon  (bat  always 
served  him  in  lieu  of  a  cravat. 

''  I  suspect  you  are  what  the  Yankees  call  a  '  vile.sarpa«t,'  "  said 
he,  patting  her  cheek;  but  wb^re  is  that  lazy  dog,  Howaid?  (for 
in  regard  to  rising,  I  am  what  the  Khan  of  Tartary  is  tboui  dining 
— >when  I  have  risen,  all  the  world  may  rise — nay !  ought  an4  Aoi^id 
be  risen !)  I  suppose  he  is  not  out  of  his  first  sleep  yet*" 

^'  That  lazy  dog  is  here,"  said  Cecil,  putting  his  hand  on  tha  lop 
of  his  hat,  and  ostensibly  looking  over  Marmaduke's  shoukleF,  but 
in  reality  looking  at  Theresa;  ^'  he  has. been  ready  Ihis  hour,  and 
only  wants  to  know  whether  he  may  go  inside  the  carriage,  or  be 
a  dalmalian,  and  follow  it  V 

''  Oh!  that  you  and  Trip  must  settle  between  you,"  said  Mar- 
maduke, ^'  for  I  told  him  he  was  to  go  inside  this  morning,  and 
I  never  interfere  with  his  arrangements." 

Trip  wagged  bis  tail,  and  poked  his  cold  nose  into  Cecil's  band, 
who  understood  the  dog-language  too  well  not  to  know  what  that 
mean t--so  patting  his  head,  he  said,  '^  Thank  you,  Trip,  then  I 
will  go  inside,  for  the  morning  is  as  cold  as  if  the  north-pole  had 
eloped,  and  was  on  its  way  to  Scotland  through  England." 

As  soon  as  they  were  sealed  in  the  carriage^  MarmadukQ  gavQ 
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direclioDS  to  drive  to  (he  theatre,  aad  inquire  ivhera  the  ndanagor 
lived. 

'V  You  were  saying  yesterday,"  said  Cecil,  ^**thar  you  would  get 
Lord  John  to  edit  poor  Carlton's  book.  Now,  supposing  you  can 
get  him  to  do  so,  which  he  is  not  t(ie  sort  or  person  to  do  out  of 
pure  benevoIence-Hlo  you  not  think  he  will  shrink  from  the  mean-*- 
ness  of  taking  the  credit  of  it,  if  any  credit  accrue  from  it?" 

'^  Don't  distress  yourself,''  replied  Marmaduke;  ^^  while  we  ne- 
ver heard  of  but  one  Virgil,  whose  friendship  was  capable  of  sup- 
pressing.his  lyric  vein,  for  fear  of  eclipsing  Horace^&nd  his  drama-' 
tic  powers  that  they  might  not  obscure  the  glory  of  Yarius,  there 
would  be  no  difficulty  in  finding  innumerable  La  Fontaines  and 
Erasmus's  who  would  pilfer  brains  evenirom  a  woman,  as  they  did 
from  Louise  Lah6';  and  as  to  the  merit  of  the  book,  that  of  course 
depends  upon  its  success  in  all  ages — they  have  been  synonymous, 
whether  in  politics,  tactics,  literature,  law,  or  physic-^aye,  and 
even  in  friendship !  The  same  measures  which  failure  l)rands  with 
folly,  not  to  say  guilt,  success  converts  into  genius,  and  crowns  with 
laureL  In  matters  of  literature,  the  opinion  of  friends  is  seldom  to 
be  depended  on,  either  from  undue  partiality  or  from  the  opposite 
extreme ; — ^besides,  for  one  person  who  has  the  capacity  to  form 
an  opinion,  and  the  honesty  to  maintain  it,  are  twenty  so  weak, 
that  they  require  the  assistance  and  support  of  thousands,  before 
they  can  venture  to  advance  one  step  towards  praise.  Voltaire  was 
so  teased  with  the  objections  and  criticisms  of  his  friends,  at  the 
house  of  the  President  des  Maisons,  upon  the  Henriade,  that  he 
flung  it  into  the  fire,  and  had  not  the  President  Henault  rescued  it 
at  the  expense  of  a  handsome  pair  of  point  ruffles,  France  might 
have  remained  to  this  day  without  an  epic.  Goldsmith  was  advised 
by  a  few  friends  of  great  judgment,  not  to  risk  his  reputation  by 
publishing  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield !  and  Pope  was  so  damped  and 
discouraged  by  the  innumerable  alterations  Lord  Halifax  suggested, 
to  his  Iliad,  that  had  not  Dodsley,  who  was  well  acquainted  with 
the  innate  pomposity  of  the  man,  persuaded  the  poet  to  keep  his 
translation  by  him  for  six  months,  and  read  it  to  the  sapient  noble- 
man at  the  end  of  them,  in  its  unaltered  state,  but  with  many  thanks 
for  his  lordship's  valuable  hints— who  Uien  found  the  untouched 
poem  perfect!— Homer  might  never  have  adopted  an  English 
costume. 

'But  it  is  the  same  in  all  things,  success  is  virtue,  failure  vice,  in 
morals  especially ;  for  while  Mrs.  Jaiekson,  or  Mrs.  Thompson  can-- 
not  be  seen  walking  across  the  street  with  a  man,  without  losing  at 
least  a  slice  of  their  reputation,  the  aforesaid  Mistresses  Jackson  and 
Thompson  may  be  driven  over  in  that  street  by  some  tilled  and 

»  La  Fottlaine's  fable  of  "  L'Amour  el  la  Folie,"  aud  Erasmus's  "Praise  of  Folly,"  aw 
evidently  stolen  from  La  Belle  Cordiere's  allegory,  entitled,  **  Debat  de  Folie  et  d  Amour- 
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triumphant  M«ssalina,  witbout  any  cognizance  being  taken  of  llie 
affair  \  Just  as  Mrs.  Thicknesse  in  her  sketches  of  (he  lives  and  wri- 
tings of  the  '^  Women  of  France,'  sets  forth  the  infamous  life  or 
Ninon  de  L'Enclos,  without  a  single  animadversion  -,  but  on  the 
contrary,  innumerable  panegyrics  upon  her  wit,  her  talents,  and 
the  distinguished  position  she  hdd  in  society,  where  she  was  courted 
by  all;  including  the  most  virtuous!  while  she  inveighs  amain  in  a 
fine  strain  of  outraged  morality,  at  the  suspected  irregularities  of 
(he  more  beautiful  and  equally  accomplished  Marguerite  De  Yalois  ■ . '' 

Though  the  morning  was  bitterly  cold,  Marmaduke  had  talked 
Himself  into  a  July  temperature,  by  the  time  they  arrived  at  the 
theatre,  so  much  so,  that  had  Cecil  differed  with  him  instead  of 
agreeing  to  every  word  he  had  uttered,  it  could  not  have  given  him 
a  glow  the  more. 

On  letting  down  the  window,  he  ascertained  from  the  box-keeper, 
the  name  of  the  street  Mr.  Simcoe  lived  in,  and  the  number  of  his 
house;  and  being  told  that  he  never  came  down  to  the  theatre  before 
el.even,  he  resolved  upon  going  direct  to  the  manager's  house. 

The  street  in  which  Mr.  Simcoe  resided,  was  long  and  narrow, 
the  houses  were  well-built,  with  high  hall  doors,  and  windows  with 
stone  copings  above  them,  with  rather  narrow  panes  in  thick  frames ; 
over  the  door  was  a  pointed*  arched  wood-work,  with  a  respectable 
elderly  gentleman  of  a  satyr,  surrounded  by  bunches  of  wooden 
grapes  and  Pan  pipes.  The  steps  of  the  door  would  have  been  a 
little  better  for  a  little  soap  and  water,  and  the  door  itself  sadly 
wanted  painting,  but  on  it  shone  a  bright  brass  plate  like  ^^Tbe 
Star  of  the  Desart,"  upon  which  was  inscribed  in  bold  characters, 
that  might  have  been  read  at  some  distance,  the  name  of 

'* COLEMAN  SIMCOE,  ESQ." 

No  sooner  had  the  servant  made,  not  only  the  Hotel  Simcoe,  but 
the  whole  street  re-echo  with  the  loudness  of  his  appeal  for  admis- 
sion, than  three  or  four  small  heads  thickly  studded  with  flat^hite 
curl  papers,  as  though  several  ounces  of  barley  sugar  drops  bad 
revolted,  and  made  them  their  head  quarters,  appeared  above  the 
window  blind,  while  presently  a  larger  head,  surmounted  by  a 
dusty  black  gauze  cap,  with  crushed  yellow  roses  in  it,  relieved  by 
a  row  of  drab-coloured  curl  papers,  appeared  above  the  lesser 

*  Brantome  says  of  her, "  If  ever  there  was  a  perfect  beaaty  bom  it  was  the  Qaeen  of 
Navarre ;  eveu  thosewomen  who  had  the  most  pretensions  to  |)eauty  were  totally  eclipsed 
by  ber  presence.  Her  figure  was  so  truly  elegant,  her  air  so  noble,  and  accompanied  with 
80  much  majesty,  that  she  appeared  more  like  a  goddess  than  a  woman.  Her  mind,  too, 
was  as  beautiful  as  her  person  i  and  the  eloquent  manner  in  which  she  spoke,  struck  her 
auditors  with  reverential  awe.  When  the  Polonoise,  upon  a  certain  occasion,  came  to  pay 
their  respects  to  her,  the  Bishop  of  Gracovie,  who  was  charged  with  the  embassy,  made 
his  harangue  in  Latin,  which  thp  queen  well  understood,  and  answered  so  pertinently,  and 
with  so  much  eloquence,  that  all  who  were  present  heard  her  with  astonishmeut  and  de- 
light, and  with  Qne  voice  announced  hpr  a  second  Minerva." 
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heads;  this  head  was.  followed  by  a  long  while  bald  one,  with  a 
long  while  face  appended  to  11;  but  it  had  no  sooner  given  one 
look,  than  it  ducked  down  and  was  seen  no  more^  the  black  cap 
also  made  a  precipitate  retreat ;  but  it  was  visible  to  the  naked  eye, 
through  the  slicks  of  the  blinds,  that  an  arm  was  forcibly  extended 
to  drag  the  barley  sugar  drops  from  the  window. 

After  a  somewhat  unreasonable  delay,  the  eldest  Master  Simcoe, 
a  lad  of  about  fourteen,  opened  the  door,  goading  himself  into  a 
Sunday  jacket,  while  the  frost  was  nipping  his  face  ( which  had  been 
hastily  washed  for  the  occasion )  into  blisters* 

"Is  Mr.  Simcoe  at  home?"  asked  Marmaduke,  extending  his 
card  from  the  carriage  window,  "  tell  him,  my  boy,  will  you,  that 
a  gentleman  wants  to  speak  to  him?" 

Master  Simcoe  acquiesced  by  the  same  grace-bow,  that  he  was 
wont  to  conclude  the  college  hornpipe  with,  oh  benefit  nights,  and 
instantly  vanished,  but  soon  re-appeared,  followed  by  Coleman 
Simcoe,  Esq.  who  had  slipped  into  Lord  Ogleby's  flowered  damask 
dressing-gown,  and  was  now,  with  considerable  grace,  crossing  it 
to  the  left,  as  he  advanced  towards  the  carriage  door  with  many 
bows,  when  Marmaduke  motioned  him  back,  saying  he  would  get 
out,  which  he  accordingly  did;  followed  by  Cecil  and  Theresa. 

The  same  small  heads  that  had  appeared  behind  the  blinds,  were 
now  seen,  wijh  their  snowy  decorations,  peeping  over  the  banisters, 
while  a  voice  was  heard,' in  a  shrill  whisper,  saying,  ''Be  quiet, 
Sarah,  or  I  can't  do  your  hair."  And  as  Mr.  Simcoe  backed  and 
bowed  the  way  into  the  parlour,  Cecil  Caught  a  glimpse  of  the  black 
cap  retreating  at  the  other  door.  The  fact  was,  Mrs.  Simcoe  had 
taken  the  opportunity  of  her  husband's  going  to  Ihe  carriage,  to  go 
for  a  silver  egg-stand,  two  empty  chocolate  cups,  and  a  newspaper, 
which  latter  served  to  hide  Ihe  bread  and  milk  the  children  had 
spilt  over  the  table-cloth ;  but  scarcely  had  she  placed  these  charm- 
ing additions  on  the  breakfast-table,  before  Marmaduke  dnd  his 
companions  entered,  and  Mrs.  Simcoe  made  her  exit  in  the  hasty 
manner  we  have  described. 

The  room  was  a  high  wainscotled  room,  painted  white,  with 
black  horse-hair  chairs  and  sofa ;  on  the  m'anile-piece,  which  was 
also  high,  were  several  shells,  and  long  purple  hyacinth  glasses  5 
in  one  corner  of  the  ro6m  was  a  harp,  with  most  of  the  strings 
broken ;  between  the  windows  was  a  small  chaise  longue,  with  a 
chintz  cover,  and  before  it  a  small  sofa  table,  on  which  was  a 
work-basket,  blotting-book,  and  envelope  case;  a  slale,  a  doll,  a 
spelling-book,  and  child's  bonnet,  littered  Ihe  horse-hair  sofa; 
while  nothing  but  a  smelling-boille  and  a  pocket  handkerchief, 
trimmed  with  broad  English  iace^  appeared  on  the  chaise  longue. 

Trip  marched  over  to  the  fire,  and  after  poking  his  nose  and 
sniiDng  as  near  it  as  safely  would  allow,  raising  his  eyes  up  Ihe 
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chimney,  and  then  starling  back  at  the  flame,  he  quietly  stretched 
himself  on  the  rug,  first  taking  the  precaution  to  place  his  nose 
carefully  between  his  two  paws. 

'^  I  fear  we  distuii)  you/'  said  Marmaduke,  as  Mr«  Simcoe  placed 
chairs  for  them. 

'^  Oh,  by  no  means,"  replied  Mr.  Simcoe,  speaking,  as  he  always 
did,  deliberately  througb  his  nose,  in  a  voice  that  would  have  been 
invaluable  for  a  conventicle^,  ^^by  no  means;  I  am  mo$t  proud  of 
the  honour  of  this  vi$it,  sir,  let  it  arise  from  what  cause  it  will/' 

Now  Mr.  Simcoe  was  not  only  extremely  thin,  but  his  physio- 
gnomy was  that  of  a  snipe,  who,  by  some  accident,  had  tumbled 
into  a  chalk-pit,  and  had  come  out  white-washed-,  and  his  voice 
being  equally  long  and  thin,  from  a  certain  faintness  in  it,  gave  one 
also  the  idea  of  being  white '.  But,  notwithstanding  these  mild 
symptoms  that  attended  him^  he  was,  nevertheless,  very,  virulent, 
so  much  so,  that  when  he  had  occasion  to  find  fault  at  rehearsals, 
either  with  the  actors  or  theatrical  decorations,  it  was  a  current 
joke  among  the  company  to  say,  "  The  plague  was  raging*" 

'^  You  have  among  your  company,  I  believe,"  said  Marmaduke, 
^'  a  poor  man  of  great  talent,  but  in  great  distress,  of  the  name  of 
Carlton?" 

^^Why,  yes,  sir,  he  has  talent  certainly,  b\^t  talent  won't  tune 
fiddles,  without  the  rosin  and  catgut  of  assistance,"  naoralised  Mr. 
Simcoe ; ' '  and  in  our  profession ,  connexion  is  every  thing,  sir,  every 
thing,  and  Carlton  has  not  a  shadow :  I  don't  suppose,  if  his  life  de- 
pended on  it,  he  could  even  command  two  galleries  and  one  piL" 

^^This  lady  has  taken  great  interest  in  his  misfortunes,"  said 
Marmaduke,  "  and — " 

^'  I  know  Miss  Manners,"  and  here  Mr.  Simcoe  bowed  down  to 
the  ground,  '^  has  been  most  kind  to  him,  and  I  myself  have  done 
more  than  prudence  would  authorise  in  advancing  him  money." 

'*  Which  I  understood  he  repaid  you,"  said  Theresa,  with  some 
warmth. 

'^I  was  coming  to  that,  ma'am,"  drawled  Mr.  Simcoe,  who 
perceived  that  Miss  Manners  knew  too  much  of  poor  Carlton's 
history  for  him  to  attempt  to  play  the  generous  before  her  ^'  I  was 
coming  to  that;  but  the  way  I  argued  was  this.  Now  poor  Carlton 
— for  whom  I  had  the  greatest  compassion,  and  I'm  sure  Mrs. 
Simcoe  had  the  same,  for  she  always  asked  him  after  his  wife  every 
nigU  he  acted — poor  Carlton,  said  I,  seems  to  have  no  Caimily  at  aU 
to  look  to  him,  and  I  have  a  very  large  one  to  look  tome,  so  ^argie,' 
as  the  grave-digger  in  Hamlet  says,  if  he  is  to  repay  me  so  soon,  it 
will  do  him  no  good  to  lend  him  a  little  money,  and  if-be  was  ne^er 

*  Blind  persoBS  say  (those  born  so),  that  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  always  gives  them  an 
idea  of  scarlet;  and  I  do  not  see  why,  because  one  goes  through  the  world  with  one's  eyes 
open,  that  one  should  not  also  be  permitted  to  attach  colours  to  sound,  not  that  white  is 
a  colour. 
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to  rqpay  me,  why  then  it.  would  not  do  for  roe  lo  lend  biro  any  at 
all  ^  dooH  you  see,  sir  ? '' 

''  I  see,  Mr.  Simcoey  thai  I  am  taking  up  youit  time,  and  wasting 
my  owD,  so  I  wili  come  at  once  to  i\xe  point,''  said  Marmaduke. 
''  How  much  does  the  theatre  hold?'' 

''  Why,  it  could  hold  6002.  i  but  it  never  will  do  thai,  I  fear,  sir," 
and  Mr.  Simcpe  pulled  the  few  lighl'-brown  bairs.which,  like  cat's 
whiskers,  graced  bis  temple. 

'^  Fears,  any  more  than  hopes,  are  not  always  fulfilled,"  reioiaed 
Marmaduke  ''  if  J  guarantee  you  an  overflowing  house,  will  you 
consept  to  give  Carlton  300Z." 

''  Ob,  no,  sir,  I  really  could  not,  for  the  expenses  of  the  house 
stand  ine  in  60Z.  a-*night." 

^' What,  then,  would  be  the  very  uttermost  you  would  give  him? " 

''  Why,  really,  sir,  be  ought  to  consider  130i.  very  handsome.'" 

''  I  don't  know  what  his  ideas  of  beauty  may  be,"  said  Marma- 
duke, '^  but  that  sum  does  not  at  ail  come  up  to  mine." 

^^  Why,  you  see,  sir,  in  the  first  place,  they  are  not  plaV-going 
people  in  this  part  of  the  world ;  and  in  the  next,  in.'order  to  secure 
anything  like  a  bumper,  I  must  have  a  star  from  London.  Now, 
there  is  young  Blubber,  a  most  promising  young  man,  and  a  prot6g<^ 
of  Mr.  MoEverpuff's  ^  but  it  wouldn't  do  for  me  to  go  and  have  him 
down  upon  a  chance,  and,  after  having  the  hand-bills  printed,  an4 
placarded  all  over  the  walls,  and  animated  sandwiches  dressed  ip 
green  surge,  walking  all  over  the  town  between  two  boards,  pro- 
claiming, 

'For  Qnb  Night  only! 

Great  Attraction  ! ! 

YOUNG  BLUBBSa !  !  ! 

Who  in  his  style  of  acting  approaches 

nearer  to  the  great  McEverpuff  than 

any  living  Actor! ! !" 

^'  It  would  never  do,  I  say,  sir,  after  a)l  this,  to  have  nobod^f 
attracted,  and  to  have  young  filub})er  play  to  a  '  beggarly  account 
ol^  empty  boxes.'  "  , 

Mr.  Simcoe  had  warmed  with  his^  subject,  and  now  walked  ufi 
and  down  upon  the  rug,  flourishing  his  handkerchief  to  Trij^'s 
great  annoy 9nce»  who  was  obliged  to  shake  his  ears  to  put  theni 
back  in  their  place  after  the  titiilation  of  its  silken  corners. 

^^  Enough  of  Blubber,  sir,  and  aow  for  Bubble!"  cried  Harqa- 
duke,,  waving  his  hand,  and  speaking  with  mock  pomposity,-^ 
"  Lord  and  Lady  John  Bubble,"— Mr.  Simcoe  stood  still— '^  and 
the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Arlington," —  Mr.  Simcoe  opened  his 
mouth  and  bowed—''  my  brother,— Lady  Bubble  and  myself" — 
again  Mr.  Simcoe  bowed,  but  this  time  it  was  with  his  hands  upon 
his  heart, — ^^  are  anxious,  to  patronize  a  benefit  for  poor  Carlton," 
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"  At  Ihat  rate,  sir/*  said  Mr.  Simcoe,  reseating  himself,  "  I  can 
have  no  hesitation,  under  sqch  distinguished  patronage,  in  writing 
to  young  Blubber  by  this  night's  post,  and  engaging  him  for  what- 
ever night  you  will  be  pleased  to  appoint.'' 

**  The  26lh,  then,"  said  Marmaduke. 

"  The'26th — ^very  good,  sir,— the  26th  is  as  fair  a  night  as  any 
in  the  calendar,^ 

"  And  now  for  the  lerms — what  will  you  give  Carlton  ?" 

"  Would  you  think  150Z.  enough,  sir?" 

"  No,  sir,  I  should  not,  nor  anything  like  enough,"  cried  Mar- 
maduke, thumping  his  stick  on  the  ground  with  a  vehemence  that 
set  Trip  barking. 

*'  Well,  suppose  we  say  200Z,?" 

^^  Under  two  hundred  and  fifty,'*  said  Marmaduke,  rising  and 
buttoning  his  coat,  ^^  no  soul  belonging  tp  me  shall  enter  the  the- 
atre,— and  then  see  what  a  benefit  young  Blubber  will  have — very 
like  a  whale!" 

"  Well,  sir,"  resumed  Mr.  Simcoe,  with  more  nasal  sentiment- 
ality even  than  usual,  *'  Well,  sir,  I'm  sure  no  one  can  compas- 
sionate genius  in  distress  more  than  I  do,  and  I  look  upon  Carlton 
as  quite  a  genius — the  proof  of  it  is,  see  the  connection  his  talents 
have  eitbiled — he  could  not  have  a  belter  one  than  your  family  and 
the  Duke  of  Arlington's.  So  two  hundred  and  fifty  let  it  be,  though 
I  shaU  decidedly  lose  by  it;  but  that  is  of  Utile  import  when  it  is  to 
serve  a  fellow  creature  in  distress ;"  and  Mr.  Simcoe's  chest  seemed 
to  inflate  with  the  sudden  growth  of  his  benevolence.  "  And  now, 
sir,  it  only  remains  to  decide  on  the  pieces.  Young  Blubber,  I 
understand,  is  very  great  in  ^  Alexander  the  Great,'  and  for  the 
after-piece, '  Popping  thetjueslion,'  is  an  exceedingly  pretty  thing 
— ^Mrs.  Simcoe  has  met  with  great  applause  in  '  Miss  Winterblos- 
som,'  and  as  ^  ontheir  own  merits  modest  men  are  dumb,'  it  is  not 
for  me  to  speak  of  my  Mr.  Primrose,  but  it  has  been  reckoned  a 
posey,  sir,  I  assure  you." 

Marmaduke  was  about  to  assure  Mr.  Simcoe  that  he  was  at  liberty 
to  select  what  play  and  afler-piece  he  chose,  for,  as  Carlton  himself 
was  unable  to  act,  it  was  no  great  matter,  when  the  door  opened, 
and  Mrs.  Simcoe — not  in  the  black  cap,  crushed  yellow  roses,  and 
drab  curl  papers — ^but  in  a  very  splendid  green-velvet  bonnet,  black 
and  green  feathers,  black  velvet  dress,  and  velvet  shawl,  which 
partially  concealed  the  temporary  absence  of  her  stays,  entered , 
making  a  very  elegant  theatrical  curtsey,  followed  by  three  little 
merino-frocked,  light-ringleted  Simcoen  cherubs,  the  sweetness  of 
whose  barley-sugar  curl-papers  had  been  transferred  to  their  looks. 

''  Will  you  allo^'  mc  to  offer  you  any  refreshment,  ma'am?" 
lisped  Mrs.  Simcoe,  undulating  inld  a  graceful  bow  before  Miss 
Manners. 
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^'  None,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you/'  replied  she ;  '^  Tor  we  shall 
return  home  to  breakfast  almost  immediately/'  and  Theresa  turned 
lo  caress  the  little  Simcoes,  who  were  really  pretty  children,  while 
Marmaduke,  who  always  overflowed  with  gallantry  lo  the  j»ex,  pro- 
vided they  had  not  particularly,  that  is,  individually  offended  him, 
stood  bowing  like  a  tree  in  a  storm  to  their  mother. 

*'  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Simcoe  to  hi$  wife,  as  soon  a$  their  preli- 
minary ceremonies  were  ended  and  she  had  found  a  chair,  '^  Mr, 
Bubbly,  brother  to  Sir  Romulus  Bubble  of  Bubble-Hall,  has  kindly 
come  to  bespeak  a  benefit  on  the  twenty-sixth  for  poor  Carlton.  You 
know  the  interest  you  always  felt  about  Carlton  ?'' 

Mrs.  Simcoe  understood  the  hint,  and  throwing  a  Niobe  look  at 
two  of  her  own  children,  who  were  standing  near  her,  said  :  '*  Ah, 
poor  fellow!  what  a  blelhing  it  ith  that  hith  wife  left  no  babthes  be- 
hind her.  I  believe  he  hath  only  one  little  girl.'^  And  here  Mrs. 
Simcoe  rounded  her  elbow,  and  applied  her  pocket-handkerchief, 
for  about  a  quarter  of  an  instant,  to  each  eye  ^  and  then,  with  a  deep 
sigh,  let  it  leisurely  descend  with  her  hand  upon  her  lap. 

It  is  a  sad  thing,  but  no  less  true  than  sad,  that  under  no  circum- 
stances does  there  appear  to  be  room  enough  for  every  one  in  this 
world  ]  either  people  are  in  each  other's  way,  or  they  fancy  them- 
selves so,  which,  according  to  Bishop  Berkeley,  is  one  and  the  same 
thing.  Now  it  so  happened,  that  when  Mrs.  Simcoe  joined  the  party 
in  her  own  parlour,  Mr.  Simcoe  ( who  haled  his  wife  in  a  truly 
husbandly  manner,  and  therefore  always  adopted  the  best  and  most 
gentleman-like,  though  (he  rarest,  manner  of  showing  it— (hat  of 
being,  on  all  occasions,  exceedingly  civil  and  attentive  to  her ),  had 
risen  to  place  a  chair  for  her  near  the  fire— a  movement  which, 
simple  and  natural  as  it  was,  nevertheless  had  the  effect  of  revolutioni- 
zing all  Mr.  Trip's  dreams,  who  awaking  with  a  sound  that  was  half 
bark,  half  growl,  started  up,  and  very  reluctantly  vacated  his  place 
on  the  rug.  But  Trip  was  a  dog  not  only  of  resource  but  of  reselarch : 
and  being  driven  from  his  comfortable  quarters,  he  very  philosophi- 
cally went  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  round  the  room,  with  his  nose 
to  the  ground,  making  as  he  proceeded  a  sort  of  grunting  noise,  by 
way  of  accompaniment,  till  stopping  short  at  last  opposite  the  chaise- 
longue,  he  crouched  down  under  it,  and  presently  returned  with  an 
old  shoe,  which  only  raised  his  curiosity  still  further  ^  and  after  three 
or  four  more  journeys,  each  of  which  had  been  rewarded  with  a 
shoe  or  a  pair  of  dirty  gloves,  which  he  deposited  on  the  carpet^  he 
crept  under  for  the  last  time,  and  returned  with  a  quantity  of  very 
dusty  false  hair  in  his  mouth,  which  Mrs.  Jinks  would  have  called  a 
front.  This  last  prize  so  tickled  his  fancy  or  his  nose,  that  he  raced 
witii  it  in  triumph  round  the  room,  shaking  and  growling  at  it  at 
every  corner,— which  obstreperous  behaviour  roused  the  attention 
of  the  whole  party.  Mrs.  Simcoe  looked  as  if  she  would  have  tainted 
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when  she  saw  her  head-gear^  and  the  cast-off  ornaments  of  her 
hands  and  feet,  scattered  all  oter  the  room,  and  made  an  effort  to 
lay  the  accumulation  under  the  chaise  longue  upon  the  naughtiness 
i>r  the  children  ;  but  it  would  not  do— their  litUe  shrill  Yolces  put 
up  a  protest  against  the  accusation,  by  chronologically  reminding 
their  mamma  of  the  days,  hours,  and  seyeral  occasions  on  which 
shehad  with  her  own  hands  added  to  the  heap. 

Mr.  Simcoe  made  a  rapid  lour  of  the  room,  and  kindly  picked 
up  all  the  shoes  and  gloves,  which,  with  great  presence  of  mind,  he 
flung  into  the  next  room,  and  quickly  closed  the  door.  Miss  Manners 
and  Mr.  Howard — to  their  shame  be  it  said,  walked  to  the  window 
to  hide  their  laughter,  while  Marmaduke  rescued,  by  main  force 
and  a  pantomimic  blow  of  his  stick,  the  ill  fated  firizette  from  Trip's 
mouth,  and  placing  it  on  the  high  mantelpiece  safe  beyond  his  reach, 
without  even  looking  at  it,  lamented  with  many  bows  and  a  chari- 
table falsehood,  to  Mrs.  Simcoe,  that  his  dog  should  have  been  so 
mischievous  as  to  tear  the  horse-hair  out  of  her  sofa ! 

"  Oh,  it's  not  the  horse-hair  out  of  the  sofa  5  it's — "  commenced 
one  of  the  little  girls,  but  was  instantly  silenced  by  Mrs.  Simcoe  tell- 
ing her  and  her  sisters  to  go  up  stairs  and  gel  read;,  and  she  would 
take  them  out  to  walk. 

*'  Well  then,  sir,"  resumed  Mr.  Simcoe,  "  I'll  have  the  bills  put 
in  hand  immediately — and  the  twenty-sixth  is  the  evening  you  have 
finally  decided  upon  ?" 

^^  Yes,  the  twenty-sixth ;  let  me  see— that  is  in  about  ten  days." 

'^  I  only  hope,"  said  Mr.  Simcoe,  leisurely  rubbing  his  chin, 
''  that  young  Blubber  won't  be  engaged  at  Manchester  or  Liverpool 
before  he  gets  my  letter." 

'^  Blubber  or  no  Blubber,"  said  Marmaduke,  rising,  '^  the  play 
must  take  place  all  the  same,  and  the  house,  I  have  no  doubt,  will 
be  Just  as  full.  I  have  the  honour  of  wishing  you  good  morning, 
ma'am,"  added  he,  bowing  down  to  the  ground  sundry  times  to 
Mrg^  Simcoe ;  ''  and  I  must  again  apologize  for  my  dog's  ill-bred 
conduct  in  tearing  your  sofa.  The  only  reparation  he  can  make  is 
by  taking  a  box  for  the  twenty-sixth  \  so  have  the  goodness,  Mr.  Sim- 
coe, to  put  Mr.  Trip  down  for  a  box.  He  is  no  great  playgoer ;  but 
I  have  no  doubt  he  will  lend  his  box  to  some  of  those  puppies  in  the 
Lancers.  Good  morning  to  you." 

It  was  impossible  to  say  whether  Marmaduke's  bows  or  Mrs.  Sim- 
coe's  curtseys  preponderated,  till  he  reached  the  carriage. 

"  Shall  we  go  to  Carlton's  now  ?"  asked  Theresa,  as  soon  as  they 
were  seated. 

''  No,"  said  Marmaduke,  ''  not  yet ;  you  said  something  about 
his  faiaving  sold  his  books.  Do  you  know  where  it  was  he  sold  them?*' 

''I  rather  think  it  was  at  Palmer's." 
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^'  Drive  (o  Palmer's  the  bookseller,"  said  Marmaduke,  as  he 
drew  up  the  window. 

'^  Well,  you  are  a  very  great  darling,*'  said  Theresa,  kissing 
Marmaduke,  as  the  carriage  drove  on. 

^^Nay,  if  you  get  upon  that  chapter/'  replied  he,  patting- her 
under  the  chin,  '^you  are  at  the  beginning  and  end  of  it  ail. 
Miss  Tessy." 

'<I  only  know,"  laughed  Cecil,  ^'that  /  feel  particularly  ill- 
used  in  the  turn  the  business  has  jdst  taken ;  but,  as  Mr.  McPhin 
truly  observes,  Miss  Manners  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  herself  for 
wasting  on  'dumb  bastes  what  ony  gudechf  istian  would  be  glod  of.' " 

'^Thank  you  for  the  complimtot,"  said  Marmadoke;  '^however 
I  accept  it  for  its  novelty — for  it's  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  was 
ever  <;alled  a  dumb  beast." 

*M  don't  know,"  replied  Cecil;  '*as  Mr.  Simcoe  pithily  re- 
marked, '  on  their  own.  merits  modest  men  are  dumb,'  at  whidk 
rale,  your  dumbness  is  clearly  established*,  though  I  must  f^in 
confess  you  are  as  far  from  the  beast  as  ever." 

'^  Come',"  said  Marmaduke,  as  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  book- 
seller's door,  *'  you  had  belter  get  out  of  the  carriage,  Master 
Howard  \  for  you'll  find  that  easier  than  getting  out  of  your  scrape, 
I  suspect." 

Mr.  Palmer's  shop  was  situated  near  the  Talbot,  and  as  the  trio 
alighted,  they  perceived  a  travelling  carriage  at  the  door  of  the 
hotel.  Theresa  turned  her  head  to  see  who  the  person  was,  about 
^  to  enter  the  carriage.  It  was  a  gentleman  :  his  foot  was  on  the  first 
step;  but  his  features  were  so  hidden  by  the  fur  collar  of  his  great 
coat,  that  had  he  not  also  turned  his  head  to  look  at  her,  she  would 
not  have  perceived  that  the  traveller  was  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon*  The 
recognition  being  mutual,  he  could  not  avoid  coming  to  speak  to 
her  ^  and  after  having  bowed  to  Marmaduke,  he  asked  her,  with 
some  hesitation,  if  he  could  do  anything  for  her  in  London,  whither 
he  was  going  on  his  way  to  Italy. 

Theresa  blushed  deeply  as  she  thanked  him,  and  said,  ''  she  did 
not  want  anything" — and  then  to  hide  her  embarassment,  asked 
'^  if  he  had  been  staying  all  this  time  at  Lord  Francis's?" 

''Yes,"  said  he,  "I  have  been  detained  there  by  illness,  and 
have  still  a  troublesome  cough,  which  they  are  sending  me  to  Italy 
to  deposit." 

"  I  am  doubly  sorry  for  your  departure,"  said  Theresa,  "  first, 
for  the  cause  of  it,  and  next,  that  you  will  not  be  at  the  tournament.'^ 

"  Had  not  Miss  Manners  a  thousand  worthier  knights,  I  should 
certainly  stay  to  wear  her  colours  and  maintain  the  pre-eminence 
of  her  beauty— -but  as  it  is,  my  humble  homage  cannot  be  missed,'^ 
sighed  Mr.  Stuart  Vernon.  As  he  took  off  his  hat  to  bow  his  adieus 
to  Marmaduke  and  Theresa,  the  latter  intuitively  held  out  her 
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hand^  which  was  for  a  moment  pressed  by  her  rejected  lover,  who 
then  hurried  away  to  his  carriage. 

'^P»or  Mr.  Stuart  Yernon-^what  a  terrible  cough  ho  has  got/' 
said  she,  turning  to  Cecil. 

*^You  seem  to  feel  it  terribly.  Miss  Manners,''  said  he,  with  a 
cold  supercilious  sneer,  while  the  fiery  flashing  of  his  eye  formed  a 
fearful  contrast  to  the  measured  coldness  of  his  words. 

^'  Nay,  Cecil,  is  this  kind?-^is  it  just?"  said  Theresa,  in  a  low 
voice,  placing  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and  looking  up  imploringly 
in  his  face,  as  they  followed  Marmaduke  into  the  shop. 

^^  Very  kind.  As  to  the  justice  of  it,  that  is  quite  anol)ier  afifair. 
You  doubly  regretted  his  going  abroad,  because  he  would  not  be 
at  the  tournament — of  course  he'll  be  there  after  so  anxious,  so 
pressing  an  invitation,  or  he  does  not  deserve  lo  be  a — ^what  he 
evidently  is — the  favoured  lover  of  Miss  Manners,"  said  Cecil,  his 
whole  face  working  convulsively,  as  he  rudely  shook  off  Theresa's 
small  trembling  hand. 

For  a  moment  her  face  flushed,  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears  ^ 
but  her  pride  as  a  woman — ^her  dignity  as  a  woman,  being  come 
to  her  assistance,  and  armed  her  against  such  unprovoked  jealousy, 
such  unmerited  harshness — and  she  replied  calmly  and  firmly 
without  a  particle  of  temper  or  a  shadow  of  resentment — ^^Miss 
Manners,  from  this  time,  has  no  ^  favoured  lover,'  and  consequently 
acknowledges  no  one  who  has  the  imaginary  right  of  exercising 
injustice  towards  her." 

Cecil  stood  4ike  one  who  had  suddenly  awoke  from  a  dream,  and  • 
found  himself  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice. — ^'Theresa!"  said  he, 
but  Theresa  had  walked  on  and  was  talking  to  Marmaduke. 

"  Here  is  a  very  curious  old  book,  sir,  quite  in  your  way,"  said 
Mr.  Palmer  to  the  latter,  holding  up  an  old  black  leather  book 
inlaid  with  gold,  and  closed  with  large  gold  clasps. — ''  It  is  '  The 
Mirroure  of  Golde  for  the  Sinful  Soule,  traunslated  from  the  French 
traunslalion  of  the  right  Godlie  Boke,  Speculum  aureum  peccalo- 
run^ ;  by  the  lady  Margaret  Countess  of  Richmond  and  Derby,' 
'^and  what  enhances  the  value  of  the  book,  sir,^'  continued  Mr. 
Palmer,  ^'is,  that.atone  period  it  appears  to  have  been  the  gift  of 
Sir  Thomas  Malevcrer  to  Oliver  Cromwell's  favourite  daughter,  for 
in  the  fly-leaf  is  written — 'To  the  lady  Claypole — the  gift  of  her 
and  his  Highness  the  Lord  Protector's  faithfull  servitor,  Thomas 
Maleverer.— June  13lh,  1650;'  and  really  very  cheap,  sir,  only 
ten  guineas." 

''  I'll  talk  to  you  about  that  by-and-bye,"  said  Marmaduke,  ^^  but 
I  want  to  purchase  some  other  books  from  you  just  now.  ^^  Bid 
not  a  poor  man,"  added  he,  lowering  his  voice,  and  taking  a  me- 
morandum written  on  a  slip  of  paper  In  pencil,  out  of  his  waist- 
coal-pocket,  as  he  perceived  a  tall  dark  genlleman-Iikc,  but  foreign- 
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looking  man  standing  looking  over  a  book  at  the  other  end  of  the 
counter;  ^^did  not  a  poor  man  dispose  of  these  books  to  vou  at  a 
very  moderate  price,  some  short  lime  ago— the  *De  Rerum  Nature 
of  Lucretius'— a  'Livy' — Charles  Lamb's  'Essays  of  Elia'— John 
Wilson's  >  Isle  of  Palms/  and  some  other  books  ? " 

"  He  did,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Palmer ;  '*  not  wanting  them,  I  gave 
him  quite  as  much  as  I  could  alfford^-^nd  you  shall  have  them  for 
what  they  cost  me." 

''Agreed,"  said  Marmaduke;  "and  now  I  have  another  matter 
to  talk  to  you  about,  .  There  is  to  be  a  benefit  at  the  Iheatte  on  the 
twenty-sixth,  in  which  I  am  very  much  interested,  and  I  wish 
you  to  exert  yourself  in  every  possible  way  about  it,  so  as  to  secure 
a  good  house." 

"  You  may  rely  upon  my  doing  everything  In  my  power,  sir," 
bowed  Mr.  Palmer. 

While  Marmaduke  was  engaged  with  the  bookseller,  the  tall 
stranger,  who  might  have  been  about  fifty,  but  was  sliil  remarkaUy 
handsome,  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Theresa-- a  proceeding  that 
Mr.  Howard  was  not  in  a  position  to  remark  or  to  resent,  as  he  had 
sealed  himself  at  a  table,  slouched  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  leaut  his 
cheek  on  one  hand,  while,  with  his  cane  in  the  other,  he  kept 
making  a  noise  upon  the  floor,  the  furthest  possible  removed  from 
music. 

"Perhaps  Miss  Manners  will  be  tempted. with  the  Gountess^^of 
Richmond's  book,"  resumed  Mr.  Palmer. 

At  the  mention  of  her  nam^,  the  stranger  seemed  to  regard  her 
still  more  intenily,  and  approached  nearer  to  where  she  stood, 
under  the  pretext  of  looking  at  the  book. 

''  Well,"  said  Marmaduke,  "here  are  ten  guineas — shall  we  toss 
up  whether  the  poor  player  or  the  relative  of  thirty  monarchs  gets 

them'?" 

''Oh  no,  dear  uncle,"  cried  Theresa,  "let  the  blind  goddess  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it,  but  give  them  at  once  to  Carlton." 

"  I'm  sure,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Palmer,  "  ypu  deserve  to  be  rich, 
when  you  can  he  so  liberal  even  to  a  poor  person,  that  has.no 
claims  upon  you." 

^'  Even  self-interest,  sir,"  said  the  stranger,  addressing  Mr.  Pal- 
mer, but  keeping  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Theresa,  "is  a  motive  for 
benevolence.  There  are  none  so  low  but  may  have  it  in  their 
power,  at  one  lime  or  other,  to  repay  a  good  office.  Knowledge  of 
the  world  is  nothing  more  thao  knowledge  how  to  put  one's  cha- 
racter and  conduct  out  at  interest ;  and,  this  being  a  commercial 
country,  the  business  may  often  be  carried  on  by  retail  j  for  which 

'  Bishop  Fisher  says  of  this  lady,  who  was  daughter  of  John  Beaufort,  Duke  of  Somer- 
set, wife  of  Edmund,  Earl  of  Richmond,  and  mother  of  Henry  VII.  "  that  by  her  birth 
and  marriage,  she  was  retaled  to  thirty  kings  and  queens,  within  the  fourth  degree,  either 
of  blood  or  affinity." 

16 
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reason,  pot  my  name  down  for  a  box  for  the  Iwenty-sixth,  and  here 
is  the  money,"  added  he,  giving  the  bookseller  ten  poands ; 
after  wmch  he  gathered  up  his  cloak,  and,  for  the  first  time,  casting 
a  look  at  Mr.  Howard,  walked  out  of  the  shop. 

Marmaduke  foHowed  him,  and,  looking  afler  him  as  he  walked 
up  the  street,  kept  exclaiming,  "Qever— right-minded— sensible 
man.  Egad !  I  should  like  to  know  him,"  and  then,  returning  into 
the  shop,  said  to  Mr.  Palmer,  "  Who  is  my  worthy  friend  that  was 
here  just  now? — ought  lo  know  him — must  know  him — name- 
address?"  added  he,  sefting  a  pen  and  dipping  it  into  the  ink,  as 
be  harpooned  a  whole  quire  of  paper  towards  him. 

**His  name  is  Ormond,  sir,*'  smiled  Mr.  Palmer;  *^he  is  a 
foreign  gentleman,  I  believe,  and,  apparently  enormously  rich. 
He  has  been  staying  at  the  Talbot  about  a  week.  He  seems  very 
inquisitive  in  his  inquiries  about  all  the  families  in  the  neigh- 
•bourhood.  He  has  also  given  me  some  very  large  orders;  aihong 
oihen,  all  the '  Shakspeare  Gallery,'  and  the  '  Hlustrations'  of  Scott 
and  Byron,  magniflceotty  bound  in  russia  with  real  gold  clasps  and 
corners.  Very  splendid,  isnHit,  sir?  Andtlusis  all  I  know  about  him." 

''Ask  bim  to  the  tournament— ask  him  to  the  tournament,"  mut- 
tered Marmadiike,  writing  very  fast;  but,  suddenly  slopping,  he 
*  added,  pressing  down  the  crown  of  his  hat  and  buttoning  up  his 
coat,  preparatory  to  his  rushing  out  of  the  shop,  ^'  No,  that's  not 
ll^e  way  to  do  the  thing  either — ^must  be  like  other  people — run 
after  him— ^hake  hands  with  him — ask  him  to  dinner— that's  it." 
And,  so  saying,  he  darted  out  of  the  shop  and  set  off  for  the  Talbot,  • 
full  gallop,  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  breaking  his  neck  along  the 
slippery  flags. 

During  his  absence,  Mr.  Howard  raised  his  eyes  very  humbly 
and  imploringly  to  Miss  Manners's  face ;  but  she  was  so  occupied, 
looking  into  "The  Mirroure  of  Golde,"  that  she  could  not  reflect 
back  a  single  expression  of  his  features.  So  he  was  fain  to  replace 
his  cheek  in  his  hand,  and  return  his  eyes  to  the  ground.  Truly  may 
it  be  said  that  "  the  tongue  is  an  unruly  member ! "  From  lovers 
down  to  lapdogs  (vide  the  kicks  got  by  barking  among  the  latter) ; 
for  one  scrape  it  gets  them  out  of,  it  brings  them  into  fifty. 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  Marmaduke  returned.  ''  It's  all  right," 
said  he,  "all  right;  he  dines  with  us,  to-morrow.  Why^  Howard, 
what's  the  matter?" 

*«  I  was — I  am — ^that  is,  I — have — a  very  bad  head*ache." 

' '  Hang  me  if  I  don't  think  there's  something  in  the  air  of  Shrews- 
bury that  makes  you  ill.  Bon't  you  remember  how  ill  you  were 
once  before  at  the  Talbot — the  very  day  Theresa  got  the  small-pox  ?  " 
said  Marmaduke.  "A^  fcny  illustrious  sister  Prudence  would  say, 
perhaps  it  is  coming  out  before  breakfast.  Shall  we  go  back  now, 
and  drive  over  afler  to  see  Carlton? " 
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"By  no  means,"  said  Cecil,  rising,  ^Ml  will  do  me  good  «o  «o 
there.  I  like  to  see  miserable  people." 

"  Tbe  deuce  you  do ! "  c^i^d  Marmaduke^  "  then  I  can't  say  I 
admire  your  taste ;  for  there  should  not  be  such  a  tiling  in  the  world 
if  I  could  help  it.  Good  day  to  you,  Mr,  Palmer.  Theresa,  mind  how 
you  get  into  the  carriage,  unless  you  wish  to  sprain  your  ancle  and 
look  miserable,  that  Howard  may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  " 

"  One  must  not  always  look  as  one  feels,"  said  Theresa,  in  a  low 
voice,  as  Cecil  handed  her  into  the  carriage. 

"  Nor  say  what  one  feels,"  sighed  he,  pressing  the  hand  she  had 
no  power  to  withdraw. 

On  arriving  at  Carlton's,  Mrs.  Brand  opened  the  door,  putting 
forth  as  many  curtseys  as  a  tree*  does  leaves  in  May.  *'  Dear  heart 
Miss,"  said  she  to  Theresa,  "  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  looking  so 
^ell.  She'vegot  over  it  purely,  haven't  she,  sir?"  added  she,  turning 
to  Cecil.   "  I'm  sure,  sir,  you  was  quite  as  good  a  nurse  as  I  was 
every  bit!"  ' 

"Well,  Mrs.  Brand,  how  is  your  patient?"  asked  Marmaduke, 
who  had  lingered  behind  to  bring  the  books  out  of  the  carriage. 

"Why,  sir,  he  have  been  terrible  light-headed  and  delirious- 
like  all  night,  a  raving  about  his  poor  wife.  Ah,  poor  soul !  she  and 
the  babby  were  buried  Ihis  morning.  He  do  know  nothing  of  it : 
indeed,  he's  asleep  now,  and  have  been  Itifese  two  hours;  for  the 
doctor  gived  him  some  opium.  But  the  poor  little  girl  did  take  on 
terrible,  to  be  sure;  she's  now  a  lying  on  the  sofa,  crying  ready  to 
break  her  heart." 

"  Poor  litlle^lhing ! "  sighed  Theresa. 

"Mrs.  Brand,  Mrs.  Brand,"  cried  Marmaduke,  in  a  wliisper 
over  the  bannisters,  as  he  went  up-slairs  on  lip-loe,  "why  don't 
you  muffle  these  confounded  stairs  lo  prevent  their  creaking?  No 
wonder  the  poor  man  is  in  a  brain  fever.  Such  an  infernal  noise  is 
enough  to  put  any  one  out  of  their  senses! " 

As  soon  as  Miss* Manners  opened  the. door  of  the  sitting-room,  * 
Blanche  raised  her  head,  and  seeing  who  it  was,  ran  to  her,  and, 
throwing  her  arms  round  Theresa's  waist,  hid  her  face  and  sobbed 
out,  "God  has  taken  them  now  quile-^quite  away,  and  I  shall 
never,  never  see  them  again !  Oh,  why  can't  yesterday  come  back? 
they  were  in  the  house  then,  though  they  would  not  speak  to  me  ? " 

"  Hush,  love,"  said  Theresa,  drawing  her  to  the  sofa,  and  seating 
tfae*poor  child  in  her  lap,  while  Cecil  placed  a  footstool  for  her,  and 
then  stood  with  folded  arms  looking  at  them  both,  "  hush,  love,  or 
you  will  disturb  your  papa-,  remember  how  ill  he  is," 

"Oh!  I  do  remember  it!"  wept  Blanche,  convulsively  clasping 
lier  little  hands;  "he  won't  die  too?— only  say  he  won't  and  I'll 
not— I'll  try  and  not  cry  any  more," 
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"No,  he  won't— al  least,  I  hope  and  pray  that  he  won't/'  said 
Theresa,  kissing  the  little  girl,  and  rocking  her  as  she  spoke. 

On  entering  the  room^  Marmaduke  had  not  dared  to  look  at  the 
child ;  but  in  order  to  render  himself,  as  it  were,  sorrow-proof, 
had  made  straight  for  the  book-shelf,  with  his  head  in  the  air,  his 
hat  on  the  back  of  his  head,  his  nose  twitching  and  his  eyes 
blinking.  After  he  had  carefully  and  separately  replaced  the  books 
he  had  brought  back  among  their  former  companions,  he  as  care- 
fully  dusted  his  shoes  with  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  then, 
finding  it  impossible  to  stop  his  cars,  and  shut  out  what  was  passing 
between  Blanche  and  Theresa,  his  eyes  began  to  blink  more  than 
ever,  as  he  rubbed  them  and  commenced  complaining  of  the  "  con- 
founded easterly  winds,"  after  which,  clearing  his  throat  with  two 
or  4hrce  hems  and  searching  his  pockets  for  some  sugar-plums, 
with  which  he  had  come  ready-armed  (a  precaution  he  always  took 
when  a  cliild  was  in  the  case),  he  marched  boldly  towards  the  sofa, 
with  no  other  symj^tom  of  fear  than  what  might  be  suspected,  from 
the  still  rampant  position  of  his  head ;  when  he  arrived  al  the  sofa, 
a  fact  that  he  was  app/'ised  of  by  entangling  his  foot  in  Theresa's 
dress,  and,  nearly  tumbling  over  the  stool,  he  addressed  Blanche  as 
follows,  carefully  turning  his  head  away,  and  groping  about  with 
his  hand  to  feel  where  she  was,  while  every  third  word  he  accom- 
panied by  rubbing  hj^  eyes,  and  exclaiming,  "confound  these 
easterly  winds ! " 

"A-hem—good  child — very  good  child— don't  cry.  I'll  nurse 
you,  and  wash  you,  and  dress  you,  and  teach  you,  and,  if  it  must 
be,  whip  you  myself,  and  I've  no  doubt  you'll  be  as  happy  as  the  day 
is  long— no  doubt  of  it— confound  those  easterly  winds! — don't 
think  me  an  unfeeling  old  rascal — I'm  just  as  sorry  for  you,  indeed 
I  am,  as  if  I  were  to  cry  and  look  miserable — confound  these 
easterly  winds!— as  that  young  gentleman  there  likes  to  see  people 
—but  we  won't  be  miserable  to  please  him— no,  that  we  won't— 
and — and — now,  my  dear,  give  me  a  kiss." 

The  child  slowly  raised  her  head,  having  an  intuitive  conviction 
that  the  extraordinary  harangue  she  had  just  heard  was  kindness  in 
a  new  and  strange  form ;  Marmaduke  also  slowly  turned  his  head, 
but  it  had  still  to  undergo  another  process,  that  of  being  lowered 
ere  he  could  perceive  Blanche's  face :  he  had  no  sooner  done  so 
than  he  started  back,  exclaiming, — 

"  Good  heavens !  child,  where  did  you  get  that  face?— Who  are 
you? — What  are  you?" 

"The  most  miserable  child  in  the  world,"  said  she,  again  bursting 
into  tears,  and  burying  her  f«ce  in  Theresa's  bosom. 

"Poor  child!  poor  child!"  said  Marmaduke,  pacing  up  and 
down  the  room,  "beg  pardon— beg  pardon— did  not  mean  to  make 
you  cry,  but  it's  very  strange— very  strange— very." 
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''  What  is  very  slrange,  dear  uncle? "  asked  Theresa. 
"Why,  that— everything— nothing— she  ought  lo  be  at  school. 
Theresa,  remember,  she  mqsl  go,  and  you  must  find  out  the  best, 
where  they  will  be  kind  to  her,  and  lake  care  of  her— poor  ehild — 
poor  child — I  wish  I  had  not  seen  her.'' 

•Theresa,  who  saw  by  his  manaer  that  he  was  agitated  and  exeiled 
by  something  more  than  Ihe  mere  grief  of  the  child,  great  as  it  was, 
refrained  from  asking  him  any  more  questions  ^  but  men,  who  have 
less  tact,  or  less  feeling,  are  not  so  tender  of  each  other's  feelings, 
and  this  it  was  that  caused  Cecil  to  commit  the  '  gaucherie '  of  again 
asking  him  if  there  was  anything  the  matter? 

"Nothing — nothing  more  than  usual,"  replied  Marmaduke, 
pettishly,  "  only  that  Vm  an  old  fool— and— that  I  always  am ;  but 
the. poor  man — we  have  not  seen  him  yet."  • 
"Mrs.  Brand  said  he  was  asleep,"  said  Theresa. 
"Ah,  true,  I  forgot.  Good  heavens !  it  is  extraordinary  I "  added 
he,  again  looking  at  Blanche,  and  then  turning  away.  He  leant  his 
head  against  the  wall  and  sighed  deeply. 

"Bear  uncle,"  said  Theresa,  gently  laying  her  hand  upon  his 
arra,  "  I  fear  you  are  not  well?" 

"  Very  well,"  said  he,  turning  round  and  dashing  a  tear  from 
his  eye.  "Very  well, — confound  these  easterly  winds! — only  it's 
a  terrible  thing,  child,  when  one's  head  is  white,  that  ona's  heart 
should  still  be  green !  and— poverty  is  a  terrible  thing,  a  very  ter- 
rible thing.  Howard,  my  boy,  when  you  marry,  let  your  wife  be  a 
skinny,  sharp  devil  of  forty-five,  with  a  perfect  knowledge  of  ac- 
counts, a  keen  eye  to  the  weight  of  butter,  and  the  Hghts  and  shades 
of  beef  and  mutton.  Let  her  hear  no  music  but  the  jingle  of  keys, 
and  the  scrubbing  of  floors.  Buy  her  a  boy  and  a  basket,  and  waste 
ncf  money  in  presents  on  her  beyond,  it  may  be,  a  Moore's  Alma- 
nack, or  a  Ready  Reckoner  for  a  Christmas-box." 
''  Very  good  advice,"  said  Cecil,  trying 'to  smile. 
*'  Bui  do  you  mean  to  take  it,  sir! — do  you  mean  to  take  it?" 
said  Marndaduke,  walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  his  hands 
behind  him. 

**  I'd  rather  not  take  the  wife  you've  described,  I  confess,"  said 
Cecil. 

*'Ah,  there  it  is,  that's  the  way  with  you  all  5  I  suppose  you'd 
rather  have  one  of  another  pattern— a  bale  of  lilies  and  roses,  who 
looked  moon-beams,  could  play  on  the  piano,  and  did'nt  know  a 
pickle  from  a  pop-gun." 

Here  Mrs.  Brand  came  curtseying  into  the  room,  lo  say,  that 
Carlton  was  still  asleep,  but  Ihat  Mr.  Lance,  the  apothecary,  who 
had  seen  him,  thought  him  better. 

*' Lance!  Lance!"  cried  Marmaduke,  "all  humbug— send  for 
Churchill,  and  tell  him  that  it  is  me  he  is  attending,  and  that  I  must 
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have  every  attention,  and  be  treated  as  the  case  requires— and  mind 
you  are  very  attentive  to  me  too,"  added  he,  putting  a  couple  of 
sovereigns  into  Mrs.  Brand's  hand-,  "and  above  afl,  to  that  poor 
child,  till  she  goes  to  school,  which  will  be  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  God  bless  you  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Brand  curtseying  down  to  the 
ground,  as  Marmaduke  went  down  stairs—"  you  may  depend  upon 
my  taking  every  care  of  Ihem  both,  and  I'm  sure,  my  lillle  d^ar," 
continoed  she,  turning  to  Blanche,  whom  Theresa  was  kissing, 
previous  to  her  departure—"  you'll  try  and  not  take  on  so,  for  the 
sake  of  this  dear  good  lady,  and  all  the  gentlefolks  as  haveJbeen  so 
good  to  you." 

"  I  will  do  anything  for  you,"  said  Blanche,  throwing  her  arms 
round  Theresa's  neck ; "  but  indeied,  indeed,  I  cannot  help  crying.** 
**  I  cannot  expect  thai  you  should,"  replied  Theresa,  applying 
her  pocket-handkerchief  to  her  own  eyes, "  only  be  a  good  girl,  keep 
as  quiet  as  possible,  and  lake  whatever  Dr.  Churchill  orders  you." 
"  I  will,"  sobbed  the  child,  as  they  parted. 
Their  drive  home  was  performed  in  silence,  as  Marmaduke  found 
the  easterly  winds  exceedingly  troublesome;  and  neither  Mr.  Ho- 
ward nor  M^ss  Manners's  thoughts  were  of  a  nature  to  be  loquacious 
upon,  at  least  before  a  third  person.  On  their  return,  they  found  the 
whole  party  assembled  at  breakfast ;  Marmaduke  informed  his  bro- 
ther of  the  invitation  he  had  given  Mr.  Ormond  to  the  tournament. 
"  My  dearj  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  "  I  like  to  pdt  a  little 
poetry  in  what  I  do,  and  manage  things  a  little  out  of  the  common 
routine ;  now,  I'd  have  waited  lo  get  introduced  to  the  Algerine,  at 
a  county  ball ;  after  which,  I'd  have  asked  him  to  dinner — do  you 
approve  of  that  plan?"  added  he  appealing  to  all  around. 
"  Oh,  beyond  everything!"  responded  Miss  Prudence.         ^ 
**  Who  is  Mr.  Ormond  ?"  asked  Lady  Bubble. 
"  A  very  worthy,  excellent  man,  or  I'll  forfeit  my  ears — a(nd 
Trip's  to  boot,"  replied  Marmaduke. 

"  Oh  dear,  all  your  geese  are  swans,  Marmaduke ;  and  I'll  give 
you  my  head  if  he's  not  some  impostor!"  said  Miss  Prudence,  stir- 
ring her  tea  energetically. 

**  Done !"  cried  Marmaduke,  "  I  accept  the  wager ;  for  as  a  great 
man  once  truly  observed — trifling  gifts,  of  no  value,  cement  friend- 
ship." 

*^0h !  have  you  heard,  Marmaduke?"  commenced  Miss  Prudence, 
but  was  interrupted  by  Sir  Romulus  calling  out. — 

"  Hush!  my  dear,  my  dear,  I'm  telling  a  witty  story ;  Lady  Joha 
was  saying  she  did  not  like  tea  without  sugar,  upon  which  I  said 
—well,  if  you  don't  like  it  you  must  lump  it— alluding  to  the  lumps 
of  sugar ;  ha !  ha !  ha !  do  you  approve  of  my  wit?" 

*'  Oh,  beyond  everything!  dear,  how  droll !  but  I  was  going  to 
tell  Marmaduke  of  Lord  John's  goodness,  in  making  Mr.  Town  his 
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private  secretary  ^  oh !  'ds  such  a  (hiiig  for  him,  with  his  young 
family ;  I'm  s\ire  I  don't  Icnow  haw  they  aH  live." 

"  How  do  much  poorer  people's  children  li^e?"  pshawed  Mar- 
maduke. 

"  Eh,  sir,"  groaned  Mr.  McWiin,  as  he  laid  down  his  knife  atid 
fork,  and  raised  the  drum-stick  of  a  turkey  to  his  mouth  with  his 
right-hand,  and  gnawed  itas  he  spoke—*'  eh,  sir,  it  strikes  me  that 
the  half  of  them  live  like  young  bears,  by  suiSking  their  paws',  for 
six  months  out  of  the  twelve^- — " 

'f  So  that  when  hungry"  said  Marmaduke,  "  I  suppose  they  soli- 
loquize with  Hamlet^  and  say,  ' must  give  us  paws !'" 

Cecil  felt  it  a  great  relief  to  hear  of.Mr.  Town's  good  fortune,  as 
it  precluded  the  so  long  dreaded  possibility  of  his  being  oflfered 
fhhl  enviable  post  under  Lord  John.  Miss  Manners  soon  finished 
her  breakfast,  and  rose  to  leave  the  room ;  which  Mr.  Howard  per- 
ceiving, followed  her  out  5  and  as  she  was  about  to  cross  the  passage, 
caught  hold  of  her  dress. 

"  Theresa !  ■'  said  ho,  "  stay  one  moment,  only  hear  me— forgive 

me  this  once— ^nd  never "  but  here  a  servant  emerged  from  the 

inner  ha]l,  and  Miss  Manners  walked  on  into  the  library,  whither 
Mr.  Howard  fallowed  her ;— they  were  alone— he  closed  the  door, 
and  flung  himself  at  her  feet;  exclaimed  passionately— ''dearest, 
dear  Thermal  forget,  forgive  me  if  you  cad!  and  never!  never! 
shall  you  again  have  cause  to  be  angry  with  me!  " 

^^It  is  not  anger,  Cecil,  it  is  sorrow,"  said  she,  as  her  hot  tears 
fell  upon  his  clasped  hands — "  what  chance  have  we  of  happiness! 
if  you  can,  without  the  slightest  foundation,  degrade  me  and  your- 
self by  such  unworthy  suspicions?  no,  no,  it  is  belter  to  retreat  with 
the  flragment  of  a  heart,  than  to  have  it  daily  broken  in  a  thousand 
pieces,  and  linger  through  life  with  it  in  that  slate — yes,  for  every 
reason,  it  is  belter.  Poor  Carlton's  story  is  still  ringing  in  my  ear— 
it  was  an  viterposition  of  Providence  that  I  should  have  heard  it ;  no 
man  can,  I  fear — ^bear  up  against  the  eternal  frettings  and  sinkings 
of  poverty.  Blanche  Nugent  was  a  thousand  times  my  superior  in 
every  way ;  and  if  she  could  not  suffice  for  Carlton,  how  shouhl  I 
ever  suffice  for  you?  Cecil,  we  will,  we  must  part !  I  have  no  father, 
no  brother,  no  relations  nearer  than  those  I  am  with;  weie  I  to 
marry  you,  in  you  not  only  would  be  centred  my  fate,  but  my  life 
itself :  what  a  perilous  thing  then  would  it  be  to  risk  my  all,  with  so 
great  a  chance  of  shipwreck,  amid  the  shoals  and  quicksands  of 
jealousy  and  suspicion,  which  the  warning  beacons  of  your  own 
impetuous  temper  have  so  clearly  pointed  out.  No,  no,**  faltered 
she,  turning  from  him  to  leave  the  500m— "you  will  find  some 
one  more  worthy  of  you,  better  calculated  to  make  you  happy,  to 

*  It  is  a  well  known  fact,  that  bears  can  subsist  for  the  six  winter  months  withoaifood 
by  merely  sucking  their  paws. 
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(AMn  your  confidence  ^  but  none  that  wiU  love  you  more  sincerely 
than  I^have—I  mean  than  I  could  have  done/' 

"  Oh  heavens!  what  a  monster— what  a  wretch  I  have  been !" 
cried  Cecil,  rising  and  placing  his  back  against  the  door,  and  seizing 
both  her  hands.  "  Only  hear  me,  Theresa !— I  solemnly  swear—" 

"  Nay,"  interrupted  she,  shaking  her  head  mournfully,  "  do 
not  swear  :  men's,  oaths  I  fear  are  but  recorded  falsehoods.  I  want 
no  witnesses  against  you." 

"  Well,  then,  I  will  not  swear  ^  but,  by  all  my  hopes  here  and 
beyond  the  grave,  I  here  promise  that  if  my  own  love  will  only 
forgive  me  this  once,  she  may  and  shall  discard  me  without  mercy 
or  appeal  the  next  time  I  evince  the  slightest  shadow  of  Jealousy. 
It  is  not  jealousy,  dearest— it  is — hang  it ! — you  are  so  much  too 
good  for  me,  that  I  am  in  constant  fear  of  losing  you." 

'^  Ah!"  sighed  Theresa,  *^  perfect  love  casteth  out  fear." 

^*  Yes,"  rejoined  Cecil,  as  his  arm  encircled  her  waist,  and  bis 
lips  approached  her  ear  with  a  strange  murmuring  that  might  have 
puzzled  the  most  scientific  in  such  matters  to  determine  whether  it 
was  a  kiss  or  a  whisper;  ^^  yes,  and  perfect  love  cannot  cast  away 
what  it  has  once  loved."  ' 

Be  this  as  it  might,  Miss  Manners  remained  silent  for  about  a 
minute  :  perhaps  it  was  that  she  did  not  like  to  differ  from  Mr. 
Howard,  or  it  might  be  that  she  was  afraid  of  disturbing  her  ring- 
lets, which  seemed  to  repose  very  comfortably  on  his  cheek.  At 
length,  she  raised  her  head,  and  looking  in  his  eyes  as  well  as  she 
could  through  the  tears  that  were  in  her  own — 

^^  Ah  Cecil!"  said  she,  ^^  I  fear  it  is  not  we  women  but  you  men 
who  like  to  be  treated  like  fools.  I  am  convinced  that  you  do  not 
like  to  be  loved  rationally  and  genuinely,  or  you  would  be  satisO^ 
with  the  sacrifices  we  are  always  willing  to  tnake  to  your  feelings, 
without  requiring  such  constant  ovations  to  your  vanity.  I  know 
that  were  I  to  say  that  I  would  never  speak  to,  bow  to,  or  look,  at 
Mr.  Stuart  Yernon,  let  me  meet  him  when  or  where  I  might,  that 
would  please  you  more  than  anything  I  could  do.  But  I  think  it 
would  be  derogatory  to  you  as  a  human  being  to  ask  such  a  pro- 
mise, or  me  to  make  it." 

^'  Ak,  there's  the  difference !  I  would  not  think  anything  deroga- 
tory to  me  that  could  please  or  gratify  you,"  said  Cecil. 

''  No  doubt,  for  a  short  time,  you  would  not ;  but  if  I  required  to 
be  treated  like  a  fool,  I  should  expect.to  be  deceived  like  one  too." 

^^  Well,  well,"  said  Cecil,  again  falling  at  her  feet,  ^'  only  iry 
me,  and  the  very  first  tinge  of  Jealousy  you  detect  in  me,  you  may 
discard  me  without  one  wQr^  of  explanation  or  defence." 

"  The  first  time,  CecUr 

"  The  first  time,  dearest." 

Whelher  it  is  that  lovers  have  a  noble  ambition  to  push  Iheir  ver- 
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salility  beyond  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  who  only  professed  to  be 
tired  of  being  always  wise,  and  therefore  gave  his  daughters  half-a- 
crown  to  get  their  fortunes  told,  I  know  not ;  but  certain  it  is  that 
the  former  pyrotecbnic  gentry  seem  to  hate  an  insuperable  aversion 
to  being  ever  wise ;  for  no  sooner  do  they  arrive  at  some  resolution 
bordering  on^at  Siberia  of  loye — common-sense,  than  they  in- 
stantly lake  fright,  turn  back  full  gallop,  and  never  consider  them- 
selyes  happy  till  they  are  again  within  sight  of  Folly's  cap  and  within 
sound  of  her  bells.  And  so  it  was  in  the  present  instance  :  Miss 
Manners  had  started  with  a  very  sensible  resolve,  but  footsteps  ap^ 
proached,  which  doubtless  scared  it  away,;  so  that  she  had  only 
time  to  repeat,  "  The  first  time !"  and  Mr.  Howard  to  reply,  "Yes, 
the  first,''  accompanied  by  a  kiss,  which  was  not  the  first,  when 
Mr.  McPhin  entered,  who  .       > 

*'  Bien  qu'il  idi  jouissant,  se  croyait  malheareax." 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

"  Oh !  how  many  torments  lie  in  the  small  eircle  of  a  wedding 
ring/'^GoLLET  Gibber's  Double  Gallant. 

Sic  habeto  te  non  esse  mortalem,  sed  corpus  hoc ;  non  enim  is 
es  quern  forma  ista  declarat;  sed  mens  cujusque  is  est  quisque, 
non  ea  ftgura  quce  digito  demonstrari  potest."— Ciceko, 


A  CHAPTER  OF  ACCIDENTS. 


It  was  about  ten  days  after  the  events  recorded  in  the  last 
•  chapter,  and  the  day  before  Christmas  day,  that  the  family  at 
Bubble  Hall  were  seated  at  breakfast,  each  sufiiciently  content 
from  different  causes,  all  except  Sir  Romulus  and  Mr.  McPhin, 
who  had  not  yet  made  their  appearance.  Carlton  was  recovering 
slowly,  and  Blanche  had  been  placed  ||  a  good  school,  and  was 
daily  improving  in  health  and  looks  :  hence  the  cause  of  Marma- 
duke's  satisfaction.  Mr.  Howard  had  not  evinced  the  slightest 
symptom  of  jealousy  since  his  last  attack ;  for  neither  Sir  Romulus, 
Lord  John,  Marmaduke,  Mr.  McPhin,  Cosmo,  nor  their  new  ac- 
quaintance, Mr.  Ormond,  were  calculated  to  inspire  it,  and  no 
other  roan  had  appeared  at  the  Hall  since ;  consequently,  Miss  Man- 
ners and  Mr.  Howard  were  in  a  perfect  state  of  felicity.  I^ord  John 
had  made  sure  of  Major  Whabble's  four-and-twenty  votes,  as  he 
had  resolved  upon  the  heroic  measure  of  sleeping  at  Gorget  Cot- 
tage the  night  of  Mrs.  Whabble's  ball,  and  had  given  Marmaduke 
lea  pounds  to  lay  out  in  toys  for  the  young  Whabbles*  So  he  was 
smooth  and  dense  as  the  ice  upon  the  lake;  and  this  being  the 
case.  Lady  John  could  not,  of  course,  be  otherwise.  MissLucretia 
had  composed  an  ode  to  Winter,  beginning — 
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**  Ye  SDOw-tipp'd  trees,  wUh  leafless  branches, 
Ye  deer,  that  soon  shall  smoke  in  haunches,^-<" 

wilh  wbich  she  was  much  pleased,  for  she  was  a  lady  of  a  singular 
taste.  Miss  Prudence  bad  repeated,  for  the  ninth  time,  the  national 
distich  of 

''  Christmas  comes  hot  once  a  year, 
So  wiUi  it  let  it  bring  good  cheer,—" 

and  concluded  by  declaring  that  it  was  a  season  she  enjoyed  beyond 
eyerything !  The  old  lady  was  tacking  about  on  her  chair  with  anti- 
cipated delight,  at  the  warm  shawl  Sir  Romulus  annually  presented 
to  her.  Lady  Bobble  was  singing  the  praises  of  Mr.  Ormond,  who 
had  made  her  a  present  of  some  very  beautiful  Persian  bracelets, 
upon  the  strength  of  his  great  inlimacy  with  her  brother  Lionel, 
whom  he  told  her  was  just  as  eccentric  and  romantic  as  ever. 

Every  one  liked  Mr.  Ormond  ^  he  was  so  gentlemanlike,  well- 
informed,  and  entertaining^ — true,  there  was  a  little  jealousy  upon 
the  part  of  the  young  ladies  jand  their  mother  at  his  evident  prefe- 
rence for  Theresa;  but  still  lie  was  a  general  favourite,  even  with 
Mr.  Howard,  for  he  was  too  old  and  too  paternal  in  his  admiration 
of  Miss  Manners  to  inspire  jealousy ;  and  Miss  Prudence  had  the 
candour  to  acknowledge,  that  for  once  in  his  life,  Marmaduke  had 
not  been  taken  in,  as  Mr.  Ormond  had  given  Nettletop  the  best 
receipt  for  a  currie  and  a  pillau  she  had  ever  yet  had ;  while  Miss 
Lucretia  was  charmed  with  some  lines  of  Hafiz  on  a  rose ;  and 
Cosmo  declared  he  liked  both  Mr.  Ormond  and  Hindostanee — for 
the  one  never  spoke  Latin,  and  the  other  did  not  resemble  it  in  the 
least.  Sir  Romulus  had  acquired  some  valuable  hints  as  to  domestic 
legislation  from  the  Bramins  quite  out  of  the  common,  and  there- 
fore was  also  well  pleased  with  their  new  acquaintance.  The  young 
ladies  and  Mile.  Perpignon,  though  not  at  breakfast,  had  each  their 
separate  causes  of  satisfaction  :  the  former  reflected  that  the  hospi- 
talities of  the  season  musi6ring  them  oftener  in  contact  with  Co- 
lonel King  and  Captain  Russell,  and  it  would  be  very  odd  indeed  if 
they  did  not  propose  at  last !  Mademoiselle  Perpignon's  was  a 
Druidical  satisfaction,  arising  out  of  the  laudable  custom  religiously 
observed  at  Bubble  Hall,  of  suspending  from  the  cieling  of  every 
room  at  Christmas  a  misletoe  bough ;  and  she  therefore  was  luxu- 
riating in  an  anxiously  entangled  mental  phantasmagoria,  in  which 
Mr.  McPhin,  the  Saxon  god  Thor,  the  English  word  '  thaw,'  her- 
self and  Norma,  dissolved  in  one  large  synonyme.   Even  Cosmo 
and  Johndina  had  their  visions  of  holidays  and  christmas-boxes, 
and  were  far  from  being  the  least  happy  of  the  party. 

"I  don't  suppose,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  *'that  I  should  know 
Lionel  from  Mr.  Ormond's  description  of  him ;  but  then,  to  be 
sure,  eigh^•and^hirty  years  make  a  great  difference  in  every  one.*' 

''  Oh,  indade,'  said  the  old  lady,  taking  a  pinch  of  snufT,  the 
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equitable  half  of  which  went  into  her  tea  and  set  her  coughing, 
'<  Oh,  indade,  I  like  that  Mithter  Ormond,  of  aU  thingths  •,  he  ith 
tho  thivil  and  obleeging,  and  he  knowth  and  rememberth  tho  many 
papie  I  knew  in  Ireland.  I  declare  IWe  quite  an  affection  for 
the  man." 

"  Who  is  the  happy  man — who  is  the  happy  man?"  cried  Sir 
Romulus,  ^pas  de  zephyr'ing  ft  Into  the  room  with  an  open  letter 
in  one  hand  and  a  round  wooden  box  in  the  other. 

"  Mithter  Ormond,  Romulus— I  think  heth  mighty  agreeal^e." 

**Oh,  fir^sl-rate  fellow,  Ormond — given  me  most  valuable  in- 
formation about  the  Bramins.  But  I'm  going  to  be  a  great  man, 
ma'am,  and  figure  among  all  the  big  wigs,''  added  Sir  Romulus, 
pointing  to  his  letter. 

^^Oh  then,  indade,  Romuluth,  Fm  thinking  your  wig  will  look 
very  thmall  among  the  big  wigs ;  for  it  thames  to  me  to  be  more 
shrunk  than  ever." 

"Um — um — um," bumble-bee'd  Sir  Romulus;  "you  don't  un- 
derstand phrenology,  ma'am ;  my  organs  would  be  all  hid  if  I  wore 
my  vng  more  forward." 

"Oh,  indade,  I  don't  know  what  you  mane  by  your  organs;  bat, 
at  Crithmath,  I  should  think  it  very  dangereth  exthpothing  your 
head  to  the  cold  so." 

"  I  quiteagree  with  you,  ma'am,"  teiugbed  Marmaduke;  "the bar- 
rel-organ is  the  only  one  that  should  be  fully  developed  at  Christmas." 

"  Bui  whatdo  you  mane,  Romuluth,"  resumed  the  old  lady,  "by 
thaying  that  you  were  to  be  among  the  big  wigs  ?" 

"A  letter,  ma'am,  from  the  celebrated  Mr.  Cockle,  inventor  of 
Cockle's  Anti-bilious  Pills,  which  are  patronized  by  all  the  royal 
dukes  and  the  whole  of  the  aristocracy !  And  he  wants  to  add  my 
name  to  the  list." 

"Why,  arc  all  the  royal  dukes  and  the  whole  of  the  aristocracy 
bilious?"  asked  the  old  lady.  "And  are  you  bilious,  Romulutb?" 

^^Most  people  are,  ma'am,  at  Christmas,  ha !  ha  I  ha!  and  anti- 
bilious  pills  are  to  prevent  one's  billis  coming  in,  ha !  ha !  ha !  Bo 
you  approve  of  my  wit,  Lord  John?" 

"  £fa — ah — ^yes— DO— that  is,  I  don't  know,  what  bills  will  be 
brought  in  next  session,"  said  Lord  John,  slowly  taking  his  eyes  off 
Jibe  newspaper. 

Sir  Romulus,  seeing  his  wit  had  not  been  appreciated^^  consoled 
himself  with  another  piece  of  muffin,  and  asked  Lord  John  if  there 
was  any  news  in  the  paper. 

"Not  much,"  replied  he;  "only  a  pamphlet,  entitled  'An  In- 
quiry into  the  Policy  and  Genius  of  the  Buke  of  Arlington,'  has 
made  a  great  sensation  in  London,  and  is  said  to  be  very  ably  vhritten." 

Theresa  gave  a  delighted  look  at  Cecil;  but  he  was  occupied 
reading  a  letter,  and  suddenly  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 


26^  THE   BUDGET   OF 

*'  Whai's  the  fun— what's  the  fun?'' asked  Sir  Romulus. 

"  Why,  another  letter  fjrom  my  friend,  Mr.  Walter  Scott  Byron 
Washington  Simpson,''  said  Cecil,  '^  which,  good  people  all,  with 
your  permission,  I  will  read  out.  He  is  going  to  fight  a  duel,  and 
with  his  friend  Mr.  O'&ander  Braddle." 

<^0b,  the  Algerine!"  cried  Sir  Romulus.  ''The  police  is  the 
only  thing  in  such  case9;  write  and  tell  him  so,  my  dear-,  for,  as  a 

sbranger,  and  all,  it  is  a  pity  to  let  the  poor  d 1  run  headlong 

into  danger,  which  a  little  knowledge  of  (he  customs  of  the  country 
might  prevent." 

Cecil  smilied,  and  suggested  that,  eyen  if  Mr.  Simpson  were  in- 
clined to  set  the  police  after  himself,  to  prevent  his  fighting,  that  in 
all  probability  the  mischief  wouldf be  done  before  bis  letter  could 
arrive  to  warn  him. 

''I  should  think  so,"  laughed  Marmaduke;  '^but  let  us  hear 
what  he  says,  for  his  letters  are  certainly  unique." 

''  They  are,  indeed,"  said  Cecil ;  and  he  read  as  follows,  at  which 
even  Lord  John  laughed ;  but  Lady.  John  drew  up  and  .1^  the 
room,  taking  Johndina  with  her,  after  first  securing  Mr.  Cockle's 
sample  box  of  family  pills,  of  which  Sir  Romulus  had  made  her  a 
present,  to  poor  Johndina's  infinite  horror. 

"  To  Cecil  Howard,  Esq. 

BuU>le  Hall,  near  Bubbleton, 
Shropshire,  England. 
''My  dearest  friend, — ^When  I  last  wielded  the  pen  in  the  ser- 
vice of  friendship,  and  addressed  you  from  the  hospitable  mansion 
of  my  then  friend,  and  now  bitter  enemy,  Mr.  O'Gander  Braddic, 
I  had  hoped  to  have  passed  the  balance  of  my  days  in  my  native 
country,  and  there  to  have  from  time  to  time  reciprocated  the  civi- 
lities I  have  met  in  Europe,  but  Fate,  or  what  General  Jackson 
usedito  csdl  the  'high  pressure  of  events,'  has  decreed  otherwise. 
Fire-arms  are  doubtless  a  very  valuable  pyrotechnic  privilege !  but 
one  that  is  sadly  abused  in  this  country,  where  neit  to  drinking, 
dirt,  and  abduction,  duelling  is  the  favourite  amusement.  When  I 
last  wrote,  to  you — I  told  you  since,  indeed,  it  was  the  subject  of 
my  letter,  that  I  had  designed  two  seals,  as  a  bridal  offering  to  my 
friend,  Mr.  O'Gander  Braddle. — ^Well,  imagine,  my  dearest  friend, 
if  you  can,  the  stupidity  of  the  Irish  engraver ;  instead  of  placing 
the  motto—'  may  they  be  your's !'  round  the  anchor  wreathed  vrilh 
heart's-case,  as  I  had  directed,  he  inscribes  these  fatal  words  aboye 
Mr.  O'Gander  Braddle's  crest,  which,  as  I  have  already  informed 
you,  is  a  stag's  head!   The  seals  were  sent  home  to  him  witboat 
my  seeing  them — and  what  makes  it  doubly  unfortunate  is,  that  I 
had  the  crest  engraved  upon  a  noble  square  of  red  cornelian,  that 
I  had  brought  from  Philadelphia  with  me,  so  that  Che  words  are 
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cruel  legible.   Nolhiag  1  could  say  or  do  since — ^io  fact  be  would 
not  lisleu  to  me — could  persuade  Mr.  O'Gander  Braddle  but  what 
I  m^alil  to  insult  him ;  so  that  after  being  taken  in  by  that  rascally 
engraver,  I  am  going'  to  be  taken  out  by  Mr.  O'Gander  JBraddle.  I 
sincerely  wish  be  had  never  had  a  crest,  since  it  has  brought  me 
inlo  the  horns  of  this  dilemma,  however,  (he  business  is  not  to  be 
transacted  till  to-morrow  morning,  and  1  hope  to  realize  a  sure 
eye  and  a  steady  hand  before  that,  as  I  have  been  firing  at  myself 
with  powder  at  twelve  paces  before  the  glass  all  day,  and  am  happy 
to  iQform  you  that  the  last  pop  I  e&ecuted  without  blinking  either 
eye — therefore,  I  calculate,  that  any  man  that  does  not  flinch  from 
himself,  need  not  be  afjraid  to  face  another..  And  now,  my  dearest 
friend,  I  have  a  delicate  point  to  cpmmunicate  to  you,  prior  to  leav- 
ing for  the  United  States. — I  was  about  to  enter  into  the  united 
state — that  is,  I  had  made  arrangements  to  enter  into  partnership 
with  a  very  clever  young  woman,  and  smart  too,  Miss  Florida  Wig- 
gins, of  Broadway,  New  York.  Now,  in  the  event  of  my  not  being 
able  to  insure  my  life,  of  course  all  llie  indentures  will  be  null  and 
void  y  for,  when  death  takes  out  a  sl£ftute  of  bankruptcy  against  a 
man,  let  his  connexion  be  ever  so  extensive,  he  must,  in  spile  of 
himself,  shut  up  shop.  Should  I  fall,  I  rely  upon  you  to  break  ike 
matter  to  her,  before  she  se^s  my  name  in  the  Obituary  Gazette, 
and  inclosing  you  a  lock  of  my  hair  to  set  in  a  brooch,  in  case  of 
the  worst—the  setting  of  which  I  have  left  instructions  with  my 
executors  to  defray, — I  remain — to-morrow  it  may  be  ray  remains ! 
My  dearest  Friend, 

Tour's  most  sincerely, 
Walter  Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson, 
Late  of  Broadway,  New  York, 
Presently  of  Gresham's  Hotel,  Sackville  Street, 
Dublin,  December  21st,  18—. '' 

Notwithstanding  the  sympathy  expressed  by  the  whole  party  for 
Mr.  Simpson's  misfortunes^  it  was  impossible  not  to  laugh  at  the 
nature  of  them,  and  the  lock  of  hair  he  had  bequeathed  (o  Cecil. 

'*  Well,"  said  Marmaduke,  rising,  ''  I  must  be  oflf— and  as  I  sup- 
pose none  of  you  have  a  mind  for  a  cold  drive  across  the  common, 
as  I  shall  come  back  that  way  in  order  to  call  at  the  Whabbles,  I 
had  better  ride,  and  ask  Mr.  McPhin  to  go  with  me  as  far  as  Shrews- 
bury, to  chuse  the  toys  for  those  young  d-  Is." 

' '  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the  butler,  who  was  removing  the 
urn  ;  "  but  Mr,  McPhin  went  out  early  this  morning,  and  left  a  note 
for  you,  which  I  quite  forgot  to  give  you,  but  I'll  bring  it  direclly  .'* 

'  *  Oh ! "  said  Marmaduke,  as  Fenlon  went  for  Ihe  note  with  which 
he  iristantly  relumed.   It  ran  as  follows  : — 

'  ^  Respected  Sir,— As  I  am  going  out  for  a  day's  pleasure,  I  re- 
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quest  yoQ  lo  make  my  excuses  to  Sir  Romulus,  who,  I  hope,  will 
not  be  displeased  if  he  does  not  see  me  till  late.  I  reeommend 
Master  Bubble,  dunng  my  absence,  to  amuse  himself  reading  the 
Emperor  Marcus  Antoninus's  Meditation  on  Death  ^  and  remain,  till 
ihat  event. 

Respected  Sir, 

Your  obedient  bumble  servant, 
Peter  McPmN/* 

^^Um — um — um''  said  Sir  Romulus,  pushing  his  wig  still  farther 
back ;  ^^  the  Algerine  should  have  asked  me  first,  for  I  wanted  par- 
ticularly to  have  had  a  rehearsal  to-day.  To  be  sure,  at  Christmas 
he  has  always  gone  out  as  he  pleased." 

^'Tell  Elliot  to  bring  round  Kicksywicksy  directly,"  said  Mar- 
maduke;  ^^and  lo  put  on  the  spatter-dashes/' 

^'  Yes,  sir,''  said  Fenton,  leaving  the  room. 

^^  Well,"  cried  Marmaduke^  as  he  buttoned  the  last  button  of  his 
great-coat,  drew  the  skirt  from  under  him,  patted  Kicksyvricksy's 
neck,  whistled  to  Trip  and  trotted  away,  ^'Well,  it's  provoking  not 
to  have  McPhin  with  me,  as  I  don't  know  from  Adam  what  sort  of 
toys  to  get  for  the  young  Whabbles.  However,  if  I  buy  the  biggest 
that  are  to  be  had,  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  be  far  wrong.  Ac- 
cordingly, upon  reaching  Shrewsbury,  he  went  to  the  best  toy-shop 
and  there  purchased  a  large  cream-coloured  rocking-horse,  a  couple 
of  tambourines,  ditto  of  drums,  a  key-bugle,  made  of  block-tin,  a 
triangle,  two  large  humming-tops,  two  large  Butch  dolls,  three 
hoops,  and  a  set  of  large  nine-pins,  all  of  which  he  had  instantly 
despatched  to  the  juvenile  inmates  ot Gorget-cottage,  with  Lord 
John  Bubble's  compliments.  Poor  Lord  John!  The  nursery  at 
<]k)rget<«ottage  was  over  the  state  bed-room,  made  into  such  pur- 
posely for  him,  so  that  he  was  likely  to  hear  enough  of  his  presents ; 
but  Mrs.  Malaprop  is  right ^  we  should  '^  never  anticipate  misfor- 
tunes till  they  are  past! " 

Perfectly  satisfied  with  his  purchases,  Marmaduke  left  the  shop 
and  proceeded  on  his  daily  visit,  first  to  Blanche,  and  then  to 
Carlton.  The  former  he  found  looking  very  pretty  and  more  re- 
signed, but  with  a  Qxed  melancholy  of  expression  which  harmonized 
well  with  her  cast  of  countenance.  He  took  the  little  girl  on  his 
knee,  always  keeping  the  back  of  her  head  towards  him,  for  her 
face  seemed  to  produce  the  same  effect  on  him  as  fhe  easterly  winds, 
and,  therefore,  he  studiously  avoided  it. 

^'Well,  Blanche,"  said  he,  kissing  and  patting  the  back  of  her 
head,  '*  I'm  happy  to  tell  you  your  geranium  is  improving  as  much 
as  yourself,  since  it  has  been  in  the  hot-house.  Theresa  attends  to 
it  herself,  and,  about  April,  I  think  you  will  be  able  to  have  it  back." 

''Oh,  thank  you !— thank  you !  "  said  she,  covering  her  face  with 
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ber  hands,  while  the  tears  forced  themselves  through  her  fingers  *, 
^^  but  are  you  sure  it  is  the  same  ?  for^  all  withered  as  it  was,  I  would 
not  give  it  for  all  the  plants  in  the  world." 

"To  be  sure  you  would  not,"*'  cried  Marmaduke,  hastily  wiping 
his  eyes,  "and,  therefore,  I  look  care  to  have  your  name  pasted  t 
round  the  flower-pot  before  it  ever  entered  the  hot-house.  No,  no ! 
it's  safe  enough — gone  for  it's  health ! — gone  for  it's  health !  as  the 
ancient  Romans  used  to  go  to  Egypt,  when  they  had  pulmonary 
complaints,  and  come  back  quite  well." 

"  Used  they  ? "  said  Blanche,  raising  her  head ;  **  then  I  wish  my 
mother  had  gone  there,  and  she  might  have  come  back  well,'^  and 
here  the  little  girl  wept  afresh. 

"Tush !  what  a  clumsy  fool  I  am/'  muttered  Marmaduke,  twitch- 
ing his  fingers  and  blinking  his  eyes.  "  What  the  d*-^l  business  had 
I  to  set  off  with  the  ancient  Romans  to  Egypt?  a-hem — a-hem  ! — 
must  get  out  of  it.  No,  my  dear  child,"  added  he  aloud,  rising  and 
taking  her  head  in  both  his  hands,  "she  has  gone  to  a  much  bet- 
ter place^  where  there  is  Eternal  health.  Eternal  youth.  Eternal 
life!  Good  child! — very  good  child!  you  read  your  Bible,  don't 
you?  Well,  then,  you  will  understand,  when  I  tell  you  that  God 
has  also  released  your  mother  out  of  the  Land  of  Egypt  and  the 
House  of  Bondage,  which  this  world  is  more  or  less  to  us  all.  Well, 
good-bye ! — good-bye !  Gk)d  bless  you !  for  I'm  now  going  to  see 
your  father.  What  shall  I  say  to  him  from  you  ? "    ^ 

^*  My  love  and  a  kiss!"  said  the  child,  putting  up  her  lips, 
which  Marmaduke  kissed,  first  taking  the  precaution  to  shut  his 
eyes,  and  then  said, — 

*'  Your  love  I'll  give  him  honestly,  but  I  make  a  point  of  keep- 
ing all  the  kisses  1  get  for  myself^  and,  although  I'm  an  old  fellow, 
I  have  not  got  a  great  many  yet." 

'*  I'll  give  you  as  many  as  you  please,"  said  Blanche,  throwing 
her  arms  round  his  neck. 

Marmaduke  smiled  as  he  pressed  the  little  girl  to  his  heart,  and 
wished  her  good-bye,  while  he  kept  soliloquising  the  words,  "  poor 
child ! — poor  child !"  till  he  reached  Carlton's  door.  He  found  him 
up,  but  looking  dreadfully  pale  and  ill,  with  a  look  of  fixed  despair 
that  was  perfectly  appalling. 

*'  Well,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Marmaduke, ''  I  am  glad  to  see  you 
up,  and  I  am  the  bearer  of  good  news,"  added  he,  taking  a  paper 
from  his  pocket.  '*  Here  is  the  first  proof-^sheet  of '  The  Wonder- 
ful Power  of  Nature  and  Arl.'^  Thanks  to  the  magic  of  my  Lord 
John's  name,  the  book  is  going  oti  swimmingly,  and  when  the 
Reviews  have  be-praised  and  be-putfed  it  to  their  heart's  content, 
then  the  praise  shall  be  rendered  to  where  it  is  due." 

Carlton  shook  his  head  mournfully  and  murmured,  "too  late!" 
Marmaduke  could  so  well  enter  into  his  feelings  that  he  changed 
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.  the  subject,  and  said,  id  a  more  cheerful  voice, ''  I  have  Just  been 
with, my  little  friend  Blanche.  She  is  looking  charmingly! — sent 
you  all  sorts  of  loves,  and  when  you  are  well  enough,  she  is  com- 
ing to  see  you." 

'^  Grod  bless  youT'  said  Carlton,  in  a  low,  hollow  voice,  as  he 
pressed  Marmaduke's  in  his  own  shaiiowy  hand. 

Marmaduke  sat  with  him  sometime  longer,  but,  finding  every 
effort  to  rouse  him  inelTectuai,  at  length  took  his  departure,  saying 
as  a  '  pis  al)er'  at  parting,  ''  Well,  remember  all  the  faults  in  your 
book  will  be  on  my  devoted  head,  as  1  have  to  correct  the  press,  as 
it  was  impossible  to  get  anything  out  of  Lord  John  but  his  name ; 
however,  as  I  before  said,  as  soon  as  the  book  is  safe  the  Bubble 
shall  burst." 

But  Carlton  was  leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  his  eyes  closed, 
and  seemed  totally  unconscious  of,  what  Marmaduke  had  been  say- 
ing \  so  the  latter  quietly  departed,  gently  closing  the  door  after 
him.  Trip,  who  always  acted  as  groom  when  his  master  rode 
Kicksywicksy,  and  who  was  the  only  living  thing  after  Marmaduke, 
that  that  refractory  lillle  quadruped  seemed  to  stand  in  any  awe  of, 
was  sitting  on  the  step  of  the  door  with  the  pony's  bridle  in  his 
mouth,  which  he  now  resigned  into  his  master's  hand,  and  was 
about  to  bark  out  his  joy  at  his  return,  but  Marmaduke  cried  hush  I 
and  pointed  up  at  the  windows  of  Carlton's  room,  whereupon  Trip, 
who  had  long  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  sick  with  his  master, 
and,  therefore,  perfectly  understood  the  ''  noiseless  tenor"  neces- 
sary to  be  observed  towards  them,  crouched  down^  hung  his  ears 
(which  had  never  been  cropped),  held  his  stern  straight  out,  and 
then  bounded  silently  on  before  Kicksywicksy,  till  he  arrived  at 
Dunderhead  Common,  where  he  made  up  for  lost  time  by  barking 
in  a  manner  that  made  the  welkin  ring,  as  for  about  two  miles  he 
hunted  a  field-mouse  through  the  snow,  which  heaved  and  palpitated 
over  him  like  a  young  earthquake,  which  so  tickled  Kicksy  wicksy's 
fancy,  that  it  set  hei^  neighing  and  curvetting  in  a  manner  so  Bac- 
chanalian, that  Marmaduke  could  hardly  keep  his  seat.  At  length 
Trip  gave  over  hunting,  as  Marmaduke  left  the  common  and  turned 
down  the  lane  that  led  to  Gorget  cottage. 

Gk)rget  collage  was  a  white  stuccoed,  three-storied  house,  squared 
tike  a  tea-canister,  with  a  green  balcony  and  a  mahogany  door.  Be- 
fore it  was  a  small  lawn,  divided  by  a  strip  of  gravel,  which 
gave  it  the  appearance  of  a  broad  vapeur  ribbon  with  greeb  edges. 
Under  the  dining  and  drawing-room  window,  for  there  was  but 
one  large  window  to  each,  which  were  divided  by  the  hall-door,  * 
was  a  square  flower^plot  ^  in  the  centre  of  one  done  in  box  were 
the  figures  lOlh  foot,  the  first  regiment  Major  Whabble  had  be- 
longed to.  In  the  other  plot  were  two  more  box  inscriptions, 
planted  in  the  palmy  days  of  Major  Whabble's  toryism,  which  had 
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been  for  some  time  on  tbe  wane,  owing  to  a  yery  frequent  and 
shrewd  remark  of  Mrs.  Whabble's — namely,  that  she  did  not  think 
the  whigs,  now  that  they  knew  what  it  was  to  be  in,  would  ever  go 
out;-— these  mottos  were,  ^' King  and  country,"  put'dos  ^  dos,' 
which  had  often  opened  that  witty  vein  for  which  Sir  Romulus 
Bubble  was  so  juftlly  celebrated,  and  caused  him  upon  each  visit  he 
made  to  Gorget  cottage,  to  express  bis  wonder  that  so  loyal  a  man 
as  Major  Whabble  should  join  the  country  in  a  plot  against  the 
King  I  Nor  did  he  confine  this  brilliant  sally  to  his  weekly  visits  to 
M^or  Whabble,  on  wbom  he  called  punctually  for  the  sake  of 
venting  it;  but  he  invariably  retailed  it  to  his  family  at  dinner  on 
his  return  home,  which,  as  he  had  now  done  regularly  every  seven 
days  for  seven  years,  they  always  had.  their  laughs  ready  as  soon' 
as  he  got  as  far  as  ^^  I  must  tell  you  what  I  said  of  WhaU^le's  plot,'' 
which  was  convenient,  and  saved  trouble. 

The  iron  railing  before  Gorget  cottage  was  of  a  light  pea-^green, 
and  in  the  centre  of  the  high  iron  gates  was  a  gilt  Gorget,  from 
whence  it  derived  its  name;  but  to  prevent  all  mistakes  even  to 
the  dull  of  apprehension,  the  words,  '^  Gorget  cottage,"  figured  in 
gilt  letters  within  it. 

When  Marmadiike  rang  tbe  bell,  it  appeared  from  the  commo- 
tion it  excited  in  the  interior  of  tbe  house^  that  he  had  arrived  in  an 
inauspicious  moment.   In  the  first  place,  a  rug  and  a  carpet  were 
hanging  over  the  balcony,  while  two  stout  two-handed  nymphs 
were  scrubbing  out  the  room  that  was  to  be  Lord  John's,  and  which 
was  likely  to  feel  much  more  aired  and  comfortable  from  the  ope- 
ration, especially,  as  the  vestal  grate  had  never  yet  felt  a  flame.  In 
tbe  dining-room  was  a  long  vista  of  amateur  aud  itinerant  deal  sup- 
per-tables, tied  by  the  leg  together  in  ilL-assorted  couples,  and  which 
were  perfectly  visible  to  Marmaduke's  naked  eye,  frMn  the  glare 
or  the  setting  sun,  as  it  streamed  in  at  the  back  window  of  the 
room,  and  also  displayed  Major  WhalAle  in  a  long  pepperrand- 
salt  dressing-gown,  balancing  himself  with  two  fingers  of  each  hand 
on  the  rickety  tables,  and  waving  to  and  fro  in  the  act  of  rehearsing 
tbe  speech  (!)  he  Intended  making  at  supper  the  next  night  but 
one,  while  Mrs.  Whabble,  with  her  head  like  a  porcupine  from 
rampant  white  curl-papers,  was  seen  darling  through  the  draw- 
ing-room with  a  something  in  her  hand  that  had  very  much  the 
profile  of  a  coffee-pot. 

No  sooner  had  Marmaduke's  ring  resounded  through  the  house, 
than  the  two  maids  that  were  scrubbiug  out  Lord  John's  room,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  popped  their  heads  out  of  the  windo^v ;  while,  by 
a  mysterious  sympathy,  thai  seemed  to  run  through  the  mansion, 
a  young  genfieman's  head  instantly  appeared  out  of  the  nursery 
window,  from  which  his  right  hand  suspended  a  long  stick,  with 
a  piece  of  pack-thread  and  a  fishing-hook  at  the  end  of  it,  and 
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wUk  this  lie  drew  up  one  of  the  maid's  caps,  wHh  a  dexterity  fhat 
wooid  haY«  astonished  old  Izaaic  Walton. 

^^ Master  George!''  sereamed  the  indignant  hand-maiden, 
placing  her  hands  loo  late  npon  her  iiead,  as  site  gazed  upward  at 
Master  George's  grinning  face,  while  he  triumphantty  brandished 
his  oewl^y^eequired  trophy,  ^^  gWe  me  my  cap,  I  say,  this  mimile, 
or  I'll  tell  your  mamma,  and  then  you'll  catefe  it*" 

^^  I  have  eaught,  it,"  regrinned  Master  George,  giving  the  cap 
another  circular  floufish  on  the  top  of  the  stick. 

'^You  Hresome,  good-for-nothink,  howdacious  feller,  give  me 
my  cap  this  instant." 

'* Don't  you  wish  you  may  g^t  it?"  tauRttngly  inquired  the 
yottttiful  angler,  holding  the  cap  behind  his  back,  and  down  went 
the  window. 

Now  the  architecture  of  Gorget  cottage  was  on  a  candid  plan, 
thai  had  no  ooncealnients,  and  therefore  the  stables  and  coach- 
house, with  a  small  segment  of  pigsty  for  the  aocominodatlon  of 
heif^--dosen  GhHia  pigs,  the  pet  quadrapeds  of  Mrs.  Jinks,  were 
visiMe  fr«xn  the  lawn  :  and  it  so  happened,  (hat' during  the  balcony 
scene  with  Master  George,  a  large  tilted  spring  cart  had  just  driven 
into  the  back  yard ;  and  it  also  happened,  that  Master  James  Whab- 
Me  was  taking  a  cons^tutional*  walk  wi^i  the  pigs  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  the  cart  drove  in ;  Marmaduke  rang;  and  his  brother 
George  burst  into  a  loud  laugh  at  having  abducted  the  maid's  cap. 
Here,,  (hen,  was  a  triple  cause  to  excite  his  curiosity,  but,  as  it  had 
been  ahready  excited  by  some  zoological  researches  he  had  been 
making  ia  the  sly  among  its  youthful  inmates,  and  as  a  squint  was 
not  among  Master  James  WhabMe's  personal  attractions,  and  he 
therefore  could  not  conveniently  look  two  ways  at  once,  much  less 
three*  or  four,  in  his  anxiety  to  investigate  the  contend  of  the  cart, 
without  losing  sight  of  that  of  the  sly,  his  foot  sKpped,  and  he  fell 
backwards,  and  disappeared,  head  foremost,  in  a  Mediterranean  of 
hog-wash. 

They  say  it  is  a  virise  father  that  knows  his  own  child;  therefore, 
the  ^P^re  Gochon'  might  be  forgiven  for  mistaking  the  piteous 
cries  of  Master  James  for  those  of  one  of  his  own  offspring,  as  he 
rushed  to  the  rescue ;  nor  was  the  cook  much  wiser  when  she  came 
out  to  play  the  part  of  one  of  the  Humane  Society^  as  she  mistook 
Master  Whabble's  shoe,  which  appeared  just  above  the  anti-frag- 
ment flood,  for  one  of  the  black  ears  of  the  little  pigs,,  and  tugged 
away  at  it  most  vigorously  ;  while  Mr.  Piggy  Senior  did  his  part, 
by  grunting,  in  a  fine  bass  voice,  and  pushing  his  snout  under 
James's  head,  at  the  bottom  of  the  trough,  which,  however,  had 
the  desired  effect  of  raising  it  up. 

^'  Lor!  Master  James,"  shrieked  the  cook,  suddenly  letting  go 
of  the  fool  she  had  so  long  niiistaken  for  an  ear,  ''lor I  Master 
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I,  it  cao  never ! — who  ever ! — why  surely  it  can't  be  you ; 
ywi'rc  brought  your  hogs  to  a  pretty  market  j  what  will  Mrs. 
Jinks  say  ? " 

''Carry  me  in — carry  me  in,'*  screamed  and  kicked  James,  in 
reply  to  the  cook's  question. 
"Not  wi^out  being  washed,"  remonstrated  ther  cook. 
"'I  wonUbe  washed,"  roared  Master  Whabble;  **  I've  had  enocrgh 
of  wash." 

"  You  must  be  washed,  my  dear,  or  there'll  be  no  bearing  on 
you,"  persisted  the  cook. 

''  I  won't  be  washed,"  insisted  James,  "  tiM  grandma  comes 

home,  for  I  know  she'll  give  mc  btead  and  honey  if  I  say  1  won't." 

"And  I'll  give  you  bread  and  honey  if  you  say  you  will,"  coaxed 

the  cook,  dragging  him  opward,  '^so  come  along,  there's  a  sweet  (!) 

feller." 

Master  Whabble  was  no  stoic  ^  and,  like  all  his  sex,  was  not 
proof  agaitist  the  flattery  of  oors^  therefore,  not  being  able  to  resist 
the  cook's  honied  words,  he  suffered  himself  to  be  led  quietly  away. 
Gon^dering  all  these  internal  commotions,  it  was  no  wonder  that 
Marmadukehad  to  ring  twice — nay,  thrice,' before  a  foot-boy,  in- 
ducting himself  into  a  grass-green  jacket  with  yellow  facings,  came 
to  the  gate.  Marmaduke,  who  had  perceived  from  the  outside  of 
Kicksywicksy  the  excitement  his  arrival  had  produced  inside  Gorget 
cottage,  addressed  him  as  follows. 

**  Oh,  I  merely  wished  to  kndw  if  some  toys  had  come  here,  for 
Mrs.  Whabble^s  children,  from  Lord  John  Bubble.  I  don't  want 
to  go  in  •,  it's  too  late." 

'*  Yes,  my  lord — sir — they  are  just  come  as  you  rurtg  at  the  gate," 
said  the  foot-boy,  twitching  the  front  lock  of  his  hair. 

'*  Oh,  very  well;  that's  all,"  said  Marmaduke,  giving  Kicksy- 
wicksy a  hint  with  the  rein  to  go  on ;  while  Trip,  one  of  whose 
accomplishments  it  was,  jumped  up  behind,  and  the  trio  trotted 
away  together,  retracing  their  steps  to  Dunderhead  Common  ;  for 
it  was  Marmaduke's  annual  custom  to  give  Mrs.  Fine  and  Archy 
Duno  a  Ghrislnmsrboic,  which  he  made  a  point  of  presenting  on 
Chrisinnas  eve. 

About  two  miles  from  Major  Whabble's,  across  the  common, 
were  situated  five  small  houses  (three  with  slated  roofs),  in  a  row, 
of  very  moderrf  date,  occupied  by  an  old  woman,  a  laundress,  of 
the  name  of  Brongh,  who  had  had  as  nrany  children  as  blue  bags, 
and  had  washed  her  hands  of  them  all  except  her  son  John,  who 
was  apprenticed  to  her  opposite  neighboar,  Dobbs,  Che  blacksmith, 
and  whom  the  reader  was  dishonourable  enough  to  listen  to  niiaking 
love  behind  a  hedge  one  Sunday  after  church.  No.  2  was  occupied 
by  a  shoemaker,  or,  more  correctly  speaking,  a  cobbler,  of  the 
name  of  Jacob  Short*,  he  was  a  bachelor,  and,  therefore,  led  a  life 
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of  uninterrupted  harmony,  with  his  magpie,  soles,  and  upper- 
leathers,  save  when  it  was  distracted  by  Mrs.  Brough^s  too  freqaent 
invitations  to  tea ;  and,  as  she  was  a  widow,  he  had  his  fears  that 
her  intention  was  to  palm  off  English  weeds  upon  him,  instead  of 
the  Chinese  plant.  No.  3  was  the  residence  of  Mr.  Archibald  DuDn, 
and  had  rather  more  pretension  about  it  than  its  neighbours,  inas- 
mu9h  as,  that  over  the  door  appeared  about  a  yard  of  wood,  painted 
slate  colour  ^  while,  in  the  centre  of  it,  figured  a  bright  yellow 
noun-substantive  pair  of  buckskin  unmentionables,  miraculously 
standing  alone  without  even  the  aid  of  suspenders  ^  and  under  them 
was  written,  in  letters  of  a  paler  yellow, — 

"Archibald  Dunn, 
tailor  to  the  nobility  and  gentry." 

The  setting  sun,  as  it  shone  upon  the  well-cleaned  window,  also 
displayed  the  drapery  of  a  dimity  curtain,  a  coloured  print  of  a 
gentleman  in  a  brown  frock  coat  and  straw-coloured  kid  gloves,  and 
another  of  a  lady  in  a  habit  and  '  maocheltes ;'  while,  in  the  centre, 
was  an  ^affiche'  of  Mr.  Dunn's  list  of  prices,  headed  by  "  Boys 
clothes  extremely  low." 

Facing  Archy  Dunn's  house  was  a  large  leafless  beech  tree, 
the  only  tree  on  the  common,  excepting  a  mountain  ash  about 
a  mile  farther  on,  and  seemed  placed  as  a  sentinel  over  a  gib- 
bet, where,  many  years  back,  a  highwayman  had  been  hung  in 
chains. 

Opposite  the  tbree  houses  that  contained  Mrs.  Brough  and  Mes- 
sieurs Short  and  Dunn,  were  two  of  much  more  ancient  date  ;  the 
one  a  low  irregular  edifice,  intersected  with  wooden  beams,  and 
terminating  in  John  Dobbs'  forge,  at  which  he  was  hard  at  work  -, 
the  other,  a  story  higher,  with  gable  ends,  and  roofed  with  red 
brick  tiles,  in  the  shape  of  hearts  ^  from  the  centre  window  of  the 
first  story  hung  the  sign  of  the  Pug  and  Primrose,  under  which  was 
written, — 

"  By  Margery  and  Tony  Fine. 

Licensed  to  deal  in  British  and  Foreign  Wines,  Spkituous  Liquors, 
and  Tobacco.  Home-brewed  Beer  to  be  drunk  on  the  Premises." 

And  from  under  the  sign,  in  honour  of  the  season,  protruded  a 
huge  bush  of  holly. 

At  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  behind  the  Pug  and  Primrose  was  a 
large  pond,  where  the  ducks  and  geese  belonging  to  the  establish- 
ment swam  in  summer,  and  where  the  little  boys  skated  in  winter. 

About  ten  iqlnutes  before  Marmaduke  rode  up  to  the  door  of  the 

hostelry,  the  clouds  became  black  as  night,  and  the  hail  and  sleet 

descended  in  torrents,  accompanied  by  a  perfect  hurricane,  which 

•  nearly  carried  Ricksywicksy,  with  her  two  riders,  to  the  other  side 

of  the  comnion.  As  Marmaduke  at  length  succeeded  in  stopping 
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before  Ibe  door  of  tbe  little  inn,  be  did  not  wonder  at  the  number 
be  saw  assembled  witbin,  when  he  looked  at  the  reflection  of  the 
bright  blazing  faggots,  from  the  large  old-fashioned  chimney,  on 
the  scarcely  less  bright  pewter  and  copper  vessels  ranged  round  the 
walls. 

^^Law,  Sir!"  cried  Mrs.  fine,  herself  running  to  the  door  at  the 
sound  of  Kicksywicksy's  well-known  neigh,  and  forcibly  holding 
down  her  black  silk  bonnet  with  her  left  hand,  to  prevent  the  wind 
carrying  it  off, — ^'Law,  sir!  what  an  evening  for  you  to  venture 
out.  I'll  take  the  dear  soul  round  to  the  staMe  myself,"  added  she, 
seizing  Kicksywicksy's  rein.  '*Ho,  Trip,  my  man,  how  be  you? 
Step  in,  sir,  pray ;  there's  no  one  in  my  back  parlour;  and  I'll  be 
with  you  immediately — as  soon  as  I've  give  this  dear  little  cretur 
a  feed." 

Mannaduke  entered  the  house ;  and  as  he  shook  the  sleet  from 
his  great-coat,  Trip  appeared  to  prefer  reconnmtring  the  groups 
assembled  in  the  bar  and  the  kitchen;  and  as  Marmaduke  always 
thought  himself  safe  in  following  his  example,  he  walked  into  the 
former  which  only  contained  three  people ;  one  was  Patty,  the  red- 
elbowed  handmaiden  of  Mrs,  Fine,  on  her  knees  before  a  footman 
— an  iron  one— ^toasting  a  muffin  for  her  mistress's  tea. 

At  a  small  round  table  sat  two  men,  with  pipes  and  half-empty 
glasses  of  brandy  and  water  before  them.  One,  who  was  seated,  with 
his  back  to  Marmaduke,  in  a  very  high-backed  easy  chair,  with  a 
red  and  white  check  cover  on  it,  was  Mr.  fine  himself,  who  bad, 
been  let  out  of  the  hospitaLto  pass  the  Christmas  in  the  bosom  of  his 
family;  and  whose  head  not  being  considered. quite  safe  upon  his 
shoulders,  was  crowned  with  a  high  stiff  cotton  night-cap,  while 
his  throat  was  encircled  with  a  sq^re  wooden  frame,  like  those 
admonitory  necklaces  placed  round  tbe  nedcs  of  refractory  cows.; 
this  obliged  Mr.  Fine  to  use  some  caution  in  raising  his  glass  to 
his  mouth,  and  altogejlher,  gave  him  a  very  foi-midable  appear- 
ance. His  companion  was  Mr.  John  Brough,  whose  leathern 
apron,  and  Yulcab-like  appearance,  gafe  him  a  less  seductive  look 
than  when,  in  his  Sunday  clothes,  he  promised  to  kiss  Sally  pre-. 
seot-ly. 

What  Mr.  Fine,  said,  from  the  combined  causes  of  brandy,  to-, 
bacco,  the  needle-work  in  his  throat,  and  his  wooden  coUar,  was 
not  yery  intelligible ;  but  Marmaduke  was  struck  with  the  philoso- 
phical tone  of  Mr.  Brougb's  remarks.  It  appeared  that  Mrs.  Fine 
had  positively  and  barbarously  refused  to  let  them  have  any  more 
brandy. 

''  You  shouki  hit  her  on  the  raw,  Tony,"  said  Mr.  Brough, 
thumping  his  clenched  hand,  energetically  on  the  table  till  the 
spoons  danced. 

Mr.  Fine  muttered  something  in  reply  that  was  unintelligible  fa 
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Marmaduke,  but  apparently  not  so  to  Mr.  Broogh,  ivho  least  his 
head  forward,  frowned,  closed  one  eye  very  knowingly,  and  re- 
plied,— 

'^  You  say  she  aint  got  no  raw^  lor  bless  you,  there's  no  sich 
difference  Iwixl  women  and  asses,  specially  wives;  and  I'll  teU  yon 
what  I  overbeerd  two  sweeps  say,  one  morning  last  spring,  when  T 
was  in  Lunnun  ^  and  you  must  treat  she  the  same  ^-^bese  here 
two  chaps  was  a  driving  their  donkeys,  one  had  a  side  as  raw  as  a 
beef-steak  ]  so  whenever  tbe  boy  gave  un  a  wallop  on  it— I  'spose 
be  didnH  go  like  fun?  t'other  chap's  donkey  was  fat  and  lazy,  and 
wouldn't  budge  for  all  the  blows  in  Whitechapel." 

^^  'Ty  don't  you  hit  her  on  the  raw.  Bill?'  says  the  first  boy 
— ^and  very  sensible  too." 

"  *  'Cause  she  hainl  got  no  raw,'  says  Bill.' 
"  *Vell  then,"  says  the  first  boy,  taking  out  his  knife,  "you 
viiist  staUish  a  raw,  that's  all.' " 

'^And  so  it  is  with  wive$s''  continued  Mr.  Brough,  "if  they 
haint  ^ot  no  raw,  you  must  stablish  a  raw  ^  that  is,  if  so  be  as  they 
mill  have  a  pervoking  good  temper,  as  a  hordinary  hlowing-4ip  has 
no  effect  upon,,  why  then,  you  must  drive  them  into  a  temper,  bless 
you ;  I've  seen  so  much  of  it,  both  in  high  life  aad  low  IKe  •,  j«st 
drive  a  woman  road,  and  whiie  ^e's  a  raving,  you  keep  as  cool  as 
a  pot  of  half-aad-*half  in  October ;  and  then  all  the  tongues  begin 
10  wag,  specially  the  women's,  for  they  always  set  upon  eaeh  other 
Uke  a  set  of  turkeys,  wbo,  no  sooner  is  one  ailing^  than  the  rest  are 
sore  to  peck  its  eyes  out ; — ^and  tlien  it  is — ^  poor  man !  Vm  sore 
he*s  to  be  pUied,  roprried  to  such  a  devil !'  besides,  Tony,  Engtand 
Is  a  fine  country  ^  there  haant,  tior  never  will  there  be  no  help  for  the 
woo^B  ^  all  the  parliamentHne*  virUl  lake  care  of  that;  for  though 
they  be  such  fioe  smooth  spoken  ^aotlemeo,  with  clean  feces,  what- 
ever their  hands  may  be ;  wtiy,  arler  all,  they  his  but  banimds, 
like  ourselves,  and  they*  waUopa  their  wives,. turns  em  bout  a«do(»s, 
tells  lies  on  em  as  fast  as  a  hone  can  gallop ;  a]l  the  same  as  we  do, 
wUh  this  fiifferenoe^-4hat  when  Uioy  are  cused  ct  it  like,  they  de- 
nies it,  upon  their  howNir,  and  that  smooths  heverytbing.  Now, 
the  worst  of  it  his  in  hour  walk  of  life,  we  never  talks  aboat  ho- 
nour :  and  when  once  we  turns  a  wife  out  a-dooFs,  and  plays  up 
<4d  gooseberry  ourselves,  we've  no  way  of  persecuting  and  tor- 
menting  on  en  arterwurds ;— but  in  course  'tis  but  reasonable  as 
the  rich  should  have  more  tether  and  privileges  nor  the  poor." 

SFeilher  Patty,  the  red-elbowed  maid,  ttie  fresh  4»ufiln,  the  iron- 
footman,  Mr.  Brough,  nor  Mr.  Fine  having  perceived  Marmaduke, 
and  he  having  heard  as  much,  or  rather  more  than  he  wished  to 
hear,  glided  out  of  the  bar,  and  went  into  the  large  red*bricked 
kitchen  opposite ;  four  men  were  sitting  at  one  table,  playing  oards^ 
while  two  were  at  anottier,  discossing  a  roast  capon,  and  a  tan^ 
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kard  of  ate ;  at  a  smaller  table,  near  tbe  fire,  &at  a  ir.an  iln  t  Mac- 
kintcsh,  mih  his  hai  sloyolied  over  his  eyes  ;  some  toasted  cheese, 
a  bottle  of  braady,  a  jiig  of  hot  water,  ai^ass  aod  spoon^  a  pen  and 
ifik,  a  f)amphlet,  d«g's-eared  io  several  places,  asd  serine  loose 
sheets  of  paper,  on  which  he  was  writing,  before  him ;  his  foie- 
head  was  low,  and  of  the  wurderous  confornialioD  of  a  Carl's  *,  his 
eyebrows  were  bushy  and  low,  forming  a  pent-house  over  hi»eyes, 
which  were  (if  a  dease  biueish  lead  colour,  with  a  film  or  glare  over 
them,  like  those  of  wild  beasts  that  feed  on  raw  meat  ^  bis  nose 
wasslM)rt)  flai,  aad  lurned-np;  his  chio  rather  under-hurtg;  his 
teeth  divided,  in  tbe  way  that  Lavater  sa^s  indicates  deceit^  hiK 
voice  (which  Marmaduke  over-heard  in  a  soliloquy  about  the  wea- 
tber,  as  he  .walked  over  to  the  window,  and  looked  up  at  Ibedouds, 
which  were  gathering  more  densely  every  oaomeni),  was  hissing 
aod  gutturaL 

Marmaduke,  as  the  man  in  the  Mackintosh  walked  to  the  win- 
dow, could  not  resist  casting  his  eye  over  the  pamphlet  oti  tlie 
table ;— it  was  the  ''  Inquiry  into  the  Genius  and  Policy  of  the 
]>ttke  of  Arlington,"  that  Lord  Jokin  had  mentioned  at  bmakfast, 
as  having  created  such  a  sensation  in  Liondon — "  HuraphJ"  tiiouglii 
be,  ^^  no  doubt  some  penny-a-4in€rr  or  otber--»looks  like  a  profes- 
sional cut-throat — ^nothing  genfleman-like,  and  ofitbe  ameteur- 
brigend  about  him/' 

^'  A  dr^readful  nigW,  sir,"  hissed  the  stranger,  servilMy  address- 
ing Marmaduke,  and  ringing-out  his  r's  like  a  cur  snarling ;  while, 
what  rendered  his  voice  still  nM)re  disagreeable,  was,  tbat  he  apoke 
as  if  his  teeth  were  tightly  closed. 

''Dreadful  indeed,"  replied  Marmaduke,  eyeing  him  from  head 
to  foot,  and  finally  looking  him  full  in  ttie  face,  with  a  sort  of 
search-warrant  expression — ''dreadful,  ii^eed,  and  blaok  «s  ihe 
d— 1 1  take  it*" 

"May  I  offer  you  some  brandy  and  water  sir?"  asked  the 
stranger,  throwing  back  his  Mackintosh,  and  displaying  a  bard* 
working  looking  pair  of  Russia  docks,  as  if  to  convince  Mdrma- 
diifce,  that  all  was  not  as  black  as  he  imagined. 

"  Much  obliged  to  you,"  said  the  latter,  intuitively  stfivtingbact 
— "  but  I  never  drink  before  dinner." 

The  stranger  saw  it  wonld  not  do,  and  so  resumed  his  ^at  and 
bis  pen ;  while  Marmaduke  walked  to  the  fire,  and  stood  with  his 
back  to  it,  keeping  his  eye  ail  the  time  up0n  tke  i«dividu&i  in  the 
India-rubber  and  Rnsaia  duotes. 

Presently  Mrs.  Fine  entered,  all  fuss  and  dorrow,  at  not  seeing 
Mr.  BubUe  in  the  parlour. 

"  Thank  yoti,  Mrs.  Fine,"  sakl  be,  ">  I  prefer  this  blaaii^  five  t6 
aay  otbw,  but  I  shoold  congratnlate  you,"  added  he,  ifdib  a  smile,. 
'*  upon  Mr.  Rne's  recovery." 
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^'  Oh  lor  sir,  don't  menlioD  it^  I  never  see  such  a  place  *,  the 
knives  won't  cut,  and  the  water  won't  drown ;  a  man  tried  to  drown 
bisseif  about  a  week  a-go,  in  the  pond  out  yander,  but  Hwas  no 
use,  no  more  nor  bathing-,  bis  poor  wife  told  me  this  very  morning, 
that  he  was  as  hearly  as  ever." 

"  You  see,  Mrs.  Fine,  those  that  don't  know  how  to  live,  don't 
know  how  to  die." 

"Ah,  very  true,  sir,"  sighed  Mrs.  Fine,  "but  it's  a  pity  there 
aint  some  one  to  teach  'em.'' 

"  Who  is  that  ilMooking  rascal? "  asked  Marmaduke,  in  a  stiH 
lower  voice,  pointing  to  the  gentleman  with  the  pen  and  ink  and 
Welsh-rabbit. 

"  Well,  now  he  is  a  hill-looking  scare-crow  to  be  sure,  but  who 
be  is  I  can't  tell  you  sir,  for  I  never  laid  eyes  upon  him  till  this 
arternoon — but  I  hope  he's  not  one  of  the  swell-mob,  come  down 
on  a  Job  from  Lunnun ;  by  his  asking  so  many  questions  as  he  did 
'about  every  one  in  the  neighbourhood*, — ^lor  1  now  I  look  at  him, 
he's  the  fac-similar  of  the  devil  and  Dr.  Foster,  isn't  he,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Marmaduke*,  "  for  I  never  had  the  honour 
of  seeing  either  of  them." 

"  Lor,  sir, !  that  be  your  humbleness  of  spirit,  for  the  neighbours 
do  say  as  you  knows  everything." 

"  The  neighbours  are  too  good  5  for  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what 
this  is,"  said  Marmaduke,  looking  through  the  window  at  a  strange 
looking  vehicle — a  gig  with  a  head  to  it,  on  the  top  of  which  was 
strapped  a  cradle  apii  and  a  violoncello  case ;  before  it  was  a  hamper 
and  a  harp,  with  a  green  cotton  umbrella,  blown  up  wrong  side 
out,  like  a  wine  glass,  while  presently  with  the  assislanee  of  Patty 
and  the  hostler,  two  very  fat  female  figures  were  squeezed  out  of 
the  interior.  Two  miiyites  after,  they  entered  the  kitchen  of  the 
inn,  and  proved  to  be  Mrs.  Jinks  and  Mademoiselle  Perpignon. 

The  former  lady  had  been,  like  Vesuvius  previous  to  an  erup- 
tion, rumbling  and  grumbling  for  the  last  fortnight  prior  to  Mrs. 
Whabble's  ball,  and  had  been  to  Shrewsbury  to  make  final  prepa- 
rations for  that  great  event ;  there  she  had  met  Mademoiselle,  who, 
if  the  truth  must  be  told,  had  walked  in  to  consult  a  fortune-teller, 
who  had,  among  other  extraordinary  things,  thrown  out  vague 
bints  about  drowning,  which  she  thought  were  about  to  be  imme- 
diately fulfilled,  had  she  not  very  opportunely  met  Mrs.  Jinks,  who 
charitably  offered  to  take  her  home.  Mrs.  Jinks  was  dressed  in  the 
identical  Tuscan  straw  bonnet  and  brown  cloth  pefisse  in  which 
Mr.  Howard  had  had  the  honour  of  travelling  with  her,  save  that 
the  skirt  was  a  little  curtailed  by  the  incendiary  behaviour  of  the 
Boots  at  the  Talbot.  Whatever  a  burnt  child  may  do,  a  burnt  pe- 
lisse certainly  does  not  dread  the  fire,  at  least,  Mrs.  Jinks  walked 
over  to  it  as  closely  as  possible. 
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**  Dear  me  !  Mr.  Bubble  !  you  here?"  cried  she.  "  I  do  hope 
you  are  not  a-foot  Ihis  terrible  evening — especially  as  aving  Mum- 
selle,  I  can't  offer  you  a  ride  home  in  the  chay." 

**  Thank  you  5 1  intend  to  ride  home,"  said  Marmaduke,  "  as  I 
have  my  pony  here." 

"  Poor  dear  little  crelur ! — ^you  don't  say  so  ?  I  hope  Sir  Ro- 
mulus and  her  Ladyship',  and  Lord  and  Lady  John,  and  all  the  fa- 
mily is  well?  and  Mr.  Oward  and  the  'Merican  gentleman,  sir?" 

^^  Poor  man  !  T  believe  he  is  shot  in  a  duel  before  this — at  least, 
he  was  to  have  fought  one  two  days  ago." 

"  You  don't  say  so !  "  cried  Mrs.  Jinks,  throwing  up  her  hands, 
and  then  placing  her  arms  akimbo.  "  Lor  bless  me !  it  never  can 
be,  to  be  sure ! — he  was  so  kind  to  James !  Ah,  poor  man  !  all  his 
figures  was  of  little  use  to  him,  when  he  did  not  know  how  to  take 
care  of  number  one !  *' 

During  this  dialogue.  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  who  had  seated 
herself  at  one  side  of  the  chimney,  cast  her  eyes  round  the  room, 
and  ascertaining^  beyond  a  doubt,  that  there  was  nobody  worth 
looking  at,  that  is,  that  would  look  in  return,  she  closed  them  again, 
and  kept  her  thoughts  sacred  to  Mr.  McPhin.  She  had  not  been 
long  in  this  position,  rocking  herself  to  and  fro  on  her  chair,  before 
a  confused  noise,  as  of  many  voices  at  a  distance,  broke  upon  the  air. 
**  Hush!  listen ! "  cried  Marmaduke,  while  Trip  ran  hastily  out, 
but  in  less  than  ten  minutes  returned^  and  tried  to  drag  his  master 
forcibly  after  him.  "  111  go,  my  good  sir,  I'll  go,*'  said  the  latter ; 
"-  you  need  not  use  so  much  violence-,"  and  so  saying,  he  walked 
out  after  the  dog,  who  bounded  on  before. 

Shortly  after  their  departure,  the  sound  of  voices  became  more 
distinct,  as  they  evidently  neared  the  house ;  and  soon  a  crowd  ap- 
peared, bearing  the  body  of  a  man.  They  entered  the  house,  and 
Archy  Dunn,  who  supported  the  head,  ordered  him  to  be  laid  on  a 
table,  which  was  accordingly  done,  but  with  his  face  downwards. 
Every  one  in  the  inn  gathered  round  the  apparently  dead  man. 

"  Eh,  pure  fellow!  pure  fellow!"  moaned  Archy  Dunn,  as  he 
rubbed  the  feet  of  the  defunct. 

**  Who  is  it,  Mr.  Dunn?"  asked  Mrs.  Fine. 
**  Eh,  it's  pure  Meester  McPhin,"  sobbed  Archy. 
''Oh  ciel!  "  shrieked  Mademoiselle,  throwing  herself  upon  the 
body  ^  *•  c'esl  bien  lui,  je  reconnais  son  doux  regard ! "  which  proves 
that  love,  instead  of  being  blind,  must  be  remarkably  clear- 
sighted, as  there  was  no  part  of  Mr.  McPhin  visible  but  his  back. 

"  Where  was  he  drownded,  poor  ge»tleman?"  re-interrogated 
Mrs.  Fine. 

"  In  your  ain  guse  pond  just,"  said  Archy. 
'*  Pooh!  then  he's  not  drowned  at  all,  you  may  depend  upon 
that,  Mr.  Dunn  •,— no,  no— they're  deeper  nor  the  pond  that  goes 
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Ibere;  for  lliey  knows  as  She  Duoderbeadfiond  wooU  drowii-^Hso  if 
won't— nasty,  good-for-nothing  piece  of  water!  Not  but  what  I 
should  be  yery  sorry  if  anytbink  appened  ta  poor  Mr.  McPhia — 
nice  civil  spoken  mati  as  €ver  was — and  -never  dnnl»  a  idP(»p  as  he 
doesn't  pay  on  the  nail,"  replied  Mrs.  Fine. 

'^  Ekif  iVs  these  confoonded  long  commons  like  wildernesses,  that 
ye  have  in  £ngland,  that  caused  the  pure  genliemau  (o  lose  him- 
self," whimpered  Archy. 

^'lye,  you  aint  used  to  nothink  but  short  commons  in  Scotiand, 
I  lake  it,"  drawled  Mr.  Brough,  who  had  joined  the  group. 

^^  Hoot,  John  Brough ! "  said  Archy,  firing  up,  '^  if  I  hod  taade 
shoes  for  horses  as  lang  as  you,  I'd  have  larnt  to  be  ossildntas  the 
beasties  who  employed  me  before  my  betters,  were  they  dead  or 
alive."  Mr.  Brough  looked  hammers  and  anvils,  butfemaiBedsileDt. 

Marmaduke,  who  had  a  sincere  regard  for  his  Aeptoew's  sin^- 
mifided  tutor,  ordered  every  restorative  used  on  such  occaslOBS,  and 
proceeded  to  take  off  his  wet  clothes,  whereupon  aU  the  pettiooals 
withdrew,  except  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  who  preferred  faioting 
in  the  saiae  room  during  the  cereotony.  In  searchiojg  Mr. 
McPhiA's  pockets,  nothing  was  found  but  the  litUe  ruler  he  bad 
been  so  long  in  the  hM>it  of  breaking  poor  Cosmo's  knuckles  with, 
a  blacklead  pencil,  and  a  card,  containing  a  prospectus  of  Mr. 

Town's  submarine  railroad,  with  the  words,  *^D d  shares — 

4^ — d  woman,"  written  at  the  back. 

At  length,  after  a  considerable  degree  of  friction,  hot  salt,  hot 
flannel,  and  brandy,  and  being  turned  on  his  back,  Mr*  MoPhin, 
chiefly  owing  to  the  indefatigable  manner  in  which  Triplictod  his 
face  while  lying  on  his  chest  and  keeping  it  warm,  began  to  erincc 
symptoms  of  returning  animation.  He  opened  one  eye,  upon  which 
Mademoiselle  shrieked  for  the  second  time,  and  exclaimed,  seizing 
his  hand  :  ^'  Ah!. non,  ce  n'est  pas  Iqi,  car  11  ne  me  reconnaft  pas ! " 

Whereupon,  Mr.  McPhin  sat  bolt  upright,  as  if  he  had  been  gal- 
vanized,  and  rubbing  his  eyes,  cried  out :  ^^  What  I  Itiat  ¥oioe  here 
too !  Eh,  then,  I  have  gone  to  the  de'il,  and  she  is  here  before  me! 
But  the  de'il  a  fut  I'llstay,  if  she  does — so  he  must  e'en  <^oose 
between  us." 

^'The  de'il— a  de'il  is  here,  sir!  "  said  Archy,  aknost  haggiiig 
him.  '  ^  Yer  safe  and  soond,  the  Laird  be  praised !  in  ttie  kitchen  of 
the  Pug  and  Primrose ;  and  though  ye  might  be  in  mooy  worse 
places^  I  ken  few  where  you'd  be  better,  particularly  after  sic  an 
uncoe  debauch  of  water.  I  never  kenned  ye  to  exceed  sae  before. '' 

^'  Didn't  I  tell  you  it  would  not  drown? "  cried  Mrs.  Fine  ta|>piDg 
Archy  triumphantly  on  the  shoulder. 

**  Ye  did — ye  did  indeed,  Meestress  Fine,*'  said  Archy  affeotien- 
ately,  pressing  her  hand  as  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes  \  *•'  for  yer 
sae  canny  in  yer  calling,  that  I  verily  believe  ye  ten  to  &  looic,  how 
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aincii  spiril  it  i«k«s  to  iiove  ony  effec  on  a  sea  of  ^ater,  or  Tor  a 
seM  of  water  to  hove  ony  effec  upon  it/' 

'^Eb,  sir/'  said  Mr.  MePhia,  discovenng  Marmadiske  ;  ^^  tben 
I  eonnot  be  in  the  inferenal  regions,  for  I'm  tary  sartia  you'd  never 
be  tliere." 

''  No,  no,  you  are  not,"  replied  Marmaduke  ^  and  then  requests 
to  be  left  alone  with  Mr.  McPhin.  As  soon  as  the  assembled  throng 
had  adjourned  to  the  bar,  be  added  kiodly,  taking  Mr.  McPhin's 
band ;  ^'  my  dear  sir,  I  do  think  that  going  out  to  drown  yourself 
was  an  odd  day's  pleasure,  which  your  note  to  me  staled  as  the 
reason  of  your  absence." 

^^  £b  sir,  aad  wasn't  it  a  pleasure  to  droon  one's  self  (hod  the 
stupid  water  been  deep  enough),  to  ^et  rid  of  thot  confoonded 
woman.  I  told  her  the  other  day,  the  more  she  tormented  me,  the 
worse  it  would  be  for  her." 

^^  I  musi  say,"  replied  Marmaduke,  uniting,  ^'  that  your's  Is  quite 
A  new  code  of  g^lantry;  it  would  have  been  almost  better  4o  have' 
got  rid  of  her  by  marrying  her." 

^'  Hoot,  sir,"  ftereamed  Mr.  Mel^ia,  who,  at  such  a  proposition, 
was  wide  awak«;  '^  for  the  first  time  I've  heard  lolly  from  your  lips 
•: — marry  her!  na,  na,  sir,  if  ever  I'm  vicious  enough  to  marry,  it 
shall  be  something  n»>rein  the  shape  of  a  obristian  woman,  thon 
siich  a  she-drogoo  os  thot." 

Marmaduke  passed  more  Ihan  balf^^mhour  in  reading  Mr. 
McPhin  a  leehire  upon  ttie  crtmindky  jof  his  conduct.  ^'  You  know 
as  "weil  as  I  an  teH  you,"  said  he,  ^^  that  when  man  dielh  the  dust 
sliaUretorHlo  the  earth  as  it  was,  and  the  spirit  to  God  that  gave  it; 
aiNl  liow,  think  you,  will  he  deal  with  those  rash  ones  that  force 
themselves  unMddee  oeliis  presence ?<- fie  upon  you;  McPhfn,  fie 
upon  you.  Your  conduct  induces  me  to  believe  what  Ijord  Bacon 
states  in  his  ^  Advancement  of  Learning.'  Discoursing  of  (he  mind 
or  soul,  he  says — ^  The  reasonable  soul  is  by  tiature  divine,  and- 
(he  unreasonable  part  of  the  soul,  is  common  to  us  with  beasts. 
Ttoe  reasonable,  he  affirms  to  have  its  original  from  the  inspiration 
or  Jbrealh  of  God->— the  unreasonable  from  Ihe  matrices  of  the  ele- 
ments.' To  the  same  purpose  speaks  the  great  Gassendus,  where 
he  treats  ^  De  Physiologia  Epicuri,  cap.  de  Animee  Sede'  and  also 
Dr.  Willis  in  Ms  '  De  Anima  Brulorum.' " 

"  Eh  sir,  true — and  the  brute  part  was  the  effect  that  confoonded 
woman  hod  on  me." 

'^  Why,  ibefreat  heathens  with  whom  you  are  well  acquainted," 
rej^timed  Marmaduke,  without  heeding  Mr.  McPhin's  last  remark  ^ 
"^^  the  great  heathens  with  whom  you  are  well  acquainted,  might 
liave  taught  you  better.  You  remember  the  saying  of  Socrates—^ 
^  Ho  not  think  that  after  I  am  dead,  that  at  my  funeral  you  carry 
oul  Socrates  a&d  bury  him  under  ground.   No,  you  ought  only  to 
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say  yon  bury  bl$  body*,  but  I  shaH  go  to  Hr  felicities  ofthe  blessed 
above.  And  Plato  in  his  '  Phoedo/  says,  ^  the  gods  first  framed  man 
of  earth,  and  gave  him  a  soul  as  mistress  of  bis  body*,'  and  again, 
he  says  a  litUe  farther  on,  that  ^  the  gods,  makers  of  mortal  crea- 
tures, having  received  from  the  The  First  God  the  soul  of  man 
immortal,  added  to  it  two  mortal  parts;  the  rest  ofthe  body  they 
appointed  a  vehiculum,  to  serve  the  head  where  the  soul  was 
placed ;  and  that  the  soul  being  an  invisible  thing,  goes  after  death 
into  a  like  pure  and  invisible  place,  hid  from  our  eyes,  to  the  good 
and  wise  God.'  Plato  also  believed  that '  God  and  the  very  essence 
of  life,  are  the  only  things  confessed  to  be  immortal  and  indis- 
solvable ;  and  that  if  death  were  the  dissolution  of  the  whole  man, 
then  would  the  wicked  be  gainers  thereby.'  If  the  very  heathens  so 
believed,  bow  could  you,  a  Christian,  tamper  with  so  awful  a  stake 
as  immortality.'' 

"Every  word  you  say  is  gospel,  honoured  sir,"  replied  Mr. 
McPhin,  wiping  the  tears  from  his  eyes;  ^'  ond  I  solemnly  pro- 
mise never  to  kill  myself  again !  but  one  favour,  sir,  I  supplicate  at 
your  hands^-<lon't  let  any  mortal  know  that  I  used  my  own  free 
will  in  walking  into  the  pond,  for,  as^Miss  Prudence  says,  /it 
would  be  such  a  bad  example  to  that  pure  lad,  Cosmo.' " 

Marmaduke  faithfully  promised,  that  the  first  stage  Mr.  McPhin 
had  that  day  gone  to  the  other  world,  should  never  be  alluded  to, 
bat  as  his  shocking  accident  on  Christmas-eve;  and  then  summoned 
Archy  Dunn,  whom  he  despatched  (the  storm  having  ceased)  upon 
Kicksy  wicksy  to  Bubble  Hall  for  a  close  carriage.  Mrs.  Jinks  then 
departed,  hoping  that  Mr.  McPhin  would  feel  sufficiently  recovered 
from  his  accident  to  come  to  Mrs.  Whabble's  ball,  or  else  there 
would  be  no  keeping  the  boys  in  order ;  but  having  a  vague  idea 
that  this  was  not  a  very  flattering  ground  to  express  her  hope  of 
seeing  him  upon,  and  not  being  a  bad-hearted  person,  she  face- 
tiously added,  as  she  shook  hands  with  him— "I'm  sure,  sir,  we 
may  say,  as  you  and  I  together  have  been  through  fire  and  water." 

Mademoiselle  wanted  to  remain  and  return  in  the  carriage,  but 
Marmaduke  insisted  upon  Mrs.  Jinks  fulfilling  her  promise,  and 
depositing  her  at  home,  as  he  said  Mr.  McPhin  should  be  kept  as 
quiet  as  possible.  He  further  requested  Mademoiselle  not  to  men- 
tion Mr.  Mc^hin's  accident  at  the  Hall  before  he  arrived,  as  it 
might  alarm  the  family. 

The  gig  had  not  driven  away  half-an-hour  with  its  fat  freight, 
before  Archy  Dunn  returned  with  the  carriage,  and  came  panting 
into  the  room  whiter  than  usual,  and  looking  the  very  personifica- 
tion of  fear. 

"What  in  the  name  of  wonder's  the  matter,  Archy?"  asked 
Mr.  McPhin. 

"  Eh  sir,^ou  were  talking  of  the  de'il,  ood  I've  always  heard  it 
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counted  ventursome  to  do  so,  fnd  sure  enough  it  was  either  him 
or  a  witch's  broomstick  that  carried  me  to  the  Hall,  for  Vye  been 
rolled  and  re-rolled  from  ain  end  of  the  common  to  the  ither,  with 
tbe  total  loss  of  my  hot  that  I  new  creped  this  morning ;  and  as  for 
the  bones  in  my  body,  they  feel  sae  pestled  and  mortered,  thot  I 
diana  ken  whether  they  are  my  bones  or  not.  Eh  Mr.  Bubble,  but 
that  pony  of  your's  is  a  daft  little  de'il." 

'^  I  suppose,''  said  Marpiaduke,  smiling,  '^  that  Kicksywicksy, 
as  usual,  has  been  playing  off  some  of  her  tricks  upon  travellers ; 
but  you  must  drihk  to  her  better  manners,"  added  he,  slipping 
double  his  usual  Christmas  offering  into  the  poor  tailor's  hands,  to 
indemnify  him  for  his  battered  bones  and  lost  beaver. 

''  The  Laird  above  send  doon  his  blessing  on  ye,  sir,"  bowed 
Archy,  ''  and  that  the  vary  first  may  be  a  gude,  qiuet,  reasonable, 
descent-minded,  respectable  horse." 

^'  Thank  you,  Archy,"  laughed  M armaduke  ^  '^  but  if  it's  the  same 
to  you,  turn  the  blessing  the  other  way,  and  set  me  upon  the  horse." 

"  Just  OS  yer  honour  plases,"  bowed  Archy. 

After  which,  Marmaduke  having  bestowed  temporary  compen- 
sation on  Mrs.  Fine  for  her  husband's  convalescence,  Mr.  McPhin 
was  enveloped  in  blankets,  and  lifted  into  the  carriage.  On  arriving 
at  Bubble  Hall,  they  drove  in  the  back  way,  and  Mr.  McPhin  was 
quietly  smuggled  to  bed.  Theresa,  who  met  Marmaduke  m  the 
gallery  as  she  was  going  down  to  dinner,  threw  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  and  said, 

^^  Dear  uncle,  has  any  thing  happened  that  you  are  so  late,  and 
Mademoiselle  Perpignon  has  eome  home  in  violent  hysterics?" 

^^  Nothing  particular,"  hesitated  Marmaduke,  only  poor  McPhiA 
has  met  with  an  accident,  which  I  will  teli  you  about  by-and-bye, 
and  poor  little  Blanche  Carlton's  '  Good-by'  is  ringing  in  my  ear, 
Theresa;  I  hate  that  word,  good-by;  in  short,  a  hundred  things 
detained  me,"  apd  so  saying,  he  offered  her  his  arm,  and  they  went 
down  to  dinner. 

CHAPTER  XVII. 

*' The  play,  the  play's  the  thing, 

Whereio  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king."— lEomfef . 
**  Examine  the  size  of  people's  sense,  and  the  condition  of 
their  understanding,  and  you'll  never  be  fond  of  popularity,  or 
afraid  of  censure."— TAe  Emperor  Marcus  Amomtim. 


THE  PLAY,  WHBBEIIi  TOUNG  BLUBBSa  ACTS  BEFOKB  THB  HOBIUTT  AMD  GBNTBT-^MISS 
LUCY  ACCBPTS  AN  OFFER  FROM  COLONEL  KING  OF  HER  OWN  MAKINGS— MRS.  WHAB- 
BLB*S  BALL.*— DIVERS  OCCURRENCES.— -MISS  PRUDENCE  REFUTES  A  PHILOSOPHICAL  RE- 
MARK OF  DEAN  swift's.— LORD  JOHN  ALMOST  BEGINS  TO  FEKL  THE  W0RTHLES5NESS 
OF  POPULARITY. 

*'  When  I  was  sick,"  says  Epicurus,  ''  I  did  not  discourse  the 
company  about  my. diseases,  or  the  torment  I  was  troubled  wilh." 
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Nov,  Ihotigb  BO  Epicurean,  this  was  preebetj  Mr.  McPhin's  case  : 
be  naodesUy  took  to  his  bed  Tor  several  days,  and,  by  excluding 
every  one  but  Marmadake,  escaped  the  eondolence  and  interroga- 
tions of  the  whole  Himily.  Not  so  Mademoiselle  Perpignon.  She 
thought  it  was  ^de  rigueur'  that  she  should  have  a  fit  of  ilTness  on 
the  occasion ;  and^  being  the  holidays,  she  had  plenty  of  time. 
Accordingly,  she  sent  off  for  Dr.  Churchill  and  Mr.  Lance,  and 
inmatcd  upon  their  bleeding  her,  though  they  both  very  honestly 
assured  her  she  did  not  require  any  thing  of  the  kind ;  but  no 
sooner  had  they  accednd  to  her  importunities,  than  she  got  up  a 
delirium,  and  kept  screaming  out,  like  Descartes  on  a  similar  oc- 
casion, '^  Messieurs,  ^pargnez  le  sang  flran^als,  je  vous  en  sup- 
plie!''  And  the  second  act  was  to  rave  about  the  goose-pond,  that 
had  nearly  proved  fatal  to  her  lover.  This,  as  the  house-maids  and 
Marmaduke,  with  the  doctor  and  apothecary,  were  English,  she 
thought  fit  to  do  in  what  she  considered  that  hinguage,  and  ex- 
ploded as  foUowa. 

''  Ah!  Qe  fatal  gose  pone — bis  name  Phin-— but  he  have  no  fin  ^ 
darefore  he  no  swim  !  Ah!  Fet^e!  Pet^re!  quelle  mis^re !  quelle 
nifi^e ! '' 

'^  If  it's  Mr.  McPhin  as  you're  a  talking  about,  ma'am,''  said 
one  of  the  maids,  '^  he's  quite  safe  a^bed." 

^' Comment  done ! ''  shrieked  Mademoiselle,  '^inde  bed  ofde 
riviere !  Ah,  Petfere !  P«t*re ! " 

^^  No^  in  his  own  bed,  1  rejoice  to  say,''  replied  Marmaduke, 
who,  despite  his  inclination  to  laugh,  could  not  prevent  his  heart, 
from  long  habit,  pitying  the^tlumsiest  semblance  of  distress. 

^*'  Oh  Ciel !  in  an  oyst^ve  bed  !-^te  cher  homme! '" 

'^  Q^lles  Ganges  nouvelles  T'  mattered  Marmaduke. 

'^  Devant  raoi ,  apr^s  moi ! ''  murmured  Mademoiselle. 

''  II  freezes,  doesn't  it,  Mr.  Lance? "  asked  Dr.  Churchill. 

^^  And.miasles  too,  »r,"  replied  the  apothecary. 

^'  Ah  yes,  de  meesletoe;''  resumed  Mademoiselle,  ^^  dat  shall  be 
for  de  feeshe,  dat  shall  be  for  de  feeshe  now !  Oh,  my  heart !  my 
heart ! — he  is  too  big ! — he  is  too  big !  I  shall  break  him  in  litlel 
pieces — ^and  den  he  shall  feed  de  feeshe  too ! " 

It  was  on  the  26th  of  December  that  Mademoiselle  Perpignon 
thus  threatened  to  Macadamise  her  heart.  Altera  four-o'clock  din- 
ner at  Bubble  Hall,  that  the  whole  famHy  might  be  in  time  for  the 
play,  Mr.  Ormond,  who  had,  from  being  a  general  favourite,  be- 
come a  daily  guest,  was  of  the  party ;  as  were  also  Colonel  King 
and  Captain  Russell-,  for  Miss  Lucy  naturally  thought  that,  the  play 
being  '^  Alexander  the  Great/'  seeing  how  au  fait  his  loajesly  was 
at  making  love  to  two  women,  that  it  must  shame  Colonel  King 
into  making  love  to  one.  Marmaduke  finding  that  McPhln's  trip 
to  the  other  world,  via  the  Dunderhead  goose-pond,  was  an  ^  idee 
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the'  WT-fli.  Mademoiselte,  left  her  fo  Ihe  enjoyment  of  H,  and  des- 
cended to  \he  drawing-room,  where  coffee  had  j»st  preceded  him. 

"  Shall  I  give  you  some  cofifee,  uncle?"  said  Theresa,  stopping 
the  servant,  as  Marmadnke  entered. 

''  If  you  please,  child  5  and  give  me  cream,  and  not  boiled  milk." 

'*  Has  any  one  an  idaya  how  Mamselte  is?"  asked  Lady  Bubble. 

"  I  have  just  come  from  her;  and  Dr.  GhurchHI  thinks  there  is 
nothing  the  matter  with  her," replied  Marmadiriie,  sipping  hiseofl^e. 

*'  And  what  do  you  |hink  ?"  re-interrogated  her  ladyship. 

"  Why,  I  think  if  Ihere's  anything  the  matter,  Ws  water  on  the 
brainy  for  she  has  got  the  goose-pond  on  the  coBamon  into  her 
head,  and  McPhin  in  il^  and  there  is  no  getting  either  of  them  oat." 

"Oh!"  said  Lady  Bubble. 

"The  Algerine's  in  love!"  cried  Sir  Romulus;  "and  f  fear 
McPhin  won't  lake  a  calamity.  Now,  I  recommend  a  calamity  to 
every  one." 

"Ah,  just  so — ^jusl  so— a  "—grinned  €olonel  King;  which  Miss 
Lucy  took  for  a  favourable  omen. 

At  this  moment  Lord  John's  calamity  entered,  ready  turban'd  and 
black  satined  for  Mrs.  Whabble's  ball ;  and  shortly  after  the  car- 
riages were  announced. 

"Where's  Prudence?"  asked  Sir  Romulus.  "She's  generally 
ready  the  first.  Ring  the  bell,  my  dear,"  added  he,  turning  to  Lady 
Bubftle,  who  was  more  than  usually  splendid,  and  did  not,  there- 
fore, like  the  trouble,  "  ring  the  bell,  my  dear,  and  send  up  for  her." 

Miss  Prudence  made  her  appearance  in  a  greater  fuss  than  usual, 
redolent  of  lavender  water,  drawing  on  a  pair  of  very  large  and  very 
stiff  white  leather  gloves — for  kid  they  could  not  be  called — and 
tucking  up  a  very  stiff  grey  satin  gown,  that  rattled  again ;  her  cap 
had  all  the  appearance  of  a  cheap  ribbon  shop  selling  off,  from  the 
heterogeneous  chaos  of  bows  and  ends  that  adorned  it;  while  a 
snr^all  bullerfly,  in  coloured  stones,  fastened  the  velvet  in  the  front 
of  her  wig,  and  produced  a  charming  effect  between  the  bunches 
of  little  button-mushroom  curls  on  each  side ;  chains,  and  corne- 
lian, and  amber  necklaces,  without  end,  graced  her  neck ;  while  a 
tippet,  made  of  the  down  of  her  favourite  bird,  protected  her  shoul- 
ders. Yet  such  are  the  mysterious  intricacies  of  human  nature,  that 
Miss  Prudence  was  in  a  fuss,  notwithstanding  all  this ! 

'*  What's  in  the  ladle  now.  Prudence?"  aslted  Sir  Romulus,  ad- 
vancing, with  a  philosophical  smile,  and  a  thumb  in  the  entrance  of 
each  of  his  trousers'  pockets,  "  what  is  the  nonsense  and  fuss,  eh  ?" 

^'  Oh  dear!  no  nonsense  at  all !  but  a  great  deal  of  fuss,  I  grant 
you,  Romulus; — oh!  I  am  provoked  beyond  everything!  that 
stupid  maid  of  mine,  Buzzard,  4n  curling  my  hair,  singed  one  of 
Ihe  curls  right  off!" 

*'  The  Algerines  nearly  did  Ihe  same  to  my  wig,"  sympathized 
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Sir  Romulas,  ^'  the  last  tiilie  I  sesl  it  to  Shrewsbury  to  be  tichi- 
vated;  and  I  was  obliged  to  soak  it  in  cold  water  for  four  hours  ; 
they  had  curled  it  up  so  slifQy  \  and  after  all,  my  calamity  dried  it 
too  quickly  before  the  fire,  and  shrunk  it  up  again ! — so  you  see, 
Prudence — hunt  the  hare!  do  you  approve  of  my  wit?  hunt  the  hair 
seems  the  favourite  game  in  this  bouse.'' 

^'  Ah,  then  you  can  feel  for  me,  Romulus,"  shrugged  Miss  Pru- 
dence, wriggKog  her  fingers,  which  looked  as  if  they  had  white 
bolster-cases  on  each  of  them — ''  but  still  I  do  say,  Buzzard's  con- 
duct is  scandalous  beyond  everything !  " 

^^  We  have  not  much  time  to  spare,"  said  Mr.  Ormond,  looking 
at  his  watch— '^  it's  now  half  past  six,  and  the  play  begins  at  seven." 

"  True ! "  cried  Sir  Romulus,  with  one  of  those  graceful  (eonsi- 
dering  bis  size)  zephir-like  pirouettes  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
making—taking  his  chapeau  bras— ^  fashion  he  had  persisted  in 
since  the  year  1798;  ''  true!  and  as  there  can  be  no  fun  till  we 
come,  as  the  man  said  that  was  going  to  be  hanged — the  sooner 
we're  off  the  better! — so  good  night,  ma'am,"  added  he,  holding 
out  three  fingers  to  the  old  lady  \  the  other  two  being  occupied  in 
the  custody  of  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

The  old  lady  was  taking  her  after-dinner  '  siesta ;'  but  upon  Sir 
Romulus's  adieu,  she  opened  one  eye,  looked  up,  and  dropped  out 
— ''  Oh !  good  bye  to  you ;  are  ye  going  to  thee  Mithuth  Siddonth 
orMilhuth  Jordon?"  *• 

''We  are  going  beyond  Jordan,  nia'am,"  oachinated  Sir  Romu- 
lus, ''  to  a  whale-fishery !  at  least  we  shall  see  the  blubber !  " 

''  Oh,  indade!  I  think  ith  mighty  foolish  to  blubber  at  a  play," 
said  the  old  lady,  shutting  up  the  one  eye  she  had  opened,  and  again 
sinking  to  sleep. 

''  Send  Miss  Manners's  maid  here,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  as  she  left 
the  room  with  the  rest  of  the  party. 

The  evening  was  windy  in  the  extreme,  which  gave  Sir  Romulus 
an  opportunity  of  facetiously  remarking  to  Theresa,  that  he  was 
glad  to  perceive  she  had  succeeded  in  raising  the  wind  for  her  pro- 
teg^.  Many  were  the  arrangements  and  re-arrangements  about 
who-aud-who  were  to  go  together ;— *at  length,  the  carriages  were 
filled  to  the  porfect  satisfaction  of  all  parties; — ^Miss  Lucy  going  Id 
Colonel  King's,  with  Marmaduke  as  Bodkin,  for  propriety's  sake. 
Miss  Prudence  was  dogged,  and  caleshed,  in  a  manner  to  defy  the 
elements ;  while  Sir  Romulus,  not  wishiog  to  adopt  a  '  coup  de 
vent  coiffure,'  took  the  precaution  of  tying  dpwn  his  wig,  with  his 
red  silk  pocket-handkerchief,  and  finally  surmounting  it  with  his 
chapeau  bras  :  this  had,  altogether,  a  very  novel  and  remarkable 
appearance — or  as  he  would  himself  have  expressed  it :  ''  was  quite 
out  of  the  common." 

When  they  arrived  at  the  theatre,  Lord  John  Bubble's  carriage. 
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and  Uidy  fiobbte^  were  Urstv  Sir  Romnlus  and'  lady  John  next ; 
Mr.  Simcoe  received  them  at  the  door,  bowing  down  to  the  ground, 
with  a  pair  of  wax-lights^  and  a  court  dress,  consisting  of  a  pro- 
perty coat  and  ruffles.  Sir  Romulus  lead  the  way,  busily  explaining 
to  Lady  John  the  improvements  he  had  causisd  to  be  made  in  the 
theatre ;  with  which  interesting  subject^  he  was  so  pre-occupied, 
that  he  was  about  to  enter  the  state-box,  in  the  self-same  costume 
that  he  had  left  Bubble  Hail^  that  is  to  say,  with  his  red  silk  poc- 
ket-handkerchief surmounted  by  the  chapeau  bras ! 

'^  Sir  Romnlus!  Sir  Romulus ! "  said  Lady  Bubble,  pulling  him 
back,  "you  have  no  idaya  what  a  Qgure  you  look  with  that  red  * 
handkerchief  tying  up  your  head . " 

"  Never  thought  of  it,"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  putting  the  hat  under 
bis  arm,  returning  the  kerchief  to  his  pocket,  pushing  his  wig  back, 
and  arranging  its  Hyperion  curls — *^  it  woula  have  been  the  cause 
of  some  fun,  if  I  had  shown  myself  to  them  with  my  turban  on  ;  I 
wonder  what  they'd  have  thought  ? " 

"  Why,  nothing  more  nor  less  than  that  you  had  hoisted  the  Al- 
gerine  flag  in  good  earnest,''  said  Marmaduke,  who  had  now  Joined 
them  with  the  rest  of  the  party. 

Mr.  Simcoe  threw  open  the  box  door^  three  boxes  had  been 
thrown  into  one  for  the  occasion  :  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Arling- 
ton were  already  there,  and  no  sooner  were  all  the  patrons  of  (he 
play  assembled,  than  the  orchestra  struck  up  "  God  save  the  queen." 
As  soon  as  the  national  anihem  had  ceased,  Miss  Prudence  was 
seized  with  a  tremendous  fit  of  fidgeting,  which  manifested  itself  by 
borrowing  every  one's  opera-glass :  upon  Cosmo's  informing  her  that 
he  spied  Mrs.  Damnemali's  Polish  cap  and  feather  in  an  opposite 
box — 

^^Ohdear!  'tis  impossible ! "  said  she,  ^^for  the  Doctor  decidedly 
objects  to  plays ;  it  was  only  the  other  day  that  I  was  asking  him  if 
he  thought  there  was  any  harm  in  my  going  to  the  play?  and  he 
said,  decidedly  -,  now  that  I  no  longer  cared  about  them — ^it  would 
be  very  wrong  to  go ;  but  as  this  was  for  a  charity,  he  did  not  ob- 
ject. Ah !  perhaps  he  has  given  Mrs.  Damnemall  leave  to  go  for  the 
same:  reason  ^  for,  oh  dear !  he  is  such  a  good  man ! " 

Miss  Pradence?s  surmises  were  presently  confirmed,  by  seeing 
the  Polish  cap  and  feather  bobbing  and  nodding  most  ftiriously  at 
ber  :  and  while  she  was  occupied  in  playing  the  mandarin  to  it  in 
return,  the  Duke  of  Arhngton  vacated  his  seat  in  the  front  of  ttie 
first  box,  and  passed  into  theone  where  Cecil  was  seated  by  Theresa. 
*'  Mr.  Howard,"  said^he,  extending  his  hand  to  the  forhier,  after 
bowing  to  the  latter—*''  a  rumour  has  reached  me;  that  you  are  the 
author  of  the  very  eloquently  and  ably-written  pamphlet,  entitled 
an  ^^  Inquiry  into  my  Policy  ^"  and  defending  me  most  effectually 
against  a  recent  attack  -,  if  so,  you  must  allow  me  to  lay  aside  both 
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my  vanity  as  a  statesman,  aoSdi  my  gralil«de  as  a  man  ^  ahd  to  asgure 
you,  in  tbe  cool  and  fastidious  spirit  of  crilicism;  that  I  have  not 
for  a  long  time  read  anything  ubioh  gave  oftc  so  high  an  opioion  ef 
the  abilities  of  the  writer.'' 

^^  In  presuming  to  attompjt  so  great  a  sulQect  as  an  inquiry  Into 
(he  poUcy  and  genuis  of  your  grace,''  bowed  Gectt,  ^^  not  U>  have 
utterly  failed,  I  consider  an  ovation  In  itsdf ;  bij^  to  bear  it  from 
your  own  lips,  making  every  allowance  for  the  courtesy  that  dic- 
tates it,  is  indeed  a  triumph  my  most  sanguine  hopes  never  could 
have  anticipated." 

. ' '  Nay ,  then,"  smiled  the  Duke, ' '  1  fear,  that  notwiihstandiog  Ib^ 
many  great  and  good  qualities  I  am  indebted  to  yon  for,  '  ao  fond 
you  must  have  thought,  that  having  been  so  long  a  servant  of  (he 
public,  that  like  my  master,  I  too  was  uograleDal." 

^'  Not  so,"  rejoined  Cecil,  '^  for  I  remember  tbe  fable  of  the  lion 
and  the  mouse." 

The  Duke  was  about  to  reply,  when  the  curtain  rose^  and  he 
was  too  well  bred,  at  a  beo^l  in  a  country  theatre,  where  so  much 
dq;)eBded  upon  his  seeming  attention,  to  interrupt  the  play.  All 
passed  off  quietly,  till  young  Blubber  appeared,  when  the  house 
was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  torn  down  with  apptaose.  Young 
Blubber  took  up  six  feet  of  longitude,  and  carried  himself  so  erect, 
that  the  back  of  his  bead  seemed  to  entertain  the  miraculous  design 
of  touching  his  heels.  He  was  altogether  a  fine,  raw,  plump- 
looking  youth,  with  bursting  cheeks  and  hands,  small  eyes,  and  a 
large  voice,  very  buU-doggy  and  keep  your  distance^isb.  His  whole 
action  consisted  in  shaking  his  head  as  if  be  had  been  repeating 
(( fi^fo— fau— fum,"  then  stretching  first  one  arm  straight  out  on 
a  line  with  his  shoulder^  and  vehemently  shaking  the  hand -at  tbe 
end  of  it,  to  match  the  tremulous  motion  of  his  head.  As  soon  as 
one  arm  was  tired,  be  relieved  guard  with  the  other  which  instantly 
fell  into  an  ague  as  its  predecessor  had  done.  The  tone  and  mMner 
in  which  he  gave  the  wqids, ''  Oh,  my  Statira ! "  accompamed  as 
it  was  by  hirhead  and  hand,  never  failed  to  draw  down  thandere 
of  applause  from  the  one  shilling  gallery  ^  for,  when  he  wiisbed  to 
melt  into  amatory  tenderness,  he  always  achieved  the  point  by 
speaking  as  though  his  throat  had  been  lined  willi  fleecy  hosiery, 
with  a  youi|g  bull-dog  barking  in  the  biHtom  of  it. 

Miss  Manners  and  Mr.  Howard  behaved  better  than  any  of  the 
party^  that  is,  they  Uughed  tiU  they  cried,  which,  produced  the 
desired  effect.  At  the  fuid  of  thesooond  actMannaduke  went  behind 
the  scenes  to  congratulate  Mr.  Simcoe  on  so  overflowiog  a  house. 
"Wonderful  talents,  hasn't  he,  sir?"  drawled  Mr.  S^imeoe 
through  hii^  nose. 

"  Very  wonderful !  if  he  has  any,"  replied  Manaaduka,  "  for  1 
never  saw  anything^  like  hifii." 


THE  BUBBLE   FAMILY.  275 

^'Ohy  4ear^  sir/'  Dialed. Mr.  Simcoe,  ''  he  eomes  nearer  lo  tbe 
great  McEverpijiff  ihao  any.liTing  actor.   Bo  yoU'  mark  tiow  he 
hisses  and  clips  his  words,  and  what  spirit  he  throws  into  the  love 
scenes  I— nothing  soft  or  whining  about  him^ — he  remind^  me 
so-K)f-*a  play  I  saw  McEverpnflin— I  can't  remember  the  name 
of  it^-rbut  I  know  there's  a  ^yer  in  it  for  one  thing,  and  to  see 
the  way  be  doubles  his  flats  at  heaven,  as  though  he  insisted  on 
being  heard,  is  the  mo^t  astounding  piece  of  acting  I  ever  saw.  And 
then  in  the  love  scenes,  insteadjof  wooing  and  sueing,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing,  he  puts  his  arms  a-kimbo,  just  as  you  may  see  a 
Hungerford  market  fish-wifedo  when  mackerel  are  first  in,  and  she 
says  to  a  customer,  *•  here  they  are<-three  a  shilling-^you  may  take 
'em  or  leave  'em,  just  as  you  please — ^but  I  don't  1)810  one  farth- 
ing,' which,  of  course,  brings  the  lady  to  her  senses  more  than  all 
the  coaxing  and  hoaxing  in  the  world.  Dear  me !  I  wish  I  could 
remember  the  name  of  the  play-— I  saw  it  the  first  night  it  came  out 
— and  how  the  house  was  packed,  to  be  sure ! — ^too  free  to  be  easy, 
— and,  therefore,  some  very  undiscriminating  and  injudicious  in- 
dividuals,--! recollect,  on  two  occasions^  during  the  play,  when 
McEverpuff  was  sadly  anneyed.   They  had  had  their  orders,  you 
understand,  sir,  to  clap  incessantly.  Well,  once  McEverpufiTs  hel- 
met fell  off,  and  they  clapped  for  ten  minutes.  Another  time,  he 
blew  his  nose,  naturally,  and  the  whole  house  rose  and  waved  their 
handkerchiefs.  But  he's  a. wonderful  man,  sir! — a  wonderful  man  ! 
— ^he  understands  the  business  so  thoroughly.  When  he  was  going 
to  act  at  the  Haymarket,  he  sent  his  friend,  Mr.  Guzzlecat,  who 
does  all  Ihe  theatrical  reviews,  or,  I  may  say,  sham-fights  for  him, 
down  to  the  manager  to  say  that  he  would  cancel  his  engagement 
if  be  did  not  insert  the  word  ^ great'  in  the  play^biUs, — the  great 
tragedian,  Mr.  McEverpuff.   ^i  understood,'  said  Ihe  innocent 
maoager,  ^  that  Mr.  McEverpuff  did  not  approve  of  the  plasttering 
system  pursued  towards  him,  and  that  it  was  that  has  made  him  as 
thin  as  a  lath?'  ^No  more  he  does,'  stammered  Guzzlecat,  ^but 
it's  his  friends! — it's  his  friends!  and  what's  the  use  of  friends, 
especially  in  the  press,  if  they  can't  puff  a  man  into  a  demi-igod,  or 
blow  him  into  a  devil?'  And  you  see,  sir,  how  it  answers.  McEver- 
pufif  is  what  I  call  a  regular  dramatic  steam-engine  ^  he  won't  let 
anything  come  near  him  but  his  own  train;  the  moment  they  do, 
Guzzlecat  blows  the  coals^  moT^  vapouring  is  tbe  result,  and  it's 
all  right,  because  as  he  takes  all  tbe  baggage  and  lumber  of  the  first 
class  free,  he's  sure  of  their  support." 

Mr.  Simcoe  had  talked  himself  into  a  fever  of  admiration,  when 
Mrs.  Simcoe,  dressed  for  Miss  Winterblossom,  and,  curtseying  to 
Marmaduke,  touched  his  elbow,  and  reminded  him  it  was  time  to 
go  and  adorn  for  Mr.  Primrose.  Marmaduke,  in  reUtrmng  Mrs. 
Simcoe's  salutation,  butted  forward  and  rebutted  backwards  so 
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oaeo,.  tbat,  at  iength,  be  felt  by  a  sudden  giTing  way  of  hi£(  own 
person,  he  had  endangered  the  equilibrium  of  another.  Returned 
suddenly  round  primed  and  loaded  with  apologies  and  regrets, 
when,  leaning  against  the  side-wing,  with  a  pencil  and  note-book 
in  his  hand,  he  beheld  the  man  in  th»  Macintosh  that  he  had  met 
at  (he  Pug  and  Primrose  t^o  nights  before.  Stammering  out  a  hasty 
''  I  beg  your  pardon,"  instead  of  all  the  sugared  regrets  he  had 
provided  himself  with,  he  hurried  away  after  Mr.  Simcoe,  and, 
overtaking  him  just  as  he  had  reached  his  dressing-room  door, 
brought  him  to  the  back  of  the  stag^,  and,  pointing  to  the  man  at 
the  wing,  said, — 
''  Can  you  tell  me  who  that  is?" 

'*'  Why,  sir,  that  is  the  tery  identical  person  I  have  been  talking 
about,  Mr.  McEverpufTs  great  friend^  Guzzlecal." 

" Godbless  me! — you  don't  say  so?"  said  Marmaduke.  "  Such 
a  looking  fellow  as  that  for  a  friend  is  enough  to  send  a  man  without 
judge  or  jury  to  Tyburn.  What  the  d — 1  brings  him  here?" 

^*^  Merely  a  little  theatrical  business,"  drawled  Mr.  Simcoe,  with 
great  sang  froid.  ^'  He's  a  very  respectable  man,  I  assure  you,  sir; 
probably  you  may  have  heard  of  him  by  his  former  name.  His 
name  was  Nugent  ^  but  he  has  taken  the  name  of  Guzzlecat  for  some 
property  left  him  by  his  uncle.  Alderman  Guzzlecat.  He^s  been  in- 
quiring most  kindly  about  poor  Carlton,  and  says  he  may  be  able  to 
serve  him  materially  if  I  will  let  him  see  htm. 

^'  Mr.  Simcoe! ''  gasped  Marmaduke,  seizing  his  arm,  '^  on  your 
peril—" 
^^  What!  Sir?"  interrupted  Mr.  Simcoe,  unaCTecledly alarmed. 
''  Nothing — nothing,"  said  Marmaduke,  calmly  parting  his  hair. 
^'  I  beg  your  pardon.   I  merely  meant  to  say — will  you  have  the 
goodness  to  send  round  word  to  my  box,  that  I  will  meet  them  at 
Mrs.  Whabble's,  and  they  are  not  to  wait  for  me?"  and  Marma- 
duke hastily  buttoned  up  his  great  coat,  and  left  the  theatre. 

'^  He's  buttoned  his  coat  quite  crooked,"  said  one  of  the  scene- 
shifters,  looking  after  him. 

^'  Humph!  that's  no  great  matter,  if  he  had  a  straight  waistcoat, 
I  take  it,"  muttered,  or  rather,  thought  Mr.  Simcoe,  as  he  slammed 
to  his  dressing-room  door. 

As  Marmaduke  seemed  mysterious  in  his  movements,  it  would 
not  be  right  to  follow  him ;  so  we  will  return  to  Lady  Bubble's  box. 
It  was  the  last  act;  young  Blubber  was  in  the  arm  chair,  delirious, 
clawing  it  under  the  idea  that  it  was  Bucephalus. 

'^  What  on  earth  is  he  doing?"  said  Lady  Bubble,  in  vain  screw- 
ing up  her  eyes  and  using  her  glass;  '^  has  any  one  an  idaya  what 
he's  about?" 

"  My  dear— my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
and  talking  loud,  that  the  people  in  the  pit  might  have  the  benefit 
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of  Ibe  classic  Intelligence,  ^'  he's  oul  of  bis  senses,  and  be  fancies 
the  cbair  Bucephalns." 

^'And  wbat  is  BuceHas?''  asked  Lady  Bubble,  wbo  was  not  oyer 
quick  at  catching  names. 

^^  Oh  dear !  a  remarkable  bad  light  wine,  I  think,  that  we  haye 
at  luncheon  very  often—  too  often,''  said  Miss  Prudence;  and,  as  she 
spoke,  the  curtain  fell,  amid  an  uproar  of  applause,  the  din  of  which 
was  only  to,  be  equalled  by  young  Blubber's  own  ranting.   Miss 
Prudence  made  a  scramble  for  the  satin  play-bills,  saying  the^ 
would  be  such  a  pretty  present  for  the  young  Whabbles ;  and  the 
whole  party  rose  simultaneously,  till  admonished,  in  an  important 
and  confldential  tone,  by  Sir  Romulus,  that  it  would  be  an  affront 
to  the  manager  to  go  before  Master  Simcoe  bad  danced  the  College 
hornpipe,  as  it  was  announced  in  the  bills  that  he  was  to  do  so  by 
^particular  desire' — his  own,  do  doubt. 
**And  won't  you  slay  the  afterpiece,  mamma? "  said  Lucy. 
* '  How  can  I,  my  dear,  with  Mrs.  Whabble's  ball ? " 
"Dear  me!  how  tiresome!"  resumed  the  young  lady,  looking 
ftili  at  Colonel  King.  "  I  should  so  like  to  see  '  Popping  the  Ques- 
tion,''-Hiid  you  ever  do  such  a  thing?" 
''A— Just  so—just  so — a." 

"  How?"  said  the  young  lady ;  and  then  thinking  she  had  gone 
too  far,  began  to  giggle,  and  pull  a  crysanthimum  to  pieces  and  in 
order  to  change  the  subject,  said,  "Did  you  ever  see  siich  a  fidget 
as  noiamma  is?-* how  should  you  Kke  such  a  mother? " 

^^  I  think  I'd  rather  have  her  for  a  mother-in-law,"  stammered 
he,  stumbling  on  something  very  gallant,  and  getting  so  red  at  his 
own  temerity,  when  it  was  too  late  to  recall  the  words,  that  his 
nose  looked  capable  of  singeing  Miss  Lucy's  ringlets.  She,  how- 
ever, with  great  presence  of  mind,  said  in  a  low.  voice,  suddenly 
pressing  his  band,  and  as  suddenly  withdrawing  her  own,  when  it 
bad  done  the  deed  : 

^'  Well,  then,  at  that  rate,  I'll  speak  to  her  and  papa  to-morrow 
morning." 

"  Ah — just  so — just  so,"  nolens-volens'd  the  poor  Colonel,  sin- 
cerely wishing  in  his  heart  that  matters  were  any  way  but  just  so. 
But  though  be  felt  to  the  fullest  extent  what  these  unfortunate 
words  had  entailed  upon  him,  he  honourably  resolved  to  bear  the 
brunt  like  a  hero-,  nor  did  lie  shrink  from  this  resolve,  even  when 
Lucy  hooked  her  arm  within  his,  on  leaving  (he  box,  with  a  ^  raeum 
and  tuuBi '  sort  of  conjugal  jerk  that  would  have  balfled  Doctors'- 
Gommons  ^  though  it  must  be  confessed  he  did  flinch  a  little  when 
Cosmo,  who  was  sent  to  play  propriety  in  Marmaduke's  place, 
cold  as  thfe  night  was,  was  ordere4  into  the  rumble  by  his  sister, 
with  the  resigq-all-hope  words,  both  to  him  and  Colonel  King,  of— 
'<  My  dear  boy,  you  must  go  outside,  for  wc  don't  want  you." 
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As  smooth  water  runs  (ieep,  it  is  to  he  supposed  smooth  love 
does  the  same,  and  is  equally  silent  ^  for  Colonel  King  S0M  noCbing. 
What  could  he  say  ? 

On  arriving  at  Gorget  Cottage,  they  found  it  iUooiiiiaAed  wi(h 
coloured  lamps,  while  the  harp  abd  violohcello  that  Mrs.  Jinks  had 
brought  in  the  gig  were  twanging  away  rather  out  oC  tune,  ne 
doubt  firom  the  fatigues  of  their  journey.  Major  and  Mrs.  Wl^abblc, 
the  former  in  full  uniforna,  the  latter  in  the  next  of  kin— ^  scarlet 
velvet  dress,  with  a  gold  band  round  it,  and  a  court  phioae  in  her 
head,  received  the  Bubble  family,  like  royalty,  at  the  do<»r ;  while 
Mrs.  Jinks  hastily  emerged  from  a  small  room  off  the  haU^  which 
was  the  temporary  emporium  of  negus,  cakes,  and  leim>aade,  quite 
forgetting  in  her  iurry  that  her  bright  green  satin  dress  was  tueked 
up  through  the  pocket  hole,  and  that  the  loc^  white  fl^ther  speckled 
with  gold  spots  which  drooped  from  the  left  side  of  the  am|^  gold 
tissue  bolster  that  encircled  her  head,  had  been  pinned  behind  to 
keep  it  out  of  the  candle ;  one  white  silk  glo\e  was  on  her  left  hand, 
the  other  only  contained  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  while  her  plrnnp 
red  hand,  and  capsicum-looking  thumb  were  visible  above  It.  Her 
attitude  in  curtseying  was  particularly  graceful,  being  a  sort  of  an- 
terior flinging  out  like  a  horse  kicking. 

The  ceremonies  of  the  hall  door  over,  Mrs.  Whabble  conducted 
her  '  distinguished  guests'  into  the  di'awing-room,  or  ratber  Major 
Whabble  offered  his  arm  to  Lady  John,  Lord  John  to  Mrs.  Whab- 
ble, and  Sir  Romulus  to  Mrs.  iinks ;  whUe  Colonel  King  had  only 
time,  as  he  glanced  aft  tiieir  paradoiical  figures,  which  were  square, 
fei  round,  to  whisper  to  Miss  Lucy,  '^  Sure  such  a  pair  were  never 
seen ! "  <when  prQpnety  compelled  him  to  offer  his  other  arm  to  | 
Lady  Bubble.  Sir  Aomulus  never  could  be  said  to  walk ;  a  dignified 
march  was  always  the  medium  by  which  he  conveyed  himself  from 
one  place  to  another — which  was  now  rendered  doubly  striking  by 
Mrs.  Jink's  humble  waddle,  as  she  familiarly  nodded  her  head  to 
all  her  acquaintance  right  and  left,  when  she  re-entered  the  room, 
unconscious  of  her  pinned  feather  and  looped-up  gown.  All  the 
young  WhaUbles  were  collected  in  One  group,  and  were  individually 
and  nomraally  presented  to  Lord  John,  by  their  father,  as  '  Ihe 
young  voters^'  upon  which  his  Lordship  affably,  without  making 
one  mistake,  Gharles'd,  James'd,  George'd,  and  DanieFd  them  all, 
as  he  shook  hands  with  them. 

Master  James  WhabMe.  presented  rathwan  extraordinary  appear- 
ance *,  he  had  been  recently  suffering  from  a  ring-worm,  which  had 
occasioned  the  necessity  of  having  his  head  shaved.  Mrs.  Town, 
^0  was  a  great  phrenologist,  had  taken  this  opportunUy  of  request- 
ing Mrs.  Whabble  to  allow  her  to  intersect  it  with  black  lines  and 
figures,  like  those  of  the  plaster  casts  used  in  studying  phreoology. 
This  was  accordingly  done,  and  poor  Master  James's  head  was  felt 
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and  rofeU  IweBly  tifiies  a-may ;  so  that  he  bad  no  respite  even  when 
he  put  on  tii»  jbat  (o  fake  a  wUlk,  for  that  m^%felt  too — as  Sir  Ro- 
mulus would  bay^  said.  Mrs.  Jinks,  who  perceived  Cecil  laughing 
as  he  looked  di  James's  craatum,  laid  her  fat  band  on  his  arni  and 
cl;9sing  ber  eyes  with  laoghtm*,  as  she  inclined  her  head  towards  his 
shoulder,  said  : 

'^  He's  a  deal  more  figures  in  his  head  now,  sir,  than  when  the    ' 
American  gentleman  saw  him ^  hashU  he,  sir?  But,  law,  sir  !  how 
is  the  poor  man  ?  Have  you  heerd  from  him  since  ?  Mr.  Bubble  was 
a  telling  me  that  be  had  been  shot  in  a  duel/' 

"  That,  lam  happy  to  say,  i$  not  true,"  said  Cecil,  "  for  I  bad  a 
letter  from  him  this  morning  ^  and  it  seems  Mr.  O'fiander  Brad^le 
ultimately  preferred  bearing  reason  to  pistol  shots;  which  I  am 
glad  of,  though  I  shaH  be  the  loser  by  a  square  brooch  and  a  lock 
ofbair!" 

^^ Dear  heart!  that's  a  pity  too,  sir.  Well,"  added  Mrs.  Jinks, 
pattiog  her  grandson's  head, '  ^  Mrs.  Town  calls  ail  these  here  figures 
9Ad  whirligigs  the  keys  to  knowledge ;  but,  as  I  tell  her,  they  aint 
got  no  locks  to  them,  at  all  eyents,  ha!  ha !  ha ! '' 

'^  He's  too  young  for  Locke  on  the  understanding,'*  said  Sir  Ro- 
mulus as  elated  as  if  Joe  MiQer  had  neyer  been  beard  of. 

'^  Instead  of  mocking  me  about  inj  head,  granma,"  whimpered 
Jemes^  ^'  look  at  your  own.  I  cbold  mock  too  if  I  pleased/' 

*'Whatmylov€?" 

'^  Wl\yi  tbat  great  tail  of  a  feather  is  pinned  all  round,  and  looks  ^ 
so  queer." 

^^  ]^w  !-^well>  what  a  head  I  have,  to  be  sure ! "  cried  Mrs.  Jinks, 
hastily  unpinning  ber  feather. 

^^  When  things  are  very  unlike,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  '^  there  is 
some  wit  in  comparkig  them.  Therefore  I  may  be  allowed  to  ask^- 
why  is  Mrs.  Jinks  like  a  goose? " 

*-'  Boo!-*-because  she's  fat  and  foolish,  1  suppose,"  said  her 
grandson,  p<4itely  poking  his  finger  in  her  eye. 

^'bh  fie,  you  young  Algerine,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  shaking  his 
head  very  awfullf  at  him  And  (ben  added,  turning  to  Cecil,  '^Do 
you  give  it  up?" 

^^  Tbe  goosC)  or  the  ghost? "  yawned  he. 

^'  Oh,  my  dear — my  dear,  you're  dull  of  comprehension  to-night. 
Tbe  goose^  of  course.  Why  is  Mrs.  Jinkis  like  a  goose  ? — ^Yoii  give 
it  up?  W^ilythehr^becausesbe  has  pin  feathers!  Pin  feathers!  Do 
you  approve  of  that  conundrum  I " 

After  Mrs.  Jinks  and  Sir  Romulus  bad  laughed  till  they  were  tired 
at  Ibis  brilliant  sally,  Mrs.  Wbabble  came  up  to  desire  James  and  hi$ 
brothers  would  go  and  amuse  Cosmo  in  the  other  room^  and  Mrs; 
Jinks  left  Sir  Romulus  to  go  and  do  the  honours  tosotne  new  arrivals. 

Lord  John,  whose  martyrdom  never  ceased  for  one  moment  n 
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durlDg  Ibe  nigbt,  was  duly  presented,  by  bis  new  secretary,  1o 
''Mrs.  T/'  and  ^Mhe«boys;'V  wbile  Miss  Prudempe  bad  seated 
berseU  by  Mrs.  DamoemaU,  and  ascertainiiig,  to  ber  ftill  satisfaction 
that  '^  that  dear  good  man,  (be  doctor,"  bad  allowed  her  to  go  to 
the  play  from  motives  of  charity  (for  the  money,  of  course,  coaU 
not  have  done  half  as  much  as  her  presence),  she  ihm  poored  out 
her  woes  about  Buzzard's  stupidity  in  singeing  oflt  one  of  ber  curis; 
but  Mrs.  Bamnemall,  who  owed  her  a  grudge  for  disappc«nting  her 
about  her  son  George  James,  and  thought  Miss  Prudence  enter- 
tained quite  too  extensive  an  idea  of  how  far  mom^  could  go,  coldly 
replied,  ^  ^  Well  but,  my  dear  ma'am,  as  Dean  Swift  says,  you  can't 
expect  perfection  for  twenty  pounds  a  year." 

'^Ohdearr'almostscreamedMissPrudenee,^^butIgive  guineas!'' 

Here  Sir  Romulus  joined  them,  and,  looking  roundat  flie  strangely 
dressed  bipeds,  most  of  whom  he  had  never  seen  before,  and  who 
reaUy  did  look  like  (he  inhabitants  of  the  zoological  gardens  in  hu- 
man mascpierade,or  the  animalsioGranville'sioimitableiUastrations 
of  ^La  Fontaine,'  said,  'sotto  voce,'  to  Mrs.  DamnemaU,  ^^Wbat 
a  hetor6ginus  (as  he  always  called  heterogeneous),  what  a  heteriV- 
ginus  looking  set." 

^^  I  fancy,"  said  Mrs.  DamnemaU,  ^^  that  the  Whabbles  have  a 
great  many  Jamaica  and  West  Indian  acquointance." 

^'  Then  that  accounts  for  their  being  such  a  rum  set ! "  chuckled 
Sir  Romulus,  taking  one  of  his  pun^gent  pinches  of  snuflT. 

The  young  ladies  and  the  young  gentlemen  were  dancing  in  the 
most  unfeeling  manner,  while  poor  Strauss  was  being  barbarously 
murdered,  when  presently  a  scream  was  heard  that  shook  (be  bouse 
to  its  very  foundation.  All  the  company  rushed  to  the  other  room, 
from  whence  the  sound  proceeded. 

''  What  on  earth's  the  matter?"  cried  Mrs.  Whabble. 

^'  Why  ma'am,"  said  Master  Cadwallader  Town,  advancing  with 
bis  best  dancing-school  bow,  and  his  white  trousers  all  spattered 
with  biaod,  ^^  why.  Ma'am,  we  were  playing  at  snap-dragon,  wben 
James  Whabble's  bump  of  benevolence,  in  stretching  forward, 
nearly  knocked  out  Master  Bubble's  eye,  and  knocked  in  his  nose, 
which  set  it  bleeding;  that's  aU." 

'' All! "  said  Mrs.  Whabble, ''  and  enough  too.  Oh,  Lady  Bubble! 
oh.  Sir  Romulus— »rm  so  shocked ! " 

^^  Never  mind,  it  can't  be  helped,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  going  up 
to  his  son,  who  was  sitting  mournftilly  on  the  sofo,  with  his  hand 
to  his  eye  and  his  handkerchief  to  his  nose,  ^^  it  can't  be  helped  ; 
but  if  Master  Whabble's  bump  of  benevolence  knocked  your  eye, 
yott  should  have  told  him,  Cosmo,  that  his  benevolence  was  all  in 
your  eye ! " 

"  So  it  was,  sir,"  sobbed .(]osmo. 

'^  Dear  me,''  said  Mrs.  DamnemaU,  ''  Sir  Romulus  is  always  so 
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«^itty !  I'liwile  tbal  lo  George  Jamesy  and  to  Aflna  Mart6a,  Ihal 
she  may.teli  it  (0  the  ofilcers." 

*'  Very  genteel  clever  woman,  Mrs.  Darnnemall,'^  whispered  Sir 
Romulus  to  CQloael  King,  as  lie  offered  her  hfs  arm. 

^^  Have  you  any  idaya,  my  dear,''  said  Ladf  BuU)le,  seating 
herself  by  Cosmo,  and  wisliing  to  ^ascertain  if  he  had  derived  any 
instruction  from  such  edifying  society  as  the  Master' lV)wif8  and 
Master  Whabbles,  *^hay(6^  you  anyidaya  where  Master  Whabble's 
bump  of  benevolence  is  situaled  ?" 

^^  Yes,  naamma;  alt  in  myeye,  as  papa4^id,"repHed  the  unso- 
phisticated Cosmo,  givittg  anoUier  groai^ 

*' Ah,  I  was  afeared  the  bys  would  get  into  mischief  if  Mr. 
McPhin  did  nol  come  to  look  after  them,"  said  Mrs.  Jinks;  but 
come  with  me,  my  dear,  and  111  bathe  your  eye  with  a  little 
brandy." 

C^^o  exited,  leaning  on  Mrs.  Jinks,  to  whom  he  aflerwafiis 
Gommunicated  in  confidence,  that  he  dM  not  think  he  should  have 
suffered  half  so  much-  IVonr  the  blow,  had  not  his  nose  been  pre-^ 
vfously  so  thoroughly  frostbitten  in  the  rumble ;  but  he  soon  found, 
as  be  sat  in  an  easy-chair  in  the  little  room  of  the  Hall,  from 
whence  Mrs.  Jinks  had  first  emerged,  such  sweet  solace,  id  cakes, 
custards,  and  her  conrersation,  ttiat  he  forgot  his  sorrows,  espe- 
cially Bs  Rochefoucault  trufy  observes  on  that,  as  he  does  on  all 
other  subjects,  that  ^^  there  is  something  in  the  misfortunes  of  our 
best  friends  that  does  not  displease  us-,''  and  it  was  ''  estonishing" 
as  Mis.  Jinks  pathetically  detailed  to  him  the  history  of  Master 
Jaoies's  immersion  in  the  pig's  soup— how  his  bwn  actual  sufferings 
seemed  to  abate,  which  brought  him  to  the  philosophical  conclusion, 
that  it  causes  one  far  less  pain  in  this  best  of  all  possible  wbrlds, 
to  have  a  sty  in  one's  eye,  than  to  be  afflicted  with  the- bump  of 
benevolence ! 

Harmony  having  once  more  been  restored,  the  ball  proceeded 
to  the  assassination  of  Strauss ;  for  though  Lord  Finden  and  Colo- 
nel King  had  offered  the  band,  Major  Whabble  for  once  insisted  upon 
having  his  own  way,  and  would  not  allow  Mrs.  Whabble  to  have 
them,  as  he  said  it  would  cost  him  too  much.  Sir  Romulus  having 
deposited  Mrs.  Damnemall  near  a  whist-table,  was  soon  fathoms- 
deep  (add  minus  two  buttons)  with  Mr.  Town,  in  a  corner,  and 
-the  Sub-marine  Railroad.  Mrs.  Town,  whenever  she  did  condes- 
cend to  mix  in  the  frivolities  of  society,  always  came  armed  with  a 
flacon  of  intellectual  superiority,  in  the  shape  of  a  mathematician ^ 
geologist,  phrenologist,  or  at  least  an  author— the  leading  article  of 
the  Edinburgh  and  Quarterly,  or  historical  and  scientific  genU^  she 
preferred  ^  but  if  they  were  nol  attainable,  even  novel,  play-writ- 
ers, and  poets,  were  better  tlian  nothing. 

On  the  present  occasion,  Mrs.  Town  was  furnished  with  a  long 
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disnmHookiog  geotteman,  in «id-coloured  hair,  and airery  moth** 
ealen  physiognomy,  on  one  side ;  and  on  the  other  with  a  short 
fat  rowly-poly  looking  nlan^  with  a  vdl  M  bread  and  milk  sort  of 
face,  and  a  head  shaped  Iflie  an  apple ;  wUh  small  roond  blackayes, 
tery  like  iMd  eherriea,  wMcta  seertied  to  eloae  from  Ihe  under*Kd, 
liketheieofpoQUry. 

Plaeed  between  these  two  antipodes,  like  Garriek  between  Tra- 
gedy andComedy,  they  strove  to  engross  Mrs.  Town.  The  animated 
pincushion  was  a  mathematician.  Mrs*  Town,  who,  as  we  believe 
we  have  once  before  slated  in  Ihia  interesting  history,  was  remark- 
ably short,  had  nearly  got  a  crick  in  her  neok,  from  eqaalicing  her 
attentions  between  flesh  and  bone,  when,  abontkalf^pnst  one  Mar- 
tnaduke  arrived,  and,  fhwn  the  lateness  of  the  hoor,  resolved  to 
stop  at  ihe  nearest  Town,  which  was  the  lady  in  question.  '*  Allow 
me,  Mr.  Bubble,*^  said  she,  '^  to  introduce  you  to  my  two  distin- 
guished frieads,  Mr.  Alonso  Tripe,  (presenting  the  steeple)  whose 
poetry  you  have  no  doobl  naad,  and  who  is  at  present  engaged  upon 
a  splendid  epics  ^titled--^^  The  Pre-Adamttes,'  in  which  the  des* 
cdplions  are  most  graphic  and  correct*  My  other  friend,  (and  here 
the  bolster  was  rolled  forward),  Mr.  Maximilian  Flea,  thec<^^raled 
mathematician.''  • 

There  was  something  so  problematic  in  the  name,  that  Marma- 
duke  made  a  sort  of  ass's  bridge  of  Mrs.  Town's  footstool,  as  he 
bent  forward,  bowed  slightly  to  Mr*  Maximilian  Flea,  and  inquired 
of  Mr.  Alonso  Tripe,  when  his  poem  was  to  be  out. 

^^  Sir,"  said  that  gentleman,  closing  his  eyes,  '^  it's  a  profound 
— a  very  profound  sdlbject;  and  I  assure  you,  great  as  I  know  and 
feel  my  genius  to  be,  I  am  difBdentr-^most  diffident  about  it.  Per^ 
haps  it  is  a  subject  that  none  but  a  Byron  couM  master — he  was  a 
wonderful  poet,  str,--«  wonderful  poet— so  original !  never  once, 
amid  his  multitudinous  writings,  guilty  of  plagiarism,  either  of 
thought  or  manner." 

^'Though  ttie  man  lives  not,"  replied  Marmaduke;  ^'who  ad- 
mires Lord  Byron's  poetry  more  than  I  do,  yet,  with  regard  to  his 
being  no  plagiarist,  I  cannot  agree." 

^^How?— when?— where?  sir— prove  it—prove  it,"  cried  the 
inventor  of  the  Pre-Adamites« 

^^  Why,"  said  Marmaduke,  ^^  without  going  into  particulars,  for 
which  there  is  no  time,  I  think  most  of  his  purity  of  thought  was 
stolen  from  Wordsworth,  and  his  (Peasantry  of  manner  in  Beppo 
and  l>on  Juan,  he  purloitted  from  Bandello."  , 

''  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Alonso^  Tripe,  again  closing  his  eyes^  ^^  I  was 
born  a  poet,  and  therefore  am  no  critic !  I  have  often  beard  my  mo- 
ther say,  that  even  as  an  infont,  I  could  never  hear  the  wotd  '  pap/ 
without  giving  my  nurse  a  slap,  which,  as  I  coisld  not  speak,  you 
will  allow  was  poetry  in  action !" 
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'^Or  rattidr  a  aiUk-^ndrwater  aehool;'^  smiled  Marmaduke. 

^'Puerile  and  childish  granted,  but  that  pap,  ^ir,  was  father,  at 
ieast  foo^  to  (be  poet  I  it  fras  prepared  by  Ibe  Nine,  with  waters 
from  HeUcon^  and  ambroisia  from  Latmos,  «if)d  as  at  the  birth  df 
lo,  the  earth  turned  to  violets,  so  shortly  Vfter  mine  eyery thing 
tarned  to  paper,  upon  wbidi  I  strewed  the  Parnassian  flowers  of 
poasy ! "  . 

''  A  modest  fool,  this,  at  all  events,'^  thought  MarmadukOi 

Mr.  Alonso  Tripe  then  resumed,  and  after  getting  over  head  and  ' 
ears  in  Lord  Byron's  Cain,  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  .several  other 
iirysteries,  he  konched  out  into  a  fine  crude  undigested  strain  of 
scepticism,  which  was  the  only  speeies  of  fblly  Marmaduke  had  no 
toleration  for. 

'^  I  could  quite  understand,"  said  he^  '^  any  man  being  a  sceptic, 
had  Christianity  no  testimony  but  Christian  testimony  -,  but  it  is  fk-om 
the' Heathen  il  derives  its  strongest  proofs  of  authenticity , — exclu- 
sive of  its  dawn  having  broken  upon  the  most  learned  and  enlighten- 
ed period  of  the  w6rld,  and  being  subject  to  the  most  minute  and 
hostile  scrutiny  of  the  Greeks,  the  colossal  absurdities  of  whose  own 
mythology  made  them  cautious  how  they  admitted  the  slightest  im- 
probability and  discrepancy  in  any  new  faitii — the  darker  ages  of 
paganism  clearly  and  minutely  foretold  it.  When  Augustus  consulted 
the  oracle  of  Apollo,  as  to  who  should  succeed  him  in  the  Empire,  he 
received  for  answer  those  lines,  which  may  be  thus  translated : — 

**  Hence,  hence,  Augustus,  from  thy  silenced  cell, 
I  must  not  thine,  my  own  fate  I  may  tell  ; 
Our  tripos  is  turn'd  infant  to  the  babe 
Of  Hebrew  birth ;  ourself  to  dismal  shade 
Of  lowest  hell  must  forwith  haste  away ; 
So  bids  the  Boy  whom  all  we  gods  obey/ 

^ 'After  which  he  reared  an  altar  in.  the  Capitol  of  Rome,  with  the 
inscription 

Ara  prii^geniti  fim  Dei 

upon  it.  And  the  prophecies  of  the  Sibyls  {perfectly  tallied  with 
those  of  Scripture.  One  of  them  begins  her  verses  with 

'  Know  thy  God  that  is  the  Son  of  God/  While  dErythraea, 
another  Sibyl,  has  an  acrostic  in  Greek  verse,  upon  the  words 
^  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God-*-Saviour— Gross,'  and  the  total  AT- 
gument  was  of  the  Mncarnation— Life^Death-,  Glory,  and  Judg- 
ment of  the  Son  of  God  ^'  and  the  last  two  verses  are  to  thi$  effect : 
^  He  whom  we  have  discoursed  of  in  our  acrostic  verses,  is  an  Im- 
mortal Saviour,  and  a  King  that  must  suffer  for'our  sins  ' .' 

'^  The  Emperor  Gonstantius  writes  that  these  predictiohs  could 
not  be  devised  or  feigned  by  Christians^  because  lUfarcus  Yarro, 
who  lived  a  hundred  years  before  our  Saviour,  makes  mention  at 

•  These  iBstancei»  are  brought  forward  in  Oadfield's  "  Mille  Testes.'* 
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large  ef  these  Sbjto,  wheee  number  was  teo,  and  as  their  writings 
were  gathered  by  the  Romans  and  laid  up  with  great  reterefoce  in 
the  CapiM^  and  were  hoi  to  be  seen  or  read  unless  by^Aeen  persons 
who  were  magistrates)  so  there  could  not  tery  well  be  miy  impo- 
sitien  as  to  their  cotttents.  Tlus  Erythraa,  who  lived  600  years 
aAer  the  Flood,  also  prophecied  the  Trojan  war  ^  and  Cicero,  who 
was  killed  forty  years  before  the  birth  of  Christ,  translated  Ery- 
thrtea's  acrostio  on  ihe  Adtent,  Life  and  Passion  of  our  Saviour, 
wUch  ConstantiBe  says  was  to  be  seen  in  Tolly's  works  in  his  time. 
And  Lactantius  records,  that  one  of  the  Sibyls  wrote  of  Christ  that 
^  He  should  do  all  by  his  simple  word ;  he  should  cure  all  infir- 
mities ;  he  should  raise  the  dead,  should  make  the  lame  run  and 
skip,  the  deaf  to  hear,  the  blind  to  see,  the  dumb  to  speak ;  with 
five  leaves  and  two  fishes  by  him  five  hundred  persons  shall  be  fed 
and  satisfied  to  the  hope  of  many.  He  should  command  the  winds, 
and  walk  upon  the  furious  sea  with  his  feet  of  Peace.  ^  And  after 
divers  Greek  verses,  she  concludes  :  ^  Men  shall  say  that  I  am  mad, 
and  a  lying  Prophetess.  But  when  ihese  things  come  to  imiss,  then 
remember  me  :  For  then  no  man  shall  say  that  I  am  a  liar,  but 
rather  the  Prophetess  of  the  Great  God.' 

'^  While  another  Sibyl  says,  also  cited  by  Lactantius  : '  He  shaU 
come  miserable,  contemptible,  and  without  form,  that  he  may  give 
hope  and  afford  help  to  miserable  man.  He  shall  fall  into  the  hands 
of  sinnws  and  infidels,  who  shall  with  impure  hands  beat  him  about 
the  ears,  and  spitefully  spit  at  him ;  and  he  shall  give  his  most 
innocent  back  to  scourges.  TMien  they  smite  him  upon  the  cheeks 
he  shall  hold  his  peace,  so  as  men  shall  not  take  him  to  be  the 
Word.  He  shall  wear  a  crown  of  thorns ;  they  shall  give  him  gall 
to  eat  and  vinegar  to  drink.  These  are  the  commons  which  this 
unhospitable  generation  shall  give  him,  by  which  misusages  his 
fhce  shall  be  so  marred  as  his  own  people  shall  hide  their  faces 
from  him,  as  seeing  nothing  in  him  that  was  desirable,  that  could 
speak  him  to  be  the  desire  of  the  nations.' 

^'  And  another  Sjibyl  sings  of  Judea  :  ^  Fool  that  thou  art !  thou 
canst  not  know  thy  own  God,  through  the  vizor  of  that  contempt 
thou  casti^st  upon  him.' 

^^It  is  also  said  by  Phlegon  that  the  darkness  at  our  Saviour's 
crucifixion  was  not  only  seen  in  Judea,  but  in  remote  places,  such 
as  Egypt}  Heliopolis,  and  many  places ;  and  that  the  sun  retracted 
his  light  and  beams  from  the  unthankful  world  who  were  crucifying 
their  Saviour  Chnst,  and  that  the  darkness  was  not  by  reSison  of 
the  thickness  of  the  air,  or  clouds  ]  for  that  it  was  so  serene  that  the 
stars  appeared ;  and  could  not  be  natural,  for  that  the  moon  was 
the  farthest  off  the  sun,''  and  even  at  so  great  a  distance,  Dionysius 
the  Areopagite  cried  out,  — -  the  darkness  was  so  supernatural, 
^'  Either  God  is  suffering  for,  or  sympathising  with  the  sufferings 
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of  the  vioM  \''  and  In  his  epistle  to  Bishop  Polycarp,  l»ds  him  ask 
Apolipbanes  what  he  thinlcs  of  the  siio's  eclipse,  when  our  Sayiour 
yfdiS  on  the  Gross?  for,  says  he,  '^  We  were  then  together  at  Heli^ 
polls,  and  stood  expectedly  beholding  the  moon's  interposition  of 
herself  before  the  sun,  from  the  ninth  hour  to  almost  sunset.  Apo- 
liphanes  can  not,  dare  not  deny  these  things.  I  was  with  him,  both 
seeing  and  admiring  this  wonder,  and  he  burst  out  intojhese  words : 
'  These  are  the  mixings  of  Heaven  and  Earth.  Oh !  what  change 
of  divine  things  doth  this  portend !'  and  I  replied  to  Apoliphanes  : 
'  Either  the  frame  of  &e  world  is  dissolving,  or  God  is  suffering  ^' 
and  this  happened  at  a  lime  when  the  earth  was  covered  with 
knowledge  and  learning,  and  in  an  age  when  the  greatest  mysterlea 
in  nature  and  her  hidden  secrets  were  by  the  inquisitive  found  oat 
and  analysed.  Of  Greek  poets  there  were,  Soj^ocles,  Aristophanes, 
Menander,  Cratinus,  Theocritus,  Gallimachus,  and  others.  Of  Latin, 
there  were  Plautus,  Terence,  Lucretius,  Arehias,  Catullus,  YirgU, 
Horace,  Mantius,  Gallus,  Tibullus,  Ovid,  etc.  etc.,  almost  all  contem- 
poraries. And  immediately  after  succeeded  Persius,  Seneca,  Lucan, 
Silius,  Martial,  and  Juvenal.  So  that,  if  any  fraud  had  been,  it 
must  needs  have  been  detected.  To  say  nothing  of  the  letters  in  the 
annals  of  the  Edessan  Chronicles  of  Agbarus,  Prince  of  Edessa,  that 
Eusebius  has  translated  verbatim  from  the  Syrian,  to  our  Saviour, 
touching  his  miracles,  and  our  Saviour's  reply.  ''But,''  said  Mar*^ 
maduke, '.'  this  is  no  lime  or  place  for  the  discussion  of  such  sub- 
jects, though,  perhaps,  all  times  and  places  are  fit  vehicles  for  the 
truth." 

"Sir,"  commenced  Mr.  Tripe -,  but  suddenly  there  was  a  dead 
silence, — the  notes  of  a  piano  were  heard;  Theresa  had  been  im- 
portuned to  sing,  and  M armaduke,  glad  to  escape  from  Mrs.  Town 
and  her  lions,  walked  over,  and  stood  beside  her  as,  after  a  short 
prelude,  she  sang  the  following  song  : — 

GOOD  BYE. 
'*  Good  hjt  1  good  bye !  oh,  never 
Do  I  bear  tbose  tyio  sad  words, 
Bot  my  heart  feels  drooping  ever, 

Like  the  wings  of  Psapbon*8  birds  : 
With  its  flight  through  by^gone  years, 

And  its  memories  crowding  fast, 

Of  light  mirth  whose  end,  was  tears, 

Thos^  truest  legends  of  the  past. 

"  And  I  think-'the  lips  I'm  pressing. 
Shall  I  ever  press  again? 
And  the  deep  and  heart-fraught  blessing— 

Breath'd,  oh!  willit  be  in  v&jn  1' 
The  very  harshest  thought  of  yore. 
Relenting  then  and  soft  appears ; 
While  hopes,  that  were  all  high  before^ 
«  Then  fail  and  tremble  into  fears. 
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"  Y«l  one  bright  hopesUH  Kogers  higb, 
'  Robbing  parting  of  its  pain. 

Which,  while  we  falter  out  *  Good  bye/ 

Whispers,  *  Yon  will  meet  again.' 
Ob  1  blessed  words,  that  fall  like  dew. 

Upon  the  crash'd  and  drooping  heart. 
Bat  for  the  magic  wrought  by  yon. 
What  tongae  could  sound  the  knell,  *  W^ part ?' 

^^  What  a  prettf  air! ''  ran  through  the  room,  when  Theresa  had 
ceased* 

'^I  doD't  know  that  song,''  said  Marmaduke. 

**No,  dear  uncle,  and  yet  you  are  the  caude  of  it.  Do  yoii  re- 
niMDber  telling  me,  when  yott  came  home  the  other  efening,  that 
you  hated  the  word  ^  goCMl^bf  e  ? '  Weil,  that  was  the  origin  of  it/' 
.  ^'Any  young  fellow  Would  be  [M-oud  of  having  his  wi>rdsso  re- 
men)beried by  you/'  replied  he,  pressing  her  hand *,  ''and,  although 
I  am  an  old  fellow,  I'm  not  sure  that  I  am  not  so  too.'^ 

Presently  supper  was  announced,  and  the  scramble  that  ensued 
more  resembled  a  parishrf  ush  on  settling  day  than  any  thing  else. 

Nothing  of  any  moment  occurred  at  supper,  except  that  Major 
Whabble,  being  really  ''unaccu^med  to  public  speaking,"  espe- 
ciaUy  on  the  Wbig  side  of  (he  question,  broke  down  in  his  speech ; 
and  Sir  Romulus  Bubble's  concluding  bon  mot,  afforded  himself  and 
MissPrudence,  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  infinite  deljgbt :  that  lady 
was  eating  a  lobster — some  persons  would  have  written,  was  eating 
lobster,  but  they  would  have  written  it  wrong, — I  like  to  be  cor- 
rect, it  was  a  lobster  she  eat — and  in  excavating  the  upper  part  of 
the  marine  delicacy,  she  suddenly  exclaimed,  turning  alternately  to 
Dr.  DamnemaU  and  Sir  Romulus,—- 

''  Oh,  dear !— how  droll ! — ^I  can't  conceive  why  they  should  call 
this  the  lady  in  the  lobster,  can  you,  Romulus?— -it's  not  the  least 
like  a  lady,  is  it?" 

*'Um — um — um— I  suppose  you  think  she's  more  like  a  fish- 
woman  ! — ^more  like  a  fishwoman !  Ha !  ha !  ha !  do  you  approve 
of  that.  Prudence?" 

'*0h,  beyond  every  thing." 

''Capital!"  said  the  doctor,  drinking  off  his  fourth  glass  of 
Champagne. 

"  Oh,  dear  doctor,"  said  Mrs.  Jinks,  "  you  may  well  say  so,  for 
the  Migor  is  so  particklar  about  his  wine." 

''Mrs.  Jinks  is  not  at  all  a  genteel  woman  ^  the  Algerine  has  no 
idea  of  wit,'*  whispered  Sir  Romulus  to  Mrs.  DamnemaU. 

"  Genteel !  oh,  far  from  it,"  replied  the  lady  j  "  tor  my  part,  I'm 
quoite  surprised  how  Mrs.  Whabble  married  with  such  a  vulgar 
mother;  I'm  sure  the  officers  would  never  look  at  Anna  Martha  if 
she  had  any  thing  of  the  sort." 

The  party  at  length  broke  up,  and  there  was  an  affectionate  pathos 
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in  Lord  Jo\kn  Bubble's  maimer,  as  be  took  ieate  of  bis  relatives,  that 
be  had  never  yet  evteced  ^  and  Lady  John  wbiispered  her  insfroctions 
to  Lady  Bubble,  touching  the  different  mod^  of  diseipline,  fo  b^ 
pursued  towards  Jobftdina,  till  bar  retoro  at  three  o'clock  the  next 
day.  Miss  Lucy  havipg  given  ber  mother  a  bint  to  off)er'Gdond 
King  a  bed,  that  matter  was  arranged^  and  as  Go^mo,  on  aiccodnt 
of  the  Benevolent  Institution  esfablishdd  by  Master  Wbabble  in  bis 
eye,  was  taken  into  his  mamma's  carriage,  Mamiaduke  again  went 
as  chaperon  to  Miss  Lucy,  and  rolling  hImselFup  in  a  corner, 
pulling  bto  hat  over  bis  eyes,  and  settling  tumself  to  deep,  he  merely 
said,  ''if  I'm  wanted,  wake  me." 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

**  O  soupirs  1  6  respect !  ab!  (|u'il  est  doox  de  plaindre, 
Le  sort  d'un  ennemi  quand  U  n'est  plos  4(  craiadre." 

GonirBXE.i.8. 
'*To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs. 
Would  malce,  indeed,  some  melancholy  mirth ; 
But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern. 
And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiern/'— Bteok. 


MISS  LUCY'S  MARB1A6B  IS  ANNOUNCBD .— PABBNTAL  CONDUCT  OF  S1&  ROMULUS  AND  LADY 
BUBBLE  THEREUPON. — MARMADUKB  EXPECTS  A  SCOLDING,  AND.  IS  AGRKBABLT  8(JR- 
PRfSBD  BY  APPROBATION.— MR.  GUZZLEGAT  GOES  ON  A  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE  INTO  WALES. 
— ^LORD  JOHN  FORMS  A  TABLEAU  OF— 

'    SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLESS^  MELANCHOLY  STAR.'" 

Among  the  many  anomalies  of  that  Mosaic  monster,  designated 
in  this  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  human  nature,  the  enthusiastic 
glow  that  some  persons  feel  for  the  good,  fine,  or  right  actions  of 
others  (of  which  they  themselves  are  totally  incapable),  is  perhaps 
one  of  the  strangest ;  and  in  no  instance  is  this  so  strongly  manifested 
as  in  the  case  of  mutual  Xrieods  (!)  If  you  are  in  the  greatest  pos- 
sible distress,  of  what  nature  soever  it  may  be,  though  your  friend  A 
will  not,  cannot,  or  does  not  move  ^fthis  or  her  ofaair,  or  open 
their  lips  to  serve  you ;  yet  no  sooner  does  B  come  forward  in  your 
favour,  than  A'seyes  fill  with  tears  at  his  heroic  conduct;  and  A's 
tongue  is  loosened  to  exclaim — ^^  that  indeed  is  a  friend !  were  there 
more  such  in  the  world,  society  would  not  have  the  rotten  core  it 
has."  Is  the  case  one  of  calumny  ?  though  A  knows  ^^  the  truth,  the 
whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  ttie  Irulh,''  yet,  in  every  society,  will 
he  hear  you  torn  to  pieces,  without  divulging  one  syllable,  that  is, 
one  fact,  that  could  for  ever  vindicate  you,  and  by  unmasking, 
crush  your  traducers ;  yet,  let  but  B  become  your  eloquent  and 
successful  champion,  and  A,  with  an  absence  of  egotism,  that  is 
perfectly  beautiful;  instantly  wonders  how  any  one  could  have  been 
silent  in  so  flagrant  a  case,  or  have  failed  in  making  so  plain  a  one 
understood. 
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The  fad  is^  as  long  as  me  is  tlie  capital  of  society,  hypocrisy 
most  beiits  current  coin ;  for  which  reason,  moral  cowardice  is  the 
besetting  sin  of  worldly  people— eten  to  a  greater  extent  than  slander 
and  iojustice..  But  so  it  has  ever  been,  and  so  I  fear  it  ever  will  be. 
Pliny  says  in  one  of  his  letters  (to  Clemens  rthink),  speaking  of  the 
Infamous  Regulus,  who  bad  but  one  strong  point  in  his  character 
— iron  energy,  and  unwearying  perseverance  to  achieve  evil :  ^^  But 
the  wodd  gathers  to  him  in  a  vast  concourse^  they  aU  curse  and 
detest,  but  they  run  after,  and  resort  to  him,  as  if  they  approved 
and  loved  him ;  and  to  speak  my  mind  at  once,  lo  pblige  Regulos, 
they  copy  him !"  How  many  modern  Kegulus's  are  there?  and  why 
not?  the  modern  English  are  to  the  full  as  servile  and  as  hollow  as 
the  ancient  Romans  ^  and  yet  what  fools  the  mass  are !  'tis  they 
themselves  that  make  the  power  to  which  tbey  succumb ;  let  there 
be  but  one  defelcation  from  the  shrine  of  infamy,  and  see  how  soon 
the  other  links  would  give  way,  and  the  idol  would  stand  alone  ^ 
powerless  and  harmless,  because  unsupported.  But  this  eternal  act- 
ing counter  to  their  feelings  and  opinions  in  men  is,  I  suppose,  the 
triumph  of  mind  over  matter,  or  as  an  ancient  critic  more  concisely 
expresses  it : 

Conatui  supra  vires  et  supra  rem ' . 

On  the  preceding  evening,  when  Marmaduke  had  rushed  so  pre- 
cipitately out  of  the  theatre,  he  had  done  so  upon  the  spur  of  a  kind 
impulse,  that  of  wishing  to  save  Carlton  from  Mjt.  John  Nugent's, 
alias  Mr.  Guzzlecat's  researches,  which  he  felt  would  be  doubly 
painful  to  him  under  his  present  affliction.  But  how  to  do  this, 
without  agitating  and  alarming  him,  was  a  question,  the  difficulties 
of  which  never  presented  themselves  to  him,  till  he  had  his  hand 
on  the  knocker  of  Carlton's  door — for  he  had  got  out  at  the  corner 
of  the  street,  lest  the  sound  of  the  carriage  driving  up  should  alarm 
him.  But  brusque  and  odd  as  Marmaduke  was  in  all  the  ordinary 
business  of  life,  he  was  delic^y  and  tact  personified  in  everything 
where  the  feelings  of  otherl  were  concerned.  And  by  the  lime  he 
had  seated  himself  opposite  (he  poor  invalid,  he  was  perfectly  calm 
and  collected,  having  merely  come  ostensibly  to  give  him  an  account 
of  the  play,  and  the  over-flowing  house  they  had  secured.  Carlton 
pressed  his  hand  in  silent  gratitude  *,  but  seemed  perfectly  indifferent 
as  to  the  success  or  failure  of  (he  benefit. 

^^But  think  what  money  can  do?''  said  Marmaduke,  striking  the 
chord  that  he  knew  would  rouse  him,  and  at  the  same  time,  most 
naturally  lead  'to  tbe  subject  he  had  really  come  about.'  *'With 
money,  you  can  go  to  London*,  and  you.havQ  often  loM  me  that 
your  great  object  was  to  act  there,  that  your  father  might  see  you 
on  a  public  stage!" 

*  Jul.  Scalig.  Poet.  lib.  iii.  cap.  37. 
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^^Now,  my  only  object,"  gasped  Carllon,  his  cbeek  flushing,  and 
his  eye  flashing  with  unnatural  brightness,  as  he  spoke— 

"  Well !"  resumed  Marmaduke,  *'  money  can  do  this/' 

''Perhaps  you  are  not  aware,"  said  Carlton,  ^ilh  an  ineffectual 
attempt  at  a  smilq,  "  that  I  have  become  rich  since  this  morning ; 
but  still  I  am  poor  in  everything  but  gratitude,  for  your,  and  that 
angel  Miss  Manners's  kindness,'  added  he,  again  pressing  Marma- 
duke's  hand  in  both  his^ 

.  "Confound  these  easterly  winds,"  cried  Marmaduke,  applying 
his  pocket-handkerchief  to  his  eyes,  "but  tell  me,  rich!  rich!  what 
do  you  mean  by  being  rich,  eh?  'gad,  I  should  like  to  hear  about 
that ;  for  wealth',  my  dear  sir,  is  the  best  commander  of  success,  and 
the  surest  enemy-crusher  in  the  world.^  all  nonsense,  having  so 
many  different  words,  as  honour,  talent,  beaffty,  virtue,  goodness, 
character,  etc.  etc.  etc.,  when  the  one  word  money  comprises 
them  all." 

"Very  true,"  said  Carlton;  "but  mine  is  only  comparative 
wealth,  and  not  bulky  enough  to  comprise  all  the  qualities  you  have 
enumerated.  Do  you  know  this  handwriting?"  added  he,  handing 
Marmaduke  a  letter  containing  a  five  hundred  pound  bank  note. 
The  letter  ran  as  follows  : 

"My  dear  Sir, 
*'A  very  charming  young  lady  has  made  me  acquainted  with  your 
undeserved  misfortunes,,  for  which  I  feel  most  deeply.  I  have  no 
incumbrance  but  money,  and  yet  1  am  so  miserly,  I  cannot  bear  to 
throw  it  away.  Nothing  but  necessity  ever  extorts  a  shilling  from 
me.  I  am  now  driven  by  a  power  that  I  cannot  resist  to  send  you 
the  enclosed  SjBO/.;  and  every  three  months,  be  you  where  you  may, 
you  will  receive  250Z.  As  I  know  gentlemen  have  certaip  ideas 
upon  these  points,  whenever  you  regain  your  properly,  I  assure 
you  we  will  not  lose  a  day  in  settling  our  accounts.  Should  that  day, 
however,  never  arrive,  by  means  of  my  death  or  any  other  accident, 
I  am  sure;  you  will  feel  sufficiently  repaid  for  any  wounded  pride 
you  may  now  experience  by  the  reflection,  that  in  having  accepted 
these  trifling  sums,  you  have  been  the  source  of  some  of  the  very 
happiest  moments  in  the  existence  of  an 

Odd  Fellow." 

Marmaduke  did  know  the  hand-writing  :  it  was  Mr.  Ormond's. 
But  he  respected  his  delicacy  of  feeling  too  much  to  betray  him; 
so  the  only  remark  he  ipade  on  laying  down  the  letter  was — "And 
a  good  fellow,  too! — 'tis  a  pity  there  are  not  more  made  after  (he 
same  pattern.  But,  my  dear  sir,  you  ought,  upon  the  strength  of 
this,  to  lose  no  time  in  going  to  London.  Blanche  shall  go  with 
you,  and  be  placed  at  a  good  school  there;  and  although  it  is  now 

19 
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nine-and-lwen(y  years  since  I  set  my  foot  in  the  modern  Babylon, 
I  should  not  mind  once  more  inhaling  its  smoke,  if  I  could  serve  you." 
^'  I  do  not  thank  you—for  I  cannot,"  said  Carlton,  as  the  tears 
fell  from  his  eyes ;  '^  but  I  do  bless  you,  if  it  were  for  only  making 
me  feel  (hat  my  heart  is  not  all  withered!  No,  there  is  one  green 
spot  there  still,  and  though  it  be  a  grave,  kindness  like  your's  falls 
like  sunlight  upon  il,  and  at  least  brightens  what  it  cannot  warm." 

^^  My  dear  sir,''  said  Marmaduke,  risiug'and  walking  hastily  up 
and  down  <as  be  buttoned  and  unbuttoned  his  great  coat,  and  fan- 
ned himseir  with  his  pocket-handkerchief,  for  the  room  being 
small  was  as  hot  as  an  oven;  ''  my  dear  sir,  the  easterly  winds  in 
this  room  ar6  enough,  to  kill  you — egad !  they  set  my  eyes  stream- 
ing like  a  Danaid's — can't  stand  it— 'pon  my  soul  I  can't — should  ad- 
vise you  to  lose  noting  in  going  to  London — that  is,  in  leaving  this." 

'^  Why,  there  is  no  immediate  hurry,''  said  Carlton,  listlessly 
stirring  the  fire. 

'^  A'hem — 1  don't  know  that,"  replied  Marmaduke,  stopping 
suddenly  in  his  quarter-deck  exercise,  and  looking  Carlton  full  in 
the  face.  *•'  I  heard  a  report  4o-night  that  did  not  please  me."  Still 
Carlton  was  silent.  .'^  In  short,"  added  Marmaduke,  with  a  sort  of 
Corellius  Rufus  look  of,  *  I  am  tired  and  have  determined,' — ^in 
short,  the  same  cause  that  drove  you  from  Versailles  is  likely  to 
drive  you  from  Shrewsbury." 

'^  Ha!"  said  Carlton,  starling  from  his  chair,  and  violently 
knocking  his  clenched  hand  on  the  table,  ^^  this  night — this  mo- 
ment ril  go  to  London ! "  added  he,  ringing  the  bell.  Mrs.  Sutton 
appeared. 

"  Order — "  commenced  Carlton. 

^^  Have  the  goodness,"  interrupted  Marmaduke,  ^^  to  order  my 
carriage  to  the  door,  which  is  at  the  corner  of  the  street." 

^^  Directly,  sir,"  curtseyed  Mrs.  Sutton;  and  as  soon  as  she  had 
disappeared,  Marmaduke  approached  Carlton,  and  laying  his  hand 
gently  upon  his  arm,  said : 

"  My  dear  friend,  calm  yourself.  London  would  be  the  very 
worst  place  you  could  go  to  to-night,  to  avoid  the  enemy,  as  you 
could  be  traced  every  inch  of  the  way  by  a  few  bribes  to  the 
postboys." 

**  Where  is  the  wretch?"  interrupted  Carlton.  ''  I'll  meet  him— 
dare  him  —and  curse  him  to  his  face  I " 

"  You'll  do  no  such  thing,"  said  Marmaduke.  "  If  I  had  not 
your  interest  at  heah  quite  as  strongly,  but  somewhat  more  pru- 
dently than  yourself,  you  would  not  have  seen  me  here  to-nigbt. 
You  must  come  home  with  me — there  you  will  be  safe  beyond  the 
reach  of  any  and  every  search  -,  and  I  will  give  the  people  of  tbe 
house  their  instructions,  so  as  effectually  to  baffle  all  inquiries  res- 
pecting you." 
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''You  are  right— you  are  righl,".  said  GaritOD  ^  *'  bul,  tell  me — 
have  you  seen—or  what  have  you  heard  of  that  monster?'' 

^'I  will  tell  you  nothing  till  you  have  left  this,  and  I  see  you 
safely  installed  in  your  new  abode/'  Marmaduke  (hen  began  col- 
lecting Carlton's  few  clothes  and  books,  and  haystacking  them  into 
a  portmanteau  and  carpet-bag,  in  which  operation  Carlton  me- 
chanically assisted,  and  in  the  midst  of  which  Mrs.  Sutton  returned 
to  announce  the  carriage. 

(6  Oh — ^ah!  my  good  Mrs.  Sutton,"  said  Marmaduke,  slipping 
a  golden  talisman  into  her  hand,  ^'should  any  one  call  to  enquire 
for  Mr.  Carlton,  you  will  say  that  he  has  received  letters  on  bu- 
siness, which  obliged  him  suddenly  to  set  off  for  Wales ;  but  that 
he'll  be  back  again  in  about  a  fortnight.  I'm  going  to  drive  him 
the  first  stage  out  of  Shrewsbury,  to  overtake  the  Holyhead  mail; 
and  I'll  call  in  a  day  or  two  and  settle  your  account  for  (he  lodgings 
which  Mr.  Carlton  will  leave  me." 

^'  Oh  dear,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sultbn,  curtseying  down  to  the 
ground,  *'  don't  mention  it — whenever  it's  convenient  to  Mr.  Carl- 
ton *, — I'm  sure  neither  me  nor  my  'usban  would  inconvenience 
bim  for  the  world." 

Marmaduke,  who  never  could  stand  duplicity,  whether  in  itd 
tragedy  of  hypocrisy  or  its  con^edy  of  humbug,  at  the  conclusion 
of  Mrs.  Sutton's  speech  suddenly,  though  involuntarily,  raised  his 
stick,  as  he  muttered  between  his  teeth,  ^'Ehem,  you  were,  always 
of  that  way  of  thinking,  '  you  d — d  old  crust,'  but  you  11  be  burnt 
in  a  hotter  oven  than  your  own  yet." 

Shortly  after  (Marmaduke,  having  first  purloined  two  of  the 
blankets  off  the  bed  to  make  a  cloak  for  Carlton)  they  descended ; 
and,  to  keep  up  the  mystification  to  Mr$.  Sutton,  Marmaduke,  on 
entering  the  carriage,  ordered  them  to  drive  to  the  first  turnpike 
on  the  Holyhead  road;  but  no  sooner  had  they  got  safely  into  the 
heart  of  the  town  than  he  pulled  the  check,  and  told  them  to  drive 
*•'  home,"  where  they  had  no  sooner  arrived  than  he  very  hospi- 
tably installed  Carlton  in  his  own  room,  not  so  much  because  it 
had  a  library  adjoining  it,  as  because,  being  his  sanctum,  it  was 
safe  from  all  intrusion.  And,  after  having  ordered  another  room  to 
be  got  ready  for  himself,  to  make  surety  doubly  sure,  he  locked 
Carlton  into  his  new  apartments,  and  put  the  key  in  his  pocket, 
before  he  setoff  for  Mrs.  Whabble's  ball.  So  that  it  was  lucky  ihe 
prisoner  wanted  nothing  before  his  return;  or  rather  it  was  lucky 
that  the  next  morning  on  his  road  to  Shrewsbury,  in  order  to  re- 
ceive Carlton's  share  of  the  money  from  Mr.  Simcoe,  Marmaduke 
recollected  that  his  guest  might  like  some  breakfast  and  a  fire  be- 
fore his  return ;  and,  therefore,  went  back  with  the  key,  giving 
strict  orders  to  his  own  man  to  say  nothing  to  any  one  of  the  new 
occupant  of  his  room.  Upon  arriving  at  the  theatre,  Marmaduke 
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found  Mr.  Simcoe  in  a  great  sla(c  of  perturbation  at  Carlton's  sud- 
«  den  flitting. 

''  His  conduct  is  flagrant  in  the  extreme,  sir,"  drawled  Mr.  Sim- 
coe, giving  a  sudden  jerk  to  the  key  of  the  strong  box  as  he  locked 
i(,  and  putting  the  key  into  tiis  waistcoat  pocket,  ^^  to  absent  himself 
just  at  the  very  moment  all  bis  friends  were  making  such  a  push  to 
serve  him, — just  too  as  he  might  have  made  young  Blubber's  ac- 
quaintance !  and,  above  all,  just  as  Mr.  Guzzlecat  had  arrived  in 
this  part  of  the  world,  and  expressed  such  a  desire  to  see  and  be- 
friend him;  probably  intended  to  introduce  him  to  McEverpuff! 
who  knows  ? — might  have  been  the  making  not  only  of  him,  but  of 
the  whole  company  !]lheD  to  take  himself  off  like  a  thierin  the  night 
without  saying  a  word  to  any  one !  it's  monstrous,  sir!  quite  mons- 
trous? You've  no  idea  the  state  of  mind  it's  thrown  Mr.  Guzzlecat 
into :  had  a  \(Tit  of  bankruptcy  been  served  upon  him,  he  could  not 
have  been  more  agitated  than  when  he  heard  it.  Ho  was  sitting  here 
in  my  room — most  affably  writing  a  panegyric  on  McEverpuff's  act- 
ing in  the  new  play,  which  as  he  had  not  seen,  he  said,  gave  him 
some  little  trouble  to  get  up  the.article  in  time  for  the  Monthly  Lead 
Mine ;  an  in  order  to  prepare  Carlton  for  the  honour  of  his  visit,  I 
liad  sent  my  eldest  boy,  Coleman,  down  to  his  lodgings  to  say,  that 
I  and  a  gentleman  would  look  in  upon  him  in  half  an  hour— when 
— would  you  believe  it,  sir  ?''  continued  Mr.  Simcoe,  energetically 
slapping  his  thigh,  and  elongating  his  right  leg,  ''  the  boy  returned, 
looiking  quite  flabbergasted,  to  say,  that  Carlton  was  gone  to  Wales! 
the  night  before,  and  would  not  be  back  for  a  fortnight.   At  this 
Guzzlecat  turned  as  white  as  Lady  Macbeth's  night-gown ;  and,  not 
seeming  to  know  what  he  was  about,  upsets  the  ink  all  over  his 
Russia  ducks  ( to  be  sure  they  were  in  half-mourning  before) ;  and, 
egad !  sir,  after  slapping  his  knee  in  a  kind  of  despair,  he  takes  to 
slapping  his  forehead,  and  rubbing  his  face,  quite  forgetting  all  about  i 
the  ink.  I  began  to  suspect,  do  you  see,  sir,  that  there  wassomethiog  I 
more  in  all  this  than  was  visible  to  the  naked  eye ;  so,  putting  a  bold  . 
face  on  it,  I  said,  'Pray,  Mr.  Guzzlecat,  do  you  know  any  thing  in  ' 
particular  about  this  Carlton  that  you  seem  to  take  his  sudden  depar-  j 
lure  so  much  to  heart?* '  No — yes—d— n  it— confound  him— that  | 
is,'  said  he,  knocking  his  forehead  with  his  clenched  hand — '  I  wanted 
to  know  something  about  him.  I  was  sure  from  your  description- 
thai  I  had  found  him— the  devirs  in  my  luck.'  'Found  who,  sir?' 
asked  I ;  and  I  assure  you,  sir,  when  I  looked  at  Guzzlecat's  face,  be- 
grimed as  it  was  with  ink  and  disappointment^  while  his  small  radishy 
turned-up  nose  was  in  total  eclipse  from  one  or  both  causes^  1  couM 
scarcely  help  bursting  out  laughing !  '  Oh,  no  one,'  said  he,  grindiDg 
his  words  to  powder  through  his  teeth,  ^  no  one — a  man  who,  if  he 
is  the  one  I  suppose  him  to  be,  owes  McEverpuff  some  money.' 
*'Now,  here  youll  observe,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Simcoe,  winking  his 
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eye  very  knowingly,  and  Jerking  his  right  hand  towards  his  left 
shoulder,  "I  began  to  smell  a  rat.  So,  said  1,  'Why,  I  thought, 
Mr.  Guzzlecat,  you  had  intended  to  serve  Carlton?'  And  here  I 
iUing  a  look  at  him  (hat  would  have  gone  through  an  oak  door."' 

*'  You  have  rather  a  gimbleteye,  i  perceive,"  inlierrupled  Marma- 
duke.     , 

*"  So  I  did,'  hissed  Guzzlecat;  'but  it  was  to  serve  a  writ  upon 
him!'  'Whew!'  said  I;  '  c'est  uneauire  paire  of  boots!' as  they 
say  in  France — or  shoes ;  which  is  it,  sir  I  And  hereupon  Guzzle* 
cat  walked  up  and  down  like  a  man  beside  himself — literialiy  beside 
himself;  for  I  remarked  when  I  once  had  the  honour  of  dining  with 
him  and  McEverpuff  ai  the  GaiTiCk,  that  every  noon  that  got  beside 
him  tried  to  walk  away  from  him;  for  when  he  takes  more  wine 
than  he  requires,  you  must  know,  sir,  he  is  in  the  habit  of  retailing 
it — ^by  no  means  neat  as  imported — to  his  friends.  Well,  he  was 
walking  to  and  fro  in  this  distracted  state,  when  Mrs.  Sirncoe  came 
into  the  room  to  tell  me  that  the  three- youngest  girls,  must  have 
niuflBs  and  boas;  when,  1  do  assure  you,  Mr.  Bubble— and  I'm  a 
judge  of  these  things^-McEverpuff,  in  point  of  stage  effect,  never 
did  anything  finer ;  Guzzlecat  folded  his  arms,  and  turning  round 
to  Mrs.  S.  like  a  cucumber  preserved  in  sugar-candy,  said,  '  Mrs. 
Sirncoe,  shall  you  and  I  have  a  walk  together?' 

'"  Sir !'  frowned  Mrs.  Simcoe ;  for  she  can  be  uncommon  fine  on 
an  occasion,  I  assure  you,  sir,  though  you  have  only  seen  her  in 
comedy,  'sir,  my  husband's  presence  might  have  spared  me.'  And 
though  her  eyes  are  blue,  you  have  no  idea  what  expression  they 
are  capable  of.  Such  a  look  I  it  was  perfect  blue  ruin,  I  assure  you 
sir!  'Madam,'  said  Guzzlecat,  bowing  down  to  the  very  ground, 
'  I  stand  corrected :'  and  so  long  was  he  in  bringing  out  this  short 
sentence,  that,  had  I  shut  my  eyes,  1  could  have  sworn  it  w^as 
McEverpuff  that  uttered  it.  Mrs.  S.  seemed  satisfied  with  the  dig- 
nity of  this  apology,  for  she  held  out  her  hand  to  me  for  the  money, 
then  waved  it  to  Guzzlecat  and  withdrew.  After  which,  sir,  nothing 
would  satisfy  him  but  to  go  down  to  Carlton's  house  to  make  per- 
sonal inquiries  into  Coleman's  report  of  his  departure.  I  accom- 
panied him ;  and  there  we  heard  that  you,  sir,  had  driven  him  to 
the  first  turnpike  on  the  Holyhead  road,  on  the  preceding  night. 
This,  of  course,  we  knew  to  be  false." 

**Itis,  nevertheless,  true,"  interposed  Marmaduke. 

*'  You  don't  say  so,  sir?" 

**Ido." 

'*  Well,  I  am  surprised,  to  be  sure!"  sai^ Mr.Simcoe,  throwing 
up  his  eyes  and  hands.  "  However,  sir,  Guzzlecat  instantly  went 
to  the  Talbot,  and  took  a  post-chaise  on  to  Bangor ;  and  while  the 
horses  were  putting  to^  kept  muttering  that  it  was  all  up  with  him 
if  he  did  not  overtake  Carlton.   So  there  is  evidently  something 
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more  in  the  matter  than  I  have  been -able  to  come  at,''  cooeiaded 
Mr.  Simcoe,  subsiding  into  his  chair  somewhat  exhausted  from  his 
histrionic  narration. 

'^Yery  likely,''  said  Marmaduke^  '^  but  ail  I  wish  to  come  at  is 
Carlton's  250/.,  which  I  have  come  for." 

^'  But,  sir,"  remonstrated  Mr.  Simcoe,  who  had  hoped  that  the 
best  part  of  the  business  was,  that  Carlton's  money  would  remain 
at  least  for  some  time  unclaimed.  '^  But,  sir,  consider — ^he  may  be 
an  impostor ;  would  it  not  be  better  to  wait  (iU  he  comes  personally 
to  demand  it,  when  we  shall  have  witnesses  to  prove  that  he  has 
received  it?" 

And  here  Mr.  Simcoe  folded  his  arms,  and  leant  all  the  weight 
of  his  person  and  his  argument  upon  the  strong-box,  which  he  had 
locked  so  energetically  on  Marmaduke's  entrance. 

^^  I  will  guarantee  his  never  demanding  it  again ;  or,  if  he  does, 
I  will  refund  it,"  said  Marmaduke,  resolutely  holding  out  his  hand. 

"  Ohy,very  wcJll,  sir,"  groaned  Mr.  Simcoe,  slowly  withdrawing 
the  key  from  his  waistcoat  pocket  and  unlocking  the  strong-box; 
^^  you  know  best ;  but  it's  a  bold  measure." 

"^^  It  would  be  a  bolder^"  said  Marmaduke,  as  he  quickly  counted 
over  the  bank-notes  that  Mr.  Simcoe  leisurely  doled  out,  rejecting 
every  provincial  note  and  asking  for  a  Bank  of  England  one  in  its 
stead,  '^It  would  be  a  bolder  to  detain  the  property  that  lawfully 
belonged  to  another." 

'*  Certainly,  when  that  other  catne  to  daim  it,"  drawled  Mr. 
Simcoe.  '*I  must  trouble  you  for  one  pound  five  shillings,  sir, 
the  amount  of  the  satin  play-bills,  which  it  is  Carlton's  business  to 
pay.*' 

^'  Give  me  five  shillings  then,"  said  Marmaduke,  flinging  down 
a  sovereign  and  a  half. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  say  I've  nothing  jess  than  half  a  sovereign,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Simcae,  insinuating  a  thumb  into  each  of  his  waistcoat 
pockets,  and  gently  tapping  the  outside  of  them  witli  his  remaining; 
eight  fingers. 

'^  Well  then,  at  that  rate,"  said  Marmaduke,  picking  up  the  (en 
shillings  he  had  put  down,  ^'  you  can  better  afford  to  lose  five  shil- 
lings than  Carlton ;  so  I'll  take  this." 

''  Oh,  pardon  me,  sir,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Simcoe,  speaking  more 
rapidly  than  was  his  wont,  as  he  plunged  both  his  hands  into  the 
lowest  depths  of  his  waistcoat  pockets,  and  instantly  produced  three 
very  substantial  half-crowns,  and  some  minor  stars  in  the  shape  of 
shillings  and  sixpences,  "  pardon  me,  I  find  I  have  change." 

^^  Who  would  not  work  a  silver  mine,  when  they  can  get  it  done 
by  the  crown,"  laughed  Marmaduke,  as  he  buttoned  his  great-eoat 
over  the  pocket-book  containing  Carltons bank-notes— wished  Mr. 
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Simeoo  good  inorning— remounledKicksywicksy,  and  retraced  his 
steps  borne. 

As  he  approached  Bubble  Hall  he  drew  bridle  and  slackened  his 
pace,  as,  for  the  first  time^  the  thought  glanced  across  him  how  he 
should  break  the  news  to  his  brother,  Lady  Bubble,  and,  aboye  all, 
Miss  Prudence,  that  he  had  brought  Carlton  to  the  Hall.  He  dreaded 
Sir  Romulus's  ire  at  having  his  magisterial  dignity  compromised, 
by  being  placed  in  a  position  to  have  it  supposed  that  he  could  be 
guilty  of  harbourhig  '^  paupers  and  vagabonds."  He  shrank  from 
Lady  BuM>ie's  matronly  displeasure  at  having  her  domestic  arrange- 
ments interfered  with  by  bringing  uninvited  persons  to  the  house ; 
but  he  actually  winced  under  Miss  Prudence's  '*'  oh  dears !''  and 
^^I  never  heard  of  such  a  silly  thing  in  all  my  life!  What  will 
Dr.  Damnemall  say  when  he  hears  of  it.'*  This  last  thought  made 
him  desperate.  He  gave  a  sudden  jerk  to  the  bridle,  which  brought 
Kicksy  wicksy  to  a  full  stop,  in  the  very  midst  of  a  puddle,  which, 
from  the  unexpected  plunge  of  her  fore-feet,  splashed  up  into  Mar- 
maduke's  face,  and  inspired  him  with  such  cool  courage  that,  pla- 
cing his  arms  a^-kimbo,  he  exclaimed  aloud, — 

"  Well,  after  all,  why  should  I  be  afraid  of  any  of  them? — I've 
done  nothing  very  bad ! — it  is  not  as  if  I  had  stolen  out  and  got 
married ! " 

This  last  reflection  made  all  things  appear  smooth  to  his  mind's 
eye,  and,  tyo  minutes  afterwards,  he  was  again  trotting  briskly  on, 
to  the  consolatory  remembrance  of  D^.  Johnson's  assertion  that 
''  evil  is  as  uncertain  as  good." 

Now,  it  so  happened,  that  the  morning  after  Mrs.  WhaU>Ie's 
ball,  while  it  was  yet  early,  and  Marmaduke  was  on  his  way  to 
Shrewsbury,  Miss  Lucy  arose,  and,  slipping  on  her  dressipg-^own, 
repaired  to  her  mamma's  room  to  impart  to  her  the  joyous  tidings 
that  Colonel  King  had  proposed  for  her,  which  she  did  sandwich- 
vvays,  between  a  kiss  and  '  good  morning,  mamma.'  As  soon  as 
Lady  Bubble  had  rubbed  her  eyes,  and  congratulated  her  daughter, 
she  took  up  Sir  Romulus's  night>cap  that  was  lying  on  the  pillow, 
and  which  much  resembled  a  cotton  porcupine,  from  the  rough, 
irregular  pieces  of  cotton  that  stood  on  end  all  over  it,  and  said, — 

*'  Now,  Lucy,  be  sure  you  make  King  get  some  of  these  caps  if 
they  are  to  be  had.  I  bought  them  from  a  brigand  at  Terracina 
three-and-twenty  years  ago,  and  you've  no  idaya  how  warm  they 
are.  I'm  sure  your  father  would  have  been  quite  deaf  and  stupid 
long  ago  but  for  them." 

"  Oh !  mamma,"  simpered  Miss  Lucy ;  "  but  where  is  papa  ? " 

^*  In  his  dressing-room,  my  love.  You  had  better  not  tell  him 
about  King  before  he  shaves,  for  fear  the  agitation  fnight  make  his 
hand  tremble,  and  he  should  cut  himself." 

'*  Very  well,  mamma,"  and  away  tripped  Miss  Lucy. 
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Sir  Romulus,  Hke  all  great  minds,  neyer  could  confide  himself  to 
doing  one  thing  at  a  time.  Consequently,  he  dressed  by  instalments, 
first  washing  one  foot,  then  walking  about  the  room,  as  he  did  his 
teeth,  then  doing  an  inch  or  two  of  shaving,  and  (hen  returning  to 
the  other  foot.;  and,  as  he  piqued  himself  upon  dispensing  with  all 
personal  attendance,  multifarious  were  the  duties  he  had  to  perform 
before  his  toilette  was  completed.  He  had  «ome  personal  objection 
to  a  bath,  and,  therefore,  had  had  an  enormous  round  wooden 
washing*tub  made,  in  which  the  King  of  Brobdignag  might  have 
swam  with  ease  and  safety,  but  for  the  Seylla  and  Gharybdis  of  a 
huge  sponge,  about  the  sixe  of  one  of  the  Needles,  and  a  scrubbing- 
brush  as  big  as  a  sand-bank. 

WhUo  performing  his  ablutions,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  tying  a 
towel  round  his  head,  with  the  ends  hanging  down  behind,  after 
the  fashion  of  a  Spanish  Empecinado ;  while  his  wig,  which  he 
curled  every  day,  remained  on  a  block  with  a  lace  to  it,  that  he 
might  judge  of  the  phrenological  effect  of  how  far  back  be  could 
place  it  on  his  own  head,  but,  owing  to  his  desultory  manner  of 
dressing,  and  a  habit  he  had  of  rehearsing  aloud  any  speeches  or 
bon  mots  he  had  to  make  during  the  day,  he  had  been  known  on 
more  than  one  occasion,  not  only  in  a  fit  of  abstraction  to  heat  the 
curling  irons  red-  hot,  but  to  burn  off  the  frill  of  his  shirt  by  at- 
lemptiDg  to  curl  it  in  mistake  for  his  wig.  And  as  he  was  also  wont 
for  the  better  dispatch  of  business  to  indite  divers  and  sqndry  letters 
during  his  toilette,  it  had  frequently  occurred  to  him^  especially 
since  his  interest  in  Mr.  Town's  sub-marine  rail-road,  to  inclose 
with. the  prospectus  of  that  wonderful  plan  to  the  ministers  of  the 
Home,  Foreign,  or  Colonial  offices,  razor-strops,  shaving-brushes , 
and  boot-hooks,  which,  no  doubt,  they  considered  as  part  of  the  plan ! 

When  his  daughter  knocked  at  his  door  on  the  morning  in  ques- 
tion. Sir  Romulus  was  sitting  with  one  leg  gracefully  over  a  chair, 
while,  with  a  towel  round  his  head,  and  a  Turkish  dressing-gown 
.on,  he  leant  back  in  another,  as  ever  and  anon  he  shaved  the  right 
side  of  his  nether  lip,  and  slowly  but  sonorously  repeated,  '^  Mr. 
Mayor  and  gentlemen  of  the  Corporation, — the  struggle  will  then 
be,  not  who  can  keep  their  heads  above  water,  but  who  can  get 
them  under  water !— a-hem— a-hem — very  genteel  man  fhe  Mayor 
— hell  he  de — lighted  with  my  speech— (Rat — tat — tat) — ^Oh,  the 
Algerines !  this  is  the  way  they  disturb  me,  though  Fve  told  them 
I  would  not  be  interrupted  when  dressing.  (Rat — tat— tat) — Come 
in! — a-hem — a-hem.  Have  I  not  told  you/'  said  Sir  Romulus, 
suspending  the  razor  and  throwing  a  pocket-handkerchief  over  his 
wig,  without  turning  to  look  at  the  intruder,  '^  Have  I  not  told  you 
that  while  sacrificing  to  the  Graces,  I  would  not  be  broken  in  upon?'' 

^^It's  me,  papa,"  said  Lucy,  in  a  most  bridal  voice,  which  na-* 
turally  found  favor  in  her  father's  ear. 
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< <  Uia— -urn — my  dear !  —my  dear  I    What  brought  you  here ? ^' 

'^To  tell  you  thai  1  ^m  going  to  be  married,  papa! "  simpered 
the  young  lady. 

^'Married!  you  young  Algerine!  and  without  my  consent?  im- 
possible!'' cried  Sir  Romulus,  flourishing  his  razor  yery  formidably 
alarms'  length. 

*'  No,  papa,  but  I  came  lo  ask  your  conseni," 

^^That,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  looking  dignified  and  benevolent, 
^^  that  isiinother  affair,  and  who  may  the  Algerine  be?" 

"  Colonel  King,''  giggled  Miss  Lucy. 

^^ Capital!  capital!  the  very  thing!"  said  Sir  Romulus,  instantly 
rising  from  his  chair,  and  with  his  razor  still  open  in  his  right- 
hand,  whiie  he  closed  his  dressing-gown  with  the  left ;  he  proceeded 
straight  to  the  door,  without  taking  any  farther  notice  of  bi& 
daughter;  but  having  one  boot  ahd  one  slipper  on,  instead  of  his 
usual  dignified  mareh,  his  movements  were  between  a  limp  and  a 
stride ;  in  which  manner  he  conveyed  himself  toColonel  King's  room. 

That  gentleman  was  still  asleep,  but  the  etiquette  of  the  host  was 
naturally  merged  in  ^'  the  feelings  of  the  father! "  Sir  Romulus  ap- 
proached the  bed,  and  hastily  withdrew  the  curtain ;  thus  perform- 
ing a  sort  of  practipal  ^' sluggard  ari!»e!"  whereupon,  the  poor 
Colonel  much  alarmed,  started  up,  and  not  being  quite  awake,  and 
seeing  Sir  Romulus  standing  over  hiito  with  an  open  razor,  energe- 
tically addressing  him  as  follows : 

^^So,  King,  I  understand  you  are  going  to  take  a  calamity !  and 
that  calamity  is  to  be  my  daughter  Lucy  !  my  daughter  Lucy ! " 

He  clasped  his  hands  and  exclaimed  :  "  Ah — just  so— just  so — a 
indeed!  indeed!  I'll  marry  her^  my  dear  sir,  if  you'll  shut  up  that 
razor."  »       .  • 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  that's  very  good."  said  Sir  Romulus, '.'  quite  forgot 
^  the  razor!  quite  forgot  the  razor!  you  thought,  I  suppose,  that  I  was 
come  to  cut  the  matter  short — ^to  cut  the  matter  short !  should  you 
approve  of  that?" 

^^Oh  very  much  indeed,"  groaned  Colonel  King,  with  great  s^in- 
cerity  ^  but  as  he  had  not  genius  enough  to  aim  at  impossibilities, 
aod  feeling  that  he  was  in  for  it,  he  replied  wi(h  equal  resignation 
two  minutes  afterwards,  upon  Sir  Romulus  reiterating-^"  and  so 
you  wish  to  lake  my  daughter  Lucy  for  a  calamity  ? " 

"  Ah !  just  so— just  so — a." 

This  being  conclusive.  Sir  Romulus  congisatulated  him  upon 
getting  into  such  a  family,  then  left  him  to  dress,  and  after  finishing 
his  own  toilette,  descended  to  announce  the  news  officially  to  the 
whole  party,  which  wasv  received  with  universal  approbation. 

The  Colonel's  christian  namebekg  Nicholas,  Miss  Prudence,  not 
to  lose  time  at  breakfast,  said,  "Nick,  be  so  good  as  to  give  me 
3onie  cavierl"  and. then  added  facetiously — "I  call  you  by  your 
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name  you  know,  because  you'll  so  soon  be  one  of  us!  but  oh  dear  ! 
you  musr  not  christen  your  son  Nicholas,  'cause  (hen  youU(  be  old 
Nick  you  know!  ha!  ha!  ha !  dear,  how  droll ! " 

''  The  d— 1  he  will  ?"  said  Sir  Romulus, 

Colonel  Ring,  naturally  enough,  looking  rather  black  at  this  in- 
sinuation, Miss  Prudence,  in  order  to  put  him  into  good  humour, 
said,  with  her  mouth  full  of  muffin,  as  she  stirred  her  lea — <<of 
course  you  mean  Dr.  Damnemall  to  perform  the  ceremony?'' 

'^  Damnemall !  Damnemall !  ah !  just  so— jQst  so — a,''  said  he,  as 
he  turned  from  Miss  Lucy's  tender  looks,  4o  some  Dunstable  larks 
that  he  liked  better. 

It  was  at  this  happy  and  auspicious  crisis  that  Marmaduke  ar- 
rired;  and  having  been  presented  to  his  nephew  by  Miss  Prudence, 
and  more  officially  informed  of  the  approaching  event  by  Sir  Ro- 
mulus, he  took  courage;  and  in  his  turn,  boldly  disclosed  the  fact 
of  Carlton's  being  in  the  house;  when,  to  his  infinite  surprise.  Sir 
Romulus  affirmed,  that  his  protection  of  him  didliim  a  great  deal 
of  credit ;  while  Lady  Bubble  actually  dried  her  eyes,  and  hoped  the 
poor  man  had  been  well  taken  care  of! 

But,  wonder  of  wonders !  Miss  Prudence  twisted  her  fingers  and 
said — ^^  Well^  now  do  you  know,  Marmaduke,  I  must  eay,  I  do 
think  it  was  most  kind  of  you ;  and  Vm  sure  Dr.  Damnemall  will  con- 
sider it  an  act  of  christian  charity;  you  say^he  is  going  to  London 
in  a  few  days  :  oh  dear !  I  hope  he'll  make  it  up  with  his  father;  for 
as  Dr.  Damnemall  says — no — ^it'sDr.  Watts  I  think ;  no — Dr.  Damn- 
email  ;  no— it  is  Dr^  Watts  : 

"How  sweet  it  is  in  harmony  to  dwell.'* 

^'  Ah !  just  so— just  so-^,"  said  Colonel  King,  he]t)ing  his 
bride-elect  to  some  honey ;  while  Theresa  stole  round  to  the  back 
of  Marmaduke's  chair^  and  imprinted  a  kiss  on  his  forehead ;  and 
Mr.Ormond  held  out  his  hand  to  him,  which  he  pressed  with  as 
much  sincerity  as  it  was  offered;  but  knowing  that  Mr.  Ormond  was 
one  of  those,  as  most  persons  are  by  the  bye,  who  do  it  at  all — who 

"  Do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame^/* 

he  made  bo  allusion  to  his  kindness  to  Carlton,  beyond  a  certain 
telegraphic  look,  dictated  by  that  Freemasonry  of  heart  common  to 
the  benevolent ;  and  afler  stipulating  that  no  one  was  to  go  near 
Carlton^  except  Cecil  and  Theresa^  whom  he  already  knew,  he  went 
up  to  infbrm  him  of  the  safe  departure  of  the  Spy,  on  his  sleeveless 
errand  into  Wales ! 

*''  The  poor  reptile ! "  said  Carlton,  ^'  I  could  almoal  pity  hijoa  1  for 
the  wages  of  his  infamy,  I  suppose,  depend  upon  his  success;  and 
yet,  if  he  has  changed  his  name  his  uncle  must  be  dead,  and  he 
must  be  well  off." 
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But  Garllon's  wonder  would  have  ceased,  had  he  been  as  well 
aware,  as  most  others  are,|that  the  staple  commodity  of  Whig  policy 
is  acted  lies!  from  Prime  Ministers  down  to  brainless  secretaries  of 
legation,  or  hack  writers-up  of  their  system. 

Mr.  Alderman  Guzzlecat,  of  Faringdon  without, — it  is  true,  had 
departed  this. life-,  but  previous  to  so  doing,  had  been  much  dis- 
gusted by  the  unprincipled  truckling  of  his  nephew,  Mr.  John 
Nug^t,  with  regard  to  City  politics^  and  had  therefore  cut  him  off 
with  a  shilling.  But  Mr.  John  Nugent,  who  lived  in  an  atmosphere 
of^false  pretences,  or  rather,  of  embodied  falsehoods,  in  order  to 
assume  a  fortune,  if  he  had  it  not,  instantly  took  the  name-rhonours 
and  armorial  bearings  of  Guzzlecat !  the  credit  of  which,  afforded 
him  a  decent  supply  of  Uats  and  gloves,  three  bottles  of  sherry  a-day 
( bis  favourite  dinner  wine),  and  two  pair  of  Russia  ducks  a-week 
(not  including  the  laundress's  biU),  for  the  elongated  period  of 
twelve  months !  This,  coupled  with  his  honourable  office  of  spy, 
and  assiduous  and  Herculean  panegyrics  on  the  writings  of  ladies 
of  thread-bare  character,  and  indefatigable  zeal  in  doing  the  dirty 
work  of  gentlemen  of  no  character  at  ail^  added  to  theatrical  puffs, 
of  such  hurricane  force,  ag  to  blow  actor,  author,  and  audience  into 
nothing !  enabled  Mr.  Guzzlecat  to  keep  his  place  under  the  table, 
at  the  convivial  meetings  at  the  Garrick.  ^ 

Theresa  and  Cecil  soon  joined  Marmaduke  in  Carlton's  room, 
where  tbey  contrived  by  kindness  and  conversation,  to  make  him 
partially  forget  his  sorrows  for  a  short  time.  Theresa  who  had 
brought  her  embroidery,  was  sitting  with  her  frame  in  the  window, 
when,  about  three  o'clock,  a  carriage  drov^  up  to  the  door.  ^^  Who 
is  it  7 ''  said  Marmaduke. 

"  Why,  it's  Lord  John's  carriage,"  replied  Ther^a,  "bull  don't 
think  it  can  be  he,  for  the  servants  are  helping  a  man  out  with  a 
night-cap  on,  and  both  his  hands  to  his  head  as  if  he  were  in  great 
pain." 

^^  Perhaps  he's  ill,"  said  Marmaduke,  leaving  the  room,  and 
reaching  the  hall  in  time  to  meet  Lord  John,  and  hear  his  groans. 

^i  Good  heavens !  what's  the  matter?"  inquired  he  of  Lady  John. 

''Those  horrid  children !— those  dreadful  toys!"  replied  her 
ladyship,  shaking  her  head  and  hands;  ''  the  racket  began  at  six 
this  morning,  we  have  not  had  one  wink  of  sleep,  and  Lord  John  is 
almost  distracted,  though  I  tqok  his  own  paper  pillows.  Oh  Mrv 
Bubble,  they  were  not  at  ail  putty  toys  to  get— how  could  you  give 
such  great  noisy  steana-engine  things  to  any  children,  especially  to 
a  parcel  of  great  romping  boys,  and  then  to  think  of  their  putting 
us  in  the  room  under  the  nursery !  so  that  we  were  in  the  very  thick 
ofitaU!" 

''God  bless  me!  you  surprise  m^,"  cried  Marmaduke,  '^  I 
thought  the  bigger  the  toys  were  for  the  young  Whabbles,  the  more 
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Major  Whabble  would  Ihink  of  Lord  John !  I*m  really  very  sorry," 
added  he,  lurning  lo  him ;  "  can  I  gel  you  anything?" 

Lord  John  had  reached  the  first  landing  -,  but  his  voice  was,  as 
it  had  often  been  before,  ''inaudible  in  the  gallery,"  as  he  mur- 
mured out — "  Nothing  but  bed— dark-room — aether— quiet, 
qiiiel." 

Whereupon  Marmaduke  preceded  him,  spreading  out  his  arms 
as  if  he  had  been  playing  at  blind-man Vbuff,  and  crying  hush  ! 
till  Lord  John  had  arrived  safely  in  his  own  room,  where  the  shut- 
ters were  instantly  closed,  and  his  lordship  adjourned  to  bed  till 
the  next  day,  after  which  Lady  John  descended,  and  in  return  for 
the  news  of  Miss  Lucy's  marriage,  gave  the  whole  party  a  graphic 
account  of  her  own  and  her  sposo's  sufferings  at  Gorget  ^Cottage, 
since  they  had  parted  on  the  preceding  night.  Marmaduke,  who 
had  listened  with  deep  attention  lo  the  narration,  with  the  two  finger^ 
of  his  right  hand  on  his  right  temple,  and  his  third  and  littte  linger 
on  his  chin, — after  a  pause  of  about  three  minutes,  broke  the  silence 
by  exclaiming,  ''Bless  me!  you  astonish  me!  Fil  change  all  those 
toys  to-morrow  for  chessboards." 

"  Pray  don'l,"  said  Lady  John ,  "  we  shall  never  sleep  at  Gorget 
Collage  again  j  and  being  her  own  children,  I  dare  say  Mrs.  Whab- 
ble thinks  the  noise  very  putty,  besides,  they  don'l  sleep  under 
the  nursery." 

''  Ah,  that  makes  a  difference  certainly,"  said  Marmaduke,  with 
the  same  sort  of  calm  satisfaction;  that  he  would  have  ^Ived  a  pro- 
blem in  Euclid. 

Four  events  happened  during  the  week  preceding  the  tourna- 
ment. The  most  important  I  shall  mention  first. — 'Miss  Lucy's 
trousseau  was  ordered!  Gertrude  Howard  arrived  on  a  visit  at  the 
Hall^  to  be  present  at  the  tournament ;  and  it  is  perhaps  needless  to 
say,  that  she  and  Theresa  became  very  great  friends. 

' '  The  Wonderful  Power  of  Nature  and  Art "  was  published  under 
Lord  John's  auspices,  and  made  a  wonderful  sensation  in  the  lite- 
rary world,  thereby  bringing  a  plentiful  harvest  to  its  author. 

As  Carlton  felt  that  if  he  lived  till  then,  he  should  not  be  abl6  to 
act  before  the  spring,  he  wished  to  take  ia  house  a  short  distance 
ft'om  London,  in  preference  to  one  actually  in  town.  One  was  there- 
fore secured  for  him  at  Shepherd's  Bush,  and  a  good  governess 
hired  fof  Blanche ;  and  in  order  that  Marmaduke  might  accompany 
him  to  his^  new  abode,  and  see  him  comfortably  settled  in  it,  Sir 
Romulus  good-naturedly  postponed  the  tournament  fh>m  the  first 
to  the  fourteenth  of  January. 

Calo  was  the  only  friend  poor  little  Blanche  took  with  her  from 
Shropshire ;  but  Theresa  promised  faithfuDy  that  the  gerabiam 
should  follow  as  soon  as  it  ^s  sufficiently  healthy  to  travel.  What 
a  pity  it  is  that  every  one  cannot  be  pleased  in  this  world ! — ^but  so 
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il  is.  Since  his  accident,  Mr.  McPhin  had  taken  to  solitary  confine- 
ment and  silence^  so  that  Mademoiselle  Perpignon's  illness  was 
quite  wasted.  And  although  Colonel  King  and  Miss  Betsy  had  both 
done  their  utmost,  when  Captain. Russell  congratulated  the  former 
on  his  approaching  marriage,  to  tty  and  make  bim  '^go  and  do 
likewise;''  yet  his  habits  of  subordination  were  too  strong,  and  he 
could  not  bring  himself  to  make  an  example  of  his  superior  officer, 
so  therefore  preferred  looking  upon  him  as  a  warning,  which 
caused  Sir  Romulus  to  go  about  saying  Ihat  he  was  afraid  he'd 
never  gel  any  one  to  marry  his  youngest  daughter!  till  Lady 
Rubble  took  him  to  task  for  so  impolitic  a  proceeding  *,  when,  like 
all  not  over-wise  persons,  he  thought  the  reverse  of  wrong  must  be 
right,  aj:id  from  thenceforth  tired  every  horse  in  his  stable  gallop- 
ing about  the.country,  for  the  express  purpose  of  saying  to  people, 
that  he  had  so  many  offers  for  his  daughter,  Betsy,  that  he  did  not 
know  how  he  should  keep  her  till  the  tournament  I  and  that  there 
he  was  sure  all  the  Algerines  would  be  breaking  lances  for  her  I 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

**  A  scratch  of  one's  finger,  when  one  is  aneasy,  hurts  one 
more  than  a  quartan  ague  with  a  contented  mind."— Count 
BussT  Rabutin's  Leilers. 

''What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  is  Ibis  her  fault  or  mine  ? 
The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  sins  most  ? 
Not  she,  nor  doth  she  tempt,  but  'lis  I, 
That  lying  by  the  violet  in  the  sun. 
Do,  as  the  carrion ^oes,  not  as  the  flower. 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  season/' 

Measure  fw  Measure,  Act  i.  Scenes. 

*'  Farewell,  then,  since  now  all  is  over, 
I  leave  you  for  many  a  year ; 
May  the  waters  of  time  coldly  cover 
The  memory  of  all  ihat  was  dear.''— MS. 


THE   TOUBlfAMSN*r. 

As  Sir  Romulus  observed^  upon  rattling  into  his  tin  armour,  had 
he  bespoken  a  day,  and  that  Algerine  Apollo  himself  taken  the 
order,  it  could  not  have  been  finer  than  the  one  the  14lh  of  January 
ushered  in.  The  frost  work,  which  during  the'  early  morning  had 
thrown  a  white  veil  over  the  woods  and  fields,  melted  into  diamond 
drops,  as  at  the  toueh  of  a  necromancer.  When  the  sun  rose  high 
in  the  heavens,  and  the  bright  emerald  green  sward,  with  its  sparkl- 
ing dew-drops  glittering  and  trembling  beneath  the  vivid  glances 
of  the  god  of  day,  made  the  lawn  appear  as  though  a  troop  of  fairies 
had  suddenly  been  surprised  by  hirn  at  their  revels,  and  had  dropped 
heir  jewels  in  their  flight.  Mr.  Ormond,  who  had  gone  away  a  few 
days  before,  expressing  a  fear  that  he  should  not  be  able  to  get  back 
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in  lime  for  the  tounrameiit,  had,  nevertheless,  suggested  a  great 
improvement. 

As  vi/e  have  before  stated,  Sir  Romulus  had  enclosed  a  conside- 
rable part  of  the  common,  but  this  formed  the  back  only  of  the  large 
amphitheatre:  the  front,  which  was  left  open,  and  by  which  the 
different  knights  were  to  enter,  presented  a  beautiful  view  of  the 
park  ^  and  down  to  the  first  lodge,  at  which  the  guests  were  to  arrive, 
Mr.  Ormond  had  constructed  a  slight  colonnade,  of  Moorish  archi- 
tecture, in  wood ;  which  being  completely  covered  with  evergreens, 
and  hung  with  banners,  common  shields,  and  gauntlets,  had  a 
charming  effect,  as  the  sunlight  pierced  through  the  irregular 
arches,  and  the  deer  were  seen,  through  the  long  vista,  bounding 
over  the  waving  fern,  and  quaffing  the  crisp  thin  air.  In  the  centre 
of  the  amphitheatre  was  a  sort  of  armoury,  in  the  form  of  a  winding 
staircase,  hung  with  very  gorgeous  banners  and  housings,  which 
formed  curtains,  as  it  were,  to  the  banisters ;  while  the  farge  pole 
or  tree  that  ran  up  the  centre  to  the  ceiling  was  laden  with  armour 
of  every  description,  terminating  in  a  radius  of  spears,  surmounting 
a  white  plumed  helmet. 

Tn  this  armoury  a  certain  number  of  esquires  and  pages  remained, 
to  supply  the  knights  with  any  arms  they  might  want  or  lose  in  the 
fray ;  and  their  gay  dresses  and  animated  faces,  as  they  rose  pyra- 
midically  among  the  glittering  steel  and  waving  plumes,  formed  by 
no  means  the  least  effective  part  of  the  pageant.  At  each  side  of 
the  entrance  from  the  park,  was  a  large  gallery  or  balcony,  with  a 
canopy  of  crimson  velvet  and  gold,  where  the  principal  ladies  were 
to  sit,  while  the  mass  were  to  occupy  the  amphitheatre. 

So  far  so  well.  The  arrangements  exceeded  every  one's  expecta- 
tion ;  and  Mr.  Town,  in  his  richly  emblazoned  herald's  costume, 
looking,  nevertheless,  exceedingly  like  the  knave  of  clubs,  seemed 
to  flush  the  very  air  by  the  imperious  echoes  of  his  trumpet,  the 
shrill  herald's  blast  of  which  he  was  practising  all  the  morning.  The 
guests  were  all  to  appear  in  the  costumes  of  the  thirteenth,  four- 
teenth, and  fifteenth  centuries,  not  to  destroy  the  illusion.  And 
Miss  Prudence  figured  in  a  tansy-coloured  fardingale,  high-heeled 
shoes,  stiff  ruff,  and  close  coif;  while  even  the  old  lady  personated 
the  Countess  or  Desmond, 

<*  Who  lived  to  the  age  of  three-score  and  ten. 
And  died  by  a  fall  from  a  cherry-tree  then,^" 

in  the  modest  refuge  of  a  sort  of  nun's  head  gear,  and  snow  white 
barbet.  Miss  Lucretia  announced  that  she  was  Fair  Rosamond,  and 
glided  about  in  a  flaxen  wig,  and  a  labyrinth  of  white  musUn,  to 
which  there  was  no  clue  :  Lady  Bubble  insisted  upon  being  Diana 
of  Poictiers,  and  nobody  wondered  at  her  persecutions. 

Theresa  looked  more  than  beautiful  as  Edith  Piantagenet ;  and 
Gertrude  Howard  did  more  execution  than  the  lances  as  Rdbecca 
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rrom  Ivanboe.  Miss  Prudence  had  sellled  with  Dr.  DamnerDali 
Ihat  he  should  figure  in  the  same  costume  as  a  bishop  on  one  or  the 
monuments  in  the  church  at  Bubbleton,  and  began  to  grow  very 
uneasy  at  his  non-arrival,  as  he  was  to  dress  al  the  hall — when  Buz- 
zard who  was  tired  of  enacting  the  part  of  a  pretty  page,  and  look- 
ing out  afar,  arrived  with  the  news  which  she  had  just  gathered 
from  one  of  the  grooms,  who  had  been  down  to  the  Pug  and  Prim- 
rose to  order  an  additional  hogshead  of  ale  (as  all  the  gehlleitien's 
gentlemen,  notwithstanding  the  coldness  of  the  weather^  had  already 
evinced  strong  symptoms  of  thirst),  returned  with  word  that  Mr. 
Fine  had  actually  taken>fire  the  night  before  while  quaffing  his 
favourite  spirit  by  the  chimney  corner, — that  Mrs.  Fine,  like  Major 
Longbow  under  similar  conjugal  distress^  had,  w|th  great  presence 
of  mind,  ordered  Patty  to  sweep  htm  away  and  bring  clean  glasses  5 
and  that,  in  order  to  make  sure  of  putting  hi'm  out  of  his  misery, 
she  had  had  him  strewed  over  with  quick  lime,  after  the  ancient 
Roman  fashion,  and  most  probably  on  the  same  principle '  ^  after 
vrhich  it  appeared  that  Mrs.  Fine,  being  thrifty  in  all  things,  had 
her  weeds  and  widow's  cap  all  ready,  whieh  having  donned,  she 
then  sat  down,  unfolded  a  lawn  pocket  handkerchief,  ordered 
Patty  to  attend  in  the  bar,  and  "  took  on ''  (ill  ten  (he  next  morning 
(bed  time  of  course  excepted),  when  Dr.  Damnemall  arrived  on 
bis  way  to  the  tournament,  and  so  effectually  exerted  his  powers  of 
consolation,  that  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  leaving  her  as  resigned 
as  if  it  had  been  her  wedding  morning ! 

^^Oh,  dear  good  man!''  said  .Miss  Prudence,  when  she  heard 
the  cause  of  his  non-arrival,  ^'  that  is  the  reason  of  his  not  being 
here  so  soon.  He's  enough  to  do,  goodness  knows — for  he's  the 
husband  of  the  widow  and  the  father  of  the  fatherless ! '' 

Mrs.  Damnemall,  however,  soon  arrived  as  Luther's  wife  (not  in 
her  nun's  dress),  accompanied  by  Anna  Martha,  who  had  received 
marching  orders  to  attend  the  tournament.  She  was  relally  an  ex- 
ceedingly pretty  girl,  of«  very  ladylike  style  of  beauty,  and  looked 
remarkably  well  as  an  Italian  lady  of  the  fourteenth  century. 

Mrs.  Town,  who,  like  Sir  Romulus,  was  always  for  doing  some- 
thing out  of  the  common,  must  needs  go  further  back  than  any  of 
f  hem,  and  came  as  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi !  her  sons  personating^ 
the  living  jewels  in  very  short  white  tunics,  bound  with  red  galoon. 
Of  the  cold  and  inconvenience  of  this  costume,  at  that  season  of  the 
year,  they  complained  bitterly,  especially  Master  Gadwallader,  who 
being  subject  to  chilblains,  did  not  at  all  cotton  to  the  flesh-coloured 
web  that  had  succeeded  his  blqe  cloth  trowsers.   Messieurs  Maxi- 

■  Pliny  ascribes  the  first  institution  Qf  burning  the  dead  among  the  Romans,  to  their 

having  discovered,  that  those  who  fell  even  in  distant  wars  were  dug  up  by  the  enemy; 

and  it  was  to  prevent  this  second  e^tioia  of  their  friends  being  published,  yfhieh  ii^ifringed 

on  death's  copyright,  that  they  resorted  to  the  burning^  which  was  universal  under  ihe 

'  emperor^,  but  fell  into  disuse  about  the  fourth  century.    "^ 
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tniiian  Flea  and  Alonzo  Tripe  were  also  in  Mrs.  Town's  saiie-— the 
lormer  gentleman  as  Brutus,  with  an  axe  in  bis  iiand,  and  a  remark- 
ably stern  look,  which  seemed  to  have  the  effect,  ever  and  anon,  of 
making;  the  Master  Towns  forget  lhat.(h(3y  were  the  Gracchi  and 
not  his  sons — while  Mr.  Alonzo  Tripe  appeared  as  Petrarch,  with 
a  hat  and  feather,  short  cloak,  trunk  hose,  and  slashed  sleeves,  and 
liis  own  manuscript  of  the  '  Pre-adamites '  under  his  left  arm.  As 
we  may  not  have  occasion  to  return  to  this  gentleman,  it  may  be  as 
well  to  observe,  in  this  place,  that  it  was  remarked,  by  more  persons 
than  Mrs.  Damncmailduringtheday,  thatMr.  Tripe  was  particularly 
attentive,  or,  as  her  mother  expressed  it,  ^  sweet  upon'  Anna  Martha. 

Mr«  Howard,  who  thought  he  never  could  get  sufficient  amuse- 
ment out  of  the  Whabbles,  entrapped  themvinto  dressing  from  Lady 
Morley 's  inimitable  ^  Spruggins  Gallery,'  Mrs.  Jinks  figuring  as  the 

present  Mrs.  S ,  about  the  tucking  up  of  whose  train,  so  as  to 

display  her  left  ankle  (which  even  those  most  skilled  in  anatomy 
might  have  easily  mistaken,  without  stigmatising  their  science, 
for  that  of  an  elephant),  Cecil  had  taken  particular  pains.  Mrs. 
Whabble  was  ringletted  and  guitared  into  'Suavia  Maria.'  The 
Major  had  put  on  a  college  cap  and  gown,  and  did  duty  as  ^'my 
son,''  while  the  young  Whabbles  personated  those  members  of  the 
Spruggins  Family  who  had  '^died  young,"  which  when  Lord  John 
was  informed  of,  he  could  not  help  groaning  out,  ''  Would  they 
had  done  the  same !  "  He  appeared  in  all  the  dignity  of  a  Yenitian 
senator,  and  Lady  John  as  a  Venetian  Lady.  The  Duke  and  Duchess 
of  Arlington,  at  Sir  Romulus's  especial  request,  were  dressed  as  the 
Duke  and  Duchess  from  ^Don  Quixote,'  while,  to  the  worthy 
Baronet'^  infinite  surprise,  Lord  Francis  Fitznoodle  arrived  from 
his  room,  where  he  had  dressed  up-stairs  as  Don  Quixote !  " 

'^  Oh,  this  will  never  do ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Romulus :  ^^  we  cannot 
have  two  Don  Quixotes  in  the  lists!  filess  me! — well,  that's  most 
astonishing!"  continued  he,  scrutinizing  Lord  Francis's  armour. 
^^  I  could  have  sworn  that  was  McPhin's  armour — the  gridiron 
bars — the  windmill  at  the  top^he  Spanish  motto  on  each  side  of 
the  helmet  that  he  was  to  go  up  to  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  with— 
um — um — let  me  sec— 

'*  Inez,  da  me  tas  ojos 
Por  una  noche : 
Porque  quiero  con  eltos 
Malar  a  un  hombre." 

Marmaduke,  I  forget  what  you  told  me  it  meant?" 

"  It  was  the  request  of  a  Spaniard,''  replied  Marmaduke,  "  who 

having  an  enemy  that  he  wished  to  be  rid  of  asked  his  '  lady  love' 

to  lend  him  her  eyes  to  kill  him  with." 
'^  Ah  exactly  so,"  said  Sir  Romulus;  ^'  and  this  McPhin  was  to 

do  'Nolens-Volens'  to  Mademoiselle,  who  is  at  this  very  moment 
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puffing  and  panting  as  Dulcinea  del  Tobosa^  and  in  order  to  have 
more  fun^'  continued  Sir  Romulus,  in  a  confidential  whisper  to 
Lord  Francis,  ^^  I  have  made  her  practise  the  Gachuoha,  to  dance 
at  the  ball  to-night — ^and  to  see  her  is  worth  anything ! '' 

Lord  Francis  had  go  as  Tar  in  a  reply  to  Sir  Romulus  as  ^'  This 
is — ''  when  Cosmo  approached  hastily,  saying  : 

"Oh!  papa,  I  quile  forgot  to  show  you  this  note  that  I  had  half 
an  hour  ago  from  Mr.  McPhin;  and  when  uncle  Marmaduke  had 
read  it,  as  Lord  Francis  had  come  in  plain  clothes,  he  persuaded 
him  to  put  on  Mr.  McPhin's  armour,  as  he  said  you  would  not 
allow  any  one  to  appear  in  the  amphitheatre,  unless  they  were  in 
armour,  or  a  fancy  dress."  This  explanation  only  seemed  to  bewilder 
Sir  Romulus  the  more,  till  he  snatched  the  note,  and  enlightened 
himself  as  follows  : 

"  My  dear  Cosmo.  Pray  give  my  duty  to  Sir  Romulus^  and  make 
him  my  humblest  apologies^  but  I  am  unavoidably,  and  much 
against  my  will,  detained  away  from  the  tournament,  by  business 
of  a  very  pressing  nature,  and  which  will,  at  least,  confine  ihe  for 
the  whole  day.  God  bless  yoi^,  my  dear  boy!  Remember,  as  page 
to  Lady  John,  there  is  no  necessity  for  your  getting  into  the  way  of 
the  horses  and  spears, — so  be  very  attentive  and-  keep  behind  her 
dais,' — merely  in  case  she  should  want  any  thing.  Ask  Mr.  Town, 
if  you  see  him,  Mf  he  knows  how  many  promises  go  to  a  hundred, 
and  how  many  lies  to  two?  for  hang  me  if  I  do.' 

"Your  faithful  friend  and  preceptor, 

"  Peter  McPhin." 

''  The  'Algerine  does  not  even  date  it,  so  there's  no  sending 
after  him  to  catch  him !"  said  Sir  Romulus,  beating  down  the  letter 
with  the  back  of  his  right  hand,  and  then  opening  his  eyes  and 
mouth,  with  a  mingled  expression  of  horror  and  inquiry,  as  though 
the  mute  armour  could  '^  prale  of  the  whereabout"  of  its  absent 
owner.  \ 

^^  Come,  come,  brother,"  laughed  ]\j[armaduke,  tapping  him  on 
the  shoulder,  "you  look  at  poor  Lord  Francis  as  if  he  were  a  second 
Dymas'." 

*'  D — d  ass,"  muttered  Sir  Romujus,  who  had  all  his  better-halfs 
aptitude  at  catching  names.  "  D — dass — no — ^but  it's  too  provok- 
ing to  lose  McPhin  in  this  sort  of  way." 

**  Why,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Lord  Francis,  mildly,  as  he  drew 
himself  up  to  his  full  height,  which  might  have  been  mistaken  for 
the  ghost  of  John  of  Gaunt,  "  /  am  to  the  full  as  tall  as  Mr. 
McPhin  j  therefore,  I  cannot  see  that  you  have  lost  an  inch  by  the 
exchange !" 

'  The  Trojan  who  joined  himself  to  £nea6  vben  Troy  was  taken,  and  was  at  last  killed 
by  his  countrymen,  who  took  him  to  bean  enemy,  because  he  had  dressed  himself  in  the 
armour  of  one  of  the  Greeks  he  had  slain. 

20 
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Marmaduke  cQuld  not  repress  a  smile  at  the  unsophisticated 
freshness^of  Lord  Francis's  inlelleclual  shoots,  while  Sir  Romulus 
looked  as  if  he  would  have  said  ir  he  could — 

'*  Ge  n'est  pas  tout  d'etre  un  grand  homme : 
II  faut  encore  Hre  homme  supportable." 

'*  Well,  it  can't  be  helped,"  sighed  Sir  Roraulus,  "  and  we  must 
go,  as  entering  on  horse-back,  we  have  to  go  down  to  the  lodge — 
but — ^but— not  having  practised  together,  you  must  take  care  not  to 
mistake  me  for  a  windmill  in  good  earnest,  but  lay  on  me  gently, 
and  I  prombe  in  return,  my  lord,  111  not  forget  that  you  are  my 
master." 

"You  mean,"  said  Marmaduke,  "that  you'll  not  forget  how 
much  he  is  above  you." 

As  Lord  Francis  and  Sir  Romulus  made  their  exit  at  the  hall 
door,  Marmaduke  and  Cosmo  went  up  stairs  into  the  gallery,  by 
which  there  was  a  private  entrance  into  one  of  the  balconies  of  the 
amphitheatre.  Lady  John  was  already  seated  in  state,  as  the  tourna- 
ment was  to  commence  at  one,  and  it  only  wanted  half  an  hour  of 
the  time. 

"  I  thought,  Mr.  Bubble,"  said  she,  "  that  you  were  Mr. 
Howard's  squire?" 

"  So  I  am,"  replied  Marmaduke,  "  but  I  came  here  first  to  pay 
my  respects  to  you  ladies  bright,  and  next  to  look  down  upon  this 
living  'parterre,'"  added  he,  looking  over  the  balcony,  "and  a 
very  pretty  sight  it  is ;  I  own  I  should  have  liked  to  have  lived  in 
the  days  of  chivalry  and  woodcraft,  when  the  business  of  life  was 
tilting  for  bright  looks,  and  its  repose  was  to— - 

-— '**  ryde  on  hawkynge  by  the  river, 
With  grey  goshawke  in  hande." 

"  I'm  sure  men  must  have  been  better  and  happier,  when  they  lived 
for  seven  years  on  a  sigh  or  a  smile,  won  at  a  tournament ;  at  least  that 
aira  was  woith  fifty  thousand  ages  of  the  clubs,  cabs,  smoking,  and 
selfishness  of  the  nineteenth  century." 

"Tournament  is  derived  from  the  Latin  word  '  Troja,'  is  it  not, 
uncle?"  asked  Cosmo. 

"  Why,  I  am  of  Fauchet's  opinion,"  replied  Marmaduke ;  "and 
though  this  is  the  derivation  allowed  by  the  generality  of  authors, 
I  do  not  think  it  appears  consistent  with  any  reasonable  analogy  : 
I  am,  therefore,  more  inclined  to  adopt  his.  He  says  in  his  '  Ori- 
gines  des  Chevaliers,'  that  he  thinks  the  French  word,  'tourney' 
came  from  the  practice  of  the  knights  running  '  par  tour ;'  that  is, 
by  turns,  at  the  '  quintain,'  and  wheeling  about  successively  in  a 
circle,  to  repeat  their  course;  but  that,  in  process  of  lime,  they  im- 
proved on  this  pastime,  and,  to  make  it  more  respectable,  ran  at 
one-another ,  which  certainly  bore  a  much  greater  similitude  to  a 
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real  engagemenl/ especially  when  they  were  divided  iriio  large 
parties,  and,  meeting  together,  conibaled  with  clubs  or  maces, 
beating  each  other  soundly,  Vilhout  paying  any  respect  to  rank  or 
dignity.  In  one  of  these  encounters,  Robert  Earl  of  Charlemont,  son 
of  St.  Louis,  and  head  of  the  house  of  Bourbon,  was  so  severely 
bruised  by  the  blows  he  received  from  his  antagonist,  that  he  was^ 
never  well  afterwards.   And  this,  Fauchet  says,  was  possibly  the 
cause  of  the  ordinance  that  kings  and  princes  should  not  afterwards 
enter  the  lists  as  combatants  at  these  tournaments  :  but  this  law  was 
ill  observed  by  succeeding  kings,  as  Henry  the  Second  of  France 
was  killed  at  the  jousts  he  made  in  honour  of  his  daughter's  mar- 
riage.  But  long  before  that,  Meneslrier  says,  they  used  hollow 
capfs  instead  of  lances ;  and,  for  that  reason,  it  was  called  the  'Cane' 
game.  This,  probably,  had  its  origin  in  the  twelfth  century,  when 
Hovenden  tells  us,  that  Richard  the  First  of  England,  being  at 
Messina  in  Sicily,  on  his  way  to  the  Holy  land,  went  with  his 
cavalcade  one  Sunday  afternoon  to  see  the  popular  sports  exhibited 
without  the  walls  of  the  city,  and  upon  their  return  they  met,  in 
the  street,  a  peasant  driving  an  ass  loaded  with  hollow  canes  ]  the 
king  and  his  attendants  took  each  of  them  a  cane,  and  began,  by 
way  of  frolic,  to  tilt  with  them  one  against  the  other.   It  so  hap- 
pened that  Coeur  de  Lion's  opponent  was  William  de  Bane$,  a 
knight  of  high  rank  in  the  household  of  the  French  king ' ;  in  the 
encounter  they  broke  both  their  canes,  and  the  monarch's  hood  was 
torn  by  the  stroke  he  received,  which  made  him  angry  ^  when, 
riding  with  great  force  against  the  knight,  he  caused  his  horse  to 
stumble  with  him,  and,  while  he  was  attempting  to  cast  him  to  the 
ground,  his  own  saddle  turned  round,  and  he  himself  was  over- 
thrown 5  he,  however,  was  soon  provided  with  another  horse, 
which  he  mounted,  and  again  assaulted  De  Banes,  endeavouring, 
by  violence,  to  throw  him  from  his  horse  ]  but  he  could  not  succeed, 
because  the  knight  clung  to  the  horse's  neck  ^  upon  which  Robert 
de  Bretuil,  newly  created  Earl  of  Leicester,  laid  hold  of  De  Banes 
to  assist  the  king ;  but  Richard  forbade  him  to  interfere,  desiring 
they  might  be  left  to  themselves.  When  they  had  contended  a  long 
time,  adding  threats  to  their  actions,  the  king  was  much  provoked, 
and  commanded  him  to  leave  the  place  and  appear  no  more  before 
him,  declaring,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  should  ever  after  consider 
him  bis  enemy  :  but,  through  the  mediation  of  the  King  of  France, 
a  reconciliation  was  effected,  and  De  Banes  was  again  restored  to 
Richard's  good  graces.  They  were  innocent  people  in  those  days," 
continued  Marmaduke, — *' nothing  more  than  big  children — and" — 
But  here  the  first  blast  of  the  herald's  trumpet  sounded  -,  after 
which  he  proclaimed  '  k  haute  voix,'  that  '*  the  most  noble  knight, 
Don  Quixote,  of  La  Mancha,  was  about  to  enter  the  lists,  and  run 
*  Quidam  Miles  optimus  de  famiUa  Begis  Francios, 
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a  tilt  with  any  one,  or  every  one,  who  should  presume  to  dispute 
the  pre-eminence  in  beauty  of  his  liege  lady,  the  incomparable 
Donna  del  Tobosa."  ♦ 

Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  never  doubting  but  th^t  the  huge  mass 
of  block-tin  armour  beneath  still  contained  the  worshipped  form  of 
Mr.  McPhin,  began  to  heave  and  look  much  as  the  whales  in  the 
Red  Sea  (if  there  were  any)  may  have  been  supposed  to  look,  when 
they  found  it  suddenly  dried  up ;  for,  at  that  moment,  she  was  the 
cynosure  of  a)l  eyes,  and  she  was  amazed ! 

Marmaduke  hastily  descended  and  gained  the  armoury  Justin 
time  to  see  Lord  Francis  and  Sir  Romulus  make  their  entree.  It 
was  evident  that  Sir  Romulus  had  not  read  Quarles  Enchiridion, 
at  least  that  part  of  it  where  he  asserts  that  "  fundamental  alt^dr 
tions  bring  inevitable  perils,''  for  he  was  rashly  tampering  i^lh  the 
crupper  of  Kicksy wicksy's  saddle.  Marmaduke  foresaw  the  conse- 
quences— and  trembled. 

Lord  Francis,  it  is  true,  rode  into  the  lists,  but  so  calmly  and 
stagnantly  (no  doubt  deeply  imbued  with  Sir  Romulus's  admoni- 
tions to  be  cautious),  that  he  looked  as  if  the  blessing  his  squire 
had  invoked  upon  the  man  who  first  invented  sleep,  had  become 
embodied  in  him!  while  the  huge  white  cart-horse  that  he  rode, 
and  which  had  looked  like  White  Surrey  under  Mr.  McPhin,  now 
looked  appalled,  and  appalling  as  a  night-mare;  for  about  half  an 
hour  it  continued  to  advance  and  retreat  slowly  and  solemnly  be- 
fore Ricksywicksy,  who  in  vain  endeavoured  to  rouse  it  into  reta- 
liation, by  neighing  loudly  and  butting  her  head  against  his  long 
while  nose  j  but  it  would  not  do  j  nothing  could  dispel  the  impene- 
trable patience  of  the  cart-horse.  At  length,  wearied  with  her  en- 
deavours to  exasperate  him,  she  turned  her  attention  to  her  rider, 
and  giving  one  sudden  curvette,  turned  the  saddle  cooiplelely 
under  her,  deposited  Sir  Romulus  on  the  ground,  and  then  set  off, 
neighing  furiously,  and  full  gallop  (flinging  out  her  heels  behind), 
into  the  park  \  this  last  exploit  of  hers  alone  seemed  to  rouse  the 
emulation  of  Spanker  the  cart-horse,  who,  to  Lord  Francis's  great 
consternation,  instantly  foUowed  Ricksywicksy 's  example  with  equal 
rapidity,  amid  peals  of  laughter  from  the  spectators. 

Marmaduke  came  to  his  brother's  assistance,  and  had  the  satis- 
faction of  bearing  a  volley  of  Algerines  bestowed  upon  the  head  and 
heels  of  one  of  his  favourite  quadrupeds. 

Sir  Romulus  was  for  a  short  time  obliged  to  leave  the  amphi- 
theatre to  see  to  his  wounds,  occasioned  by  the  bulging  inward  o( 
his  tin  armour  on  the  side  where  he  had  fallen.  Shortly  after  the 
herald's  trumpet,  sounded  a  more  warlike  blast,  which  was  an- 
swered by  another  herald  at  a  distance,  and,  presently  the  clang  of 
armour  and  the  clashing  of  spears  were  heard,  while  the  park  sud- 
denly became  bright  with  the  flash  of  shields  and  helmets,  and  the 
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greensward  echoed  to  the  rushing  sound  of  horse's  hoofs.  Another 
trumpet  of  parley  sounded,  and  was  again  answered,  when  two 
lines  of  glittering  knights,  gallantly  mounted  on  beautifully  capa- 
risoned horses,  drew  up  opposite  each  other,  and,  as  soon  as  they 
had  fallen  into  a  line,  two  bands,  stationed  at  different  ends  of  the 
park,  played  the  beautiful  air  of  ^'  Oh,  Richard !  oh,  mon  Roi  P' 
imitating  the  human  voice,  by  one  playing  first  and  the  other  se-^ 
cond,  which  had  a  beautiful  effect,  as  the  difTercnt  cadences  died 
away  upon  the  air.  As  soon  as  the  band  ceased,  a  knight  in  bright 
steel  armour,  studded  with  gold;  a  coronet  round  his  helmet,  and 
a  lion  on  the  top  of  it,  advanced,  oh  a  jet-black  steed,  with  scarlet 
and  gold  housings,  and  a  silver  cross  rising  out  of  the  while,  plumes 
on  its  head;  it  also  had  a  collar  of  particularly  musical  Spanish 
bells.  No  sooher  had  this  knight  advanced,  than  another  knight  in 
black  armour,  much  soiled,  a  drooping  heron's  plume  in  his  hel^ 
met  and  a  torn  banner,  with  a  broken  ensign  in  his  right  hand, 
also  advanced,  as  did  their  squires-,  whereupon,  the  two  knights 
dismounted,  while  the  esquires  held  their  horses,  and  the  knight 
of  the  black  armour  kneeling  to  him  of  the  crown,  was  made  a 
knight  banneret.  After  which  ceremony,  a  loud  cheer  ran  through 
the  ranks.  The  knights  remounted,  and  advanced  towards  the  am- 
phitheatre, the  band  playing  "The  Red-Cross  Knight." 

When  they  had  reached  the  enlrande,  the  cavalcade  of  other 
knights  fell  back  on  either  side,  and  the  two  knights  jsilone  entered, 
whom  the  herald  announced,  as  Richard  the  First  of  England,  sir- 
named  Coeur  de  Lion,  and  that  most  uoble  knight,  vanquisher  of 
the  infidels,  Robert  de  Breteuil,  Earl  of  Leicester. 

CoBur  de  Lion  rode  up  to  the  balcony  where  Lady  Bubble  was 
seated,  and,  holding  up  his  lance,  asked  permission  to  wear  her 
colours  and  proclaim  her  beauty.  Her  ladyship,  who,  as  usual  (not- 
withstanding her  costume),  had  all  the  colours  in  the  rainbow  on, 
at  first  said  she  had  no  idaya  which  colour  to  give  him,  but,  at 
length,  detached  a  blue  bow  from  her  bosom,  that  had  no  business 
to  be  there,  and  placed  it  upon  the  top  of  his  Majesty's  lance,  upon 
which  he  bowed  down  to  his  horses's  ears,  wheeled  about,  and  re- 
entered the  lists.  While  he  had  been  soliciting  thie  good  graces  of 
Diana  of  Poictiers,  the  Earl  of  Leicester  had  presented  himself  at 
the  opposite  balcony  to  sue  for  those  of  Miss  Lucy,  who^  with  much 
giggling,  detached  a  geranium  scarf  from  her  neck,  which,  catch- 
ing on  the  top  of  his  lance,  Robert  de  Breteuil  first  gallantly  kissed 
and  then  tied  round  his  left  arm;  thus  decorated,  he  placed  himself 
opposite  the  king,  two  heralds  and  their  respective  esquires  declar- 
ing that  whichever  should  first  lose  his  lady^s  colours  in  the  com- 
bat, should  consider  himself  and  be  considered  by  all  present,  as 
vanquished ;  upon  which  Cc^ur  de  Lion  and  the  Earl  of  Leicester 
crossed  lances  in  token  ofassent,  and  the  heralds  sounded  to  arms 
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for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  There  was  a  greal  deal  of  very 
graceful  man^ge-ripling  between  the  King  and  the  Earl,  and  then 
some  preparatory  tilting.  At  length  they  began  to  charge  at  each 
other  in  good  earnest.  Cosmo  trembled,  and  whispered  to  Sir  Ro- 
.  mulus  (who  had  been  repaired,  and  had  returned  to  the  balcony] 
"  that  there  were  plenty  of  barley-sugar  lances  in  the  armoury, 
and  as  it  was  really  becoming  serious,  he  thought  he  had  better  go 
and  tell  the  squires  to  give  them  to  the  combatants." 

"  Um — um— um — my  dear ! — my  dear  !  you'd  offend  them/' 
said  his  sire  *,  '^  you  must  let  the  Algerines  fight  it  out  their  own 
way,  and  if  they  do  hurt  each  other,  it's  only  in  fun !— only  in  fun! 
-—and  you  should  never  spoil  sport,  Cosmo.'' 

Lady  Langlon,  who  was  silting  next  to  Lady  John,  and  who 
neyer  took  hej*  eyes  off  the  Ring,  now  uttered  a  Dsiint  exclamation 
of  terror,  as  a  sudden  lunge  of  the  Earl  or  Leicester's  spear  nearly 
unhorsed  him.  Cosmo  instantly  left  the  balcony,  «nd  returned  with 
a  glass  of  water,  which  he  presented  to  Lady  Langton  with  an  en- 
treaty that  she  would  drink  it,  and  turn  her  eyes  from  the  arena,  as 
it  might  make  her  giddy. 

'^  Well  done,  Cosmo! "  cried  Sir  Romulus,  slappiqg  his  back 
with  the  utmost  force  of  paternal  approbation.  "Why,  how  gallant 
you've  grown  !  "  and,  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  gestation,,  just  as 
Miss  Prudence  was  observing  to  the  Duchess  that  she  was  sure  the 
two  on  horseback,  whoever  they  were,  must  be  hungry  beyond 
everything,  after  such  violent  exercise,  Sir  Romulus  interrupted 
her  with, — 

''  Um — um — um— Prudence,  my  dear !  my  dear!  I'm  going  to 
say  a  witty  thing.  I  find  that  mixing  with  people  of  all  nations,  as 
there  are  here,"  said  he,  looking  round  the  amphitheatre  at  the 
dififerent  costumes,  "  has  made  my  son  a  Cosmo — polite !  (Cosmo- 
polite) Cosmo — polite— ha !  ha !  ha ! — do  you  approve  of  that  Lady 
John?" 

'*  Oh,  yes !  I  always  think  it's  so  putty  to  see  young  people  polite." 

''  Dear !  he !  he  !  he  I— how  droll ! "  said  Miss  Prudence  to  Doc- 
tor Damaemall,  who  rustled  beside  her  in  his  violet  pontificals  \ 
"  did  you  hear  what  Romulus  said  ?— oh,  dear !  'lis  so  good !— so 
witty,  to  be  sure!  He  says,  *  seeing  all  the  different  dresses  here 
has  made  a  polite  Cosmo  of  his  son  ! '  Very  good,  aint  it  ? " 

"  Very !— very,  indeed ! "  assented  the  Doctor  \ "  but-a-hem  !— 
still,  I  don't  exactly  see  where  the  wit  lies." 

*'  Oh,  dear!  nor  I.  I  never  see  any  wit  in  lies;  I  quite  agree  with 
you  there,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  resting  her  wrists  on  her  knees, 
and  twitching  her  fingers  violently. 

Before  the  Doctor  could  set  her  right  as  to  her  mistake,  a  violent 
clang  was  heard,  as  though  one  of  the  knight's  armour  had  been 
shivered  to  pieces.  All  eyes  were  turned  on  the  lists,  where  Coeur 
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de  Lion  had  received  a  violent  shock  from  a  charge  of  Lord  Leices- 
ter's, vbo^  with  the  point  of  his  lance  bore  off  in  triumph  Lady 
Bubble's  blue  bow,  amid  the  cheers  of  the  multitude, '  while  Ri- 
chard, raising  his  yizor  and  discovering  the  features  of  Sir  George 
Langton,  owned  himself  fairly  vanquished,  and  Lord  Leicester  al 
(he  same  time  raised  his,  saying,  *'  ^h !  Just  so — just  so-^a,! '' 
while  he  gallantly  went  to  present  his  newly  won  trophy  to  Miss 
Lucy,  The  trumpets  now  sounded  a  tictory,  and  the  vanquished 
and  the  victor  slowly  rode  out  of  the  lists  into  the  open  air,  where 
two  pages  awaited  with  fresh  horses,  still  more  richly  caparisoned, 
which  they  mounted,  and  Joined  the  cavalcade  of  knights,  that  con- 
sisted of  the  officers  of  the Lancers: 

While  the  spectators  in  the  amphitheatre  were  still  descanting 
upon  the  respective  merits  of  the  last  combatants,  the  sound  of  a 
herald's  trumpet  at  a  distance  was  heard,  which  was  duly  answered 
by  Mr.  Town  ;  and  after  a  lapse  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  a  knight 
in  bright  purple  steel  armour,  richly  mailed  with  gold,  a  cuirasse, 
perfectly  Mazing  with  jewels,  no  feathers  in  his  helmet,  but  only 
one  large  star  of  brilliants,  and  mounted  upon  a  beautiful  cr^am- 
coloured  Arabian,  followed  by  a  Mameluke  page,  on  a  black  Arab 
steed,  rode  slowly  into  the  amphitheatre,  and  was  announced  by 
the  herald  as  ^'  the  unknown  knight  of  the  star  of  the  east,^' 
anxious  to  gain  the  favour  of  the  fairest  lady  present,  whose  beauty 
he  was  willing  to  maintain  against  this  and  all  other  kingdoms,  if  he 
could  find  any  knight  present  who  thought  his  ^'  Iddye  love '  suffi- 
ciently beautifhl,  to  contend  against  so  fearful  an  odds?  After  this 
proclamation,  the  unknown  knight  rode  slowly  round,  looking, 
scrutinizingly,  at  the  assembled  ladies ;  but,  before  he  had  com-^ 
pleted  the  circuit,  the  herald  announced  that  a  knight  of  the  swan, 
the  only  one  present,  accepted  his  challenge.  The  unknown  knight 
bowed,  and  flung  down  his  gauntlet;  and  at  that  moment  Mr. 
Howard  rode  into  the  amphitheatre ;  the  bridle  of  his  horse  was 
decorated  with  white  Provence  roses,  like  the  wreath  that  Editb 
Plantagenet  wpre  in  her  hair;  one  large  rose  graced  the  centre  of 
his  shield,  while  the  device  above  it  was  a  Cupid  making  his  way 
through  a  crowd  of  hearts,  surrounded  by  the  motto  of^ 

"  Je  ne  cherche  qu'un." 

Having  taken  up  the  unknown  knight^s  gage,  they  bolhVode 
round  the  amphitheatre  together,  till  they  came  to  the  balcony 
where  Gertrude  Howard  and  Theresa  were  sealed,  when  the  knight 
of  the  star  of  the  east  suddenly  stopped.  So  far  so  well,  Cecil  con- 
cluded that  it  was  his  sister's  colours  he  was  about  to  solicit;  per- 
haps Lord  Mornington,  In  this  gallant  incognito,  had  come  to  the 
tournament?  But  he  was  suddenly  more  surprised  than  pleased, 
when  the  unknown  knight,  in  an  evidently  feigned  voice,  begged 
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for  a  rote  from  the  yet  Tairer  IxMom  of  the  beautiful  £dlth,  which 
he  assured  h^  he  would  presenre  with  Ms  life. 

^'  Sir  knight,''  interposed  Cecil  hastily,  ^^  you  are  not  peitiaps 
aware  that  I  have  already  ttie  honour  of  being  the  Lady  Edith's 
thainpionvand  it  is  her  beauty  that  I  have  promised  to  assert 
against  dl  the  kingdoms  yqp  haye  staked." 

^'  So  much  good  taste  deserves  good  fortune,  and  so  now  against 
myself  I'll  wish  it  yours.  So  e^en  let  the  lady  trust  the  honour  of  her 
beauty  to  us  both,  and  whosoever  shall  best  maintain  the  brightness 
of  its  fame,  by  guarding  the  leaves  of  the  roses  she  shall  give  us 
unscattered  in  the  fray,  his  be  it  to  be  proclaimed  her  knight,  from 
this  time  forth  for  evermore." 

Cecil  actually  vaulted  in  his  saddle  with  ill*suppressed  fury ;  and 
so  blinded  was  he  by  jealousy  and  suspicion,  Ihatheinstaotly  de^ 
cided  the  unknown  knight  was  Mr.  Stuart  Yernon !  the  figure,  the 
height,  and  above  all  the  feigned  voice,  put  it  beyond  dispute. 
Before ,  however,  that  the  tempest  within  him  could  vent  itself  in 
words,  the  knight  of  the  star  of  the  east  appealed  to  the  assembly  :— 

"  Fair,  is  it  not?  most  noble  lords  and  ladies— if  not,  say  so— 
and  the  matter  shall  be  referred  to  the  arbitration  of  the  separate, 
but  high  court  of  chivalry,  to  whiah  my  antagonist  belongs." 

"  Oh!  most  fair,"  rang  through  the  crowd. 

^^  Then  it  is  a  match?"  said  the  unknown  knight,  looking  round 
as  he  poised  his  lance  (which  he  had  hitherto  held  up  towards  the 
balcony )  on  his  right  foot. 

^^  A  match-p^  match,"  echoed  the  heralds,  and  sounded  to  arms. 
Mr.  Howard  was  now  deadly  calm,  the  big  drops  stood  on  his  fore- 
heady  M&  under-jaw  quivered,  and  his  face  was  sa  ghastly,  that  had 
not  his  yuoT  been  down,  he  would  have  frightened  the  spectators 
into  the  belief  that  he  was  the  phantom  of  some  departed  hero. 
'^  She  will  not-^t-she  cannot — she  dare  not !  give  him  the  rose  from 
her  bosom,  that  his  aspiring^ance  is  held  up  for;"  and  for  about 
a  minute  his  breath  was  suspended,  as  the  unknown  knight  bowed 
gracefully^  and  Theresa  with  a  smile,  that  seemed  to  all  present 
that  of  an  angel,  but  which  to  Cecil's  distempered  vision  was  the 
grin  of  a  6end,  detached  the  rose  i^om  her  bosom,  and  affixed  it  to 
the  end  of  his  lance. 

'^  The  cold-blooded  heartless  coquette  !^'  muttered  he,  almost 
audibly,  ^^  it  is  my  heart's  blood  she  wants,  and  she  shall  have  it !" 
So  saying,  or  rather  thinking,  he  dug  his  spurs  so  deeply  into  his 
horse's  flanks,  that  the  poor  animal,  astounded  at  so  sudden,  and 
unnecessary  a  piece  of  cruelty,  almost  reeled  under  him  ^  and  it  was 
not  until  it  had  partially  recovered,  that  Mr.  Howard  had  suf&cienl 
presence  of  mind  to  walk  him  quietly  itito  the  lists. 

Poor  Theresa's  heart  failed  her,  when  she  saw  the  frenzy  with 
which  he  had  spurred  the  noble  animal  he  rode.    ^'  Was  it-— could 
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it  be  that  he  was  again  jealous? — after  bis  so  recently  made  vows  of 
faith  in  her,  and  distrust  of  himself— jealous!  and  of  what?  a  mimie 
pageant.  Ob !  no— no— it  was  impossible ;  that  apparently  frantic 
movement  roust  have  been  a  mere  piece  of  stage  effect  -,"  and  The- 
resa drove  back  the  tears  that  had  leathered  in  her  eyes,  and  be-«^ 
lieved  what  she  wished,  as  every  womaadoes«  when  she  is  analysing 
what  she  loves ! 

For  some  minutes  after  Cecil  and  the  unknown  knight  had  mea- 
sured lances,  the  former  bore  himself  so  listlessly,  that  most  persons 
thought  that  he  knew  nothingof  the  knightly  art  of  tilting -^  but 
Theresa,  who  had  often  heard  hinf  say,  and  who  perfectly  coincided 
with  the  axiom,  that  men,  if  they  were  wise,  would  avoid  shewing 
any  excellence  in  trifles,— for  they  are  apt  to  get  credit  for  them,  at 
the  expence  of  more  valuable  talents, — thought  he  was  merely  prac- 
tically illustrating  his  own  principle,  and  again  turned  the  woman's 
side  of  her  heart  upwards,  and  admired  his  absence  of  vanity  in  so 
doing. 

Miss  Prudence,  after  wondering  who  the  unknown  knight  could 
be,  with  diamonds,  and  sapphires,  and  emeralds  enough  about  him 
to  set  up  a  jeweller's  shop,  expressed  another  wonder  about  the 
Mameluke  page  ^  which  was,  how  those  East  and  West  Ingen ! 
people,  yfho  eat  nothing  but  rice,  which  is  so  very  white,  could  be 
so  very  black !  This  miracle  Dr.  Damnemall  explained  on  philoso- 
pbical  principles.  * 

^' Why,  my  dear  madam,  don't  you  know  your  black  Padusay 
cloak?" 

"  to  be  sure  I  do— well?" 

"  Well,  though  it  is  as  black  as  jet,  as  ink,  nay,  as  the  d — I  him  - 
self,  yet  don't  you  perceive  it  is  lined  with  white-rabbit  skin  ?  and 
it  is  precisely  upon  this  plan  that  these  people  are  constructed,  for 
though  white  within,  they  are  black  without!— and  then  again, 
what  can  be  more  black  than  white  lies." 

**0h  dear,  I  do  enjoy  sitting  next  you  beyond  everything,  'tis  a 
continual  feast  of  instruction  and  deHght.  I  can't  think  where  all 
your  ideas  come  f^om ;  for,  do  you  know,  such  things  never  come 
into  my  head;  but  then  men,  you  know,  of  course,  are  so  superior 
to  women,  that  it  would  not  be  right  we  should  have  any  ideas,  as 
long  as  we  have  you  to  instruct  us.  Now,  what  is  your  opinion?— 
do  you  think  there  will  be  a  man  to  every  woman  in  heaven  ? " 

"Oh  dear,  no,"  said  the  doctor,  closing  his  eyes,  and  shaking 
his  bead  solemnly;  "for  where  are  the^  all  to  come  from,  when 
there  is  here  an  average  proportion  of  at  least  a  dozen  women  to 
every  man,  or  more  if  they  please,  while  there  are  a  numerous 
class  of  women  as  you  must  be  aware,  who  remain  sola  all  their  lifes. 

"Oh,  but  I  did  not  mean  that,  exactly,"  said  Miss  Prudence 5 
^*  I  mean,  which  do  you  think  get  lo  heaven  the  most?" 
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^^Tko66  who  try  (he  most,  depend  upon  it/'  iaterposed  Mar- 
maduke. 

^'Oh  dear,  I  wish  yoa  would  let  the  doctor  answer— -what  can 
you  know  about  it? 'v' 
^    ''At  least  as  much  as  you  do*  not  know  about  it,''  retorted  he* 

^'Dear,  what  a  noise  to  be  sure,"  cried  Miss  Prudence,  stopping 
both  her  ears,  and  all  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  arena.  If  Cecil 
had  been  Hstless  in  the  onset,  he  soon  changed  to  the  other  extreme-, 
and  in  the  vehemence  or  rather  fury  with  which  he  charged  against 
(he  Unknown  Knight,  he  seemed,  not  only  to  forget  all  the  cour- 
tesies of  chivalry,  but  even  the 'common  rules  of  good- breeding. 
At  length,  in  self-defence,  the  Knight  of  the  Star  of  the  East,  was 
obliged  to  adopt  violence  on  his  side,  and  in  one  shock,  as  he  came 
against  Cecil's  hcM^,  shook  him  so  terribly,  that  more  than  half 
the  leaves  of  the  white  rose  in  his  shield,  vrare  scattered  in  every 
direction !  A  murmur  aros&  among  the  spectators— the  heralds 
•  were  preparing  to  sound  a  victory !  and  according  to  the  laws  of 
the  tournament,  Cecil  ought  to  have  given  in,  instead  of  which,  he 
made  another  desperate  lunge  at  the  Unknown  Knight,  who,  dexter- 
ously parrying  it,  turned  it.  aside  by  a  very  slight  pressure  of  his 
lance  on  Cecil's  shoulder;  but  slight  as  it  was  in  appearance,  it 
seemed  to  be  powerful  in  effect,  Tor  Mr.  Howard  sank  back  appa- 
rently exhausted,  when  his  faithflii  squire,  Marmaduke,  flew  to  his 
assistance,  and  helped  him,  to  dismount.  The  Unknown  Knight  was 
eager  in  expressing  his  hopes  that  he  had  sustained  no  injury  ? 

'^  A  scratch — a  mere  scratch,"  gasped  Cecil,  as  he  limped  along 
leaning  on  Marmaduke's  shoulder  ]  but  as  he  spoke,  he  hastily 
snatched  thd  stem  of  the  white  rose  from  his  shidd,  and  threw  it 
angrily  on  the  ground  J  The  movement  was  not  lost  on  (he  Unknown 
Knight,  still  less  was  it  lost  upon  Theresa,  who  felt  that  had  he  flung 
her  heart  down  as  bitterly  and  trampled  on  it  as  he  had  done  the 
flower  she  had  given,  and  he  had  received  with  so  much  love,  it 
could  not  ache  more  heavily  -than  it  did !  Poor  Theresa !  she  who 
had  believed — who  had  hoped  all  from  him!  Alas!  alas!  hopes 
are  the  blossoms  of  life,  and  the  earlier  and  more  luxuriantly  the 
heart  puts  them  forth,  the  sooner  are  they  blighted  and  scaitered  to 
the  winds,  and  no  after-sunshine  can  ever  bring  others  to  its 
withered  stem. 

'^  What's  the  matter? "  asked  Miss  Prudence. 

''Good  heayens!  I  hope  he  is  not  hurt!"  exclaimed  Lady 
Langton,  and  every  one  was  in  commotion  to  know  the  extent  of 
Cecil's  accident,  except  the  one  who  felt  the  most  anxiety  about  it, 
and  the  consciousness  of  so  doing,  kept  her  spell-bound  to  her  seat. 
It  was,  however,  soon  ascertained  that  Mr.  Howard  had  sustained 
littile  or  no  injury,  and  with  this  Theresa  was  for  the  present  obliged 
to  console  herself.  The  banquet  was  to  be  at  five,  of  which  it  now 
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only  wanted  an  hoor-^wMeh^tiour  was  filled  up  by  amateur  tilting, 
upon  the  part  of^ome  of  the  retinue  of  knights.  Though  tier  eyes 
were  mechanically  turned  on  the  lists,  Theresa  saw  nothing,  nor  did 
she  hear  the  expression  of  surprise  on  every  side,  as  to  the  Unknown 
Knight  being  the  only  one  present,  who,  at  the  close  of  this  ei^ 
counter,  had  not  raised  his  vizor. 

'*  Have  you  any  idea  who  your  very  splendidly  apparelled  knight, 
is.  Miss  Manners ! "  asked  the/ Duchess. 

"No— yes — that  is  I  think  I  can  guess,"  said  Theresa,  ab- 
sfractedly  ^  "  but  it  is  not  foir  to  betray  his  secret,  till  he  ehuses  to 
discover  himself.'' 

'^  Dear  me^  how  pale  you  look!  I  fear  you  are  not  well.  Miss 
Manners,,''  said  Gertrude  Howard. 

**  I  am  not  very  well,"  replied  she,  "  this  balcony  is  so  hot."  . 

/ '  Hot !  I  feel  like  a  fragment  of  the  North  Pole." 

"  The  fact  is,  "  whispered  Theresa,  "  I  feel  rather  faint,  and  will 
steal  quietly  away;  I  shall  be  all  the  better  for  half  an  hour  in  my 
own  room." 

She  ro^e  accordingly,  and  glided  out  unperceived  bf  all  but 
Cosmo,  who  followed  her  into  the  gallery. 

"  Theresa  !  can  I  get  you  anything  ?  you  don't  seem  well,'' 
said  he. 

"  Nothing,  dear,  thank  you !  but  pray  go  back,  and  don't  say 
anything  about  me ;  I  shall  be  better  in  a  few  minute^ — the  din  and 
clang  of  th^e  amphitheatre  has  given  me  a  head-ache,  that's  all ! " 
^'  I'll  go  for  mamma's  eau-de-luce." 

"  No,  don't,  dear  5 1  have  some  in  my  own  room." 

"  Oh,  very  well!  but  I  hope  you'll  be  able  to  conte  down  to 
dinner,  or  else  there  will  be  no  one  there  that  I  care  for — ^for 
though  I  like  Mis^  Howard  very  well,  and  she  is  very  pretty,  and 
all  that,  yet  I  do  not  love  her  as  I  do  you.  There  is  poor  Johndina 
to  be  sure,  but  then  she's  not  let  to  stir  or  move,  and  can't  answer 
my  questions  as  you  do;  I  know  I'm  very  ignorant,  and  I'm 
ashamed  to  ask  any  one  else  the  things  I  ask  you — not  even  uncle 
Marmaduke,  for  he  laughs  at  me,  and  you  never  do." 

"  Nor  never  will,  my  poor  boy,"  said  she,  with  a  faint  smile, 
"  but  go,  dear,  now,  for  Lady  John  may  want  you.'^ 

As  soon  as  Cosmo  had  returned  to  the  tournament,  Theresa  walked 
hastily  on  till  she  came  to  the  large  staircase,  which  she  descended, 
and  crossed  the  hall  to  the  other  staircase  that  lead  to  the  gallery, 
wherein  her  own  room  was  situated;  two  or  three  times  she  stop- 
ped and  listened,  but  the  house  was  painfully  quiet.  The  beating 
of  her  own  heart  was  the  only  sound  she  heard,  save  when  occa* 
sionally  a  dull  and  distant  echo  of  the  noise  in  the  amphitheatre 
broke  on  her  ear.  She  stopped  before  Cecil's  door — there  was  evi- 
dently no  one  with  him,  at  least  she  heard  no  voices,  and  she  had 
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seen  Marmaduke  and  the  uoknown  knight  return  before  she  had 
venUired  to  leate  the  balcony  :  «he  knocked  i^ntly  at  (he  door,  but 
receivhtg  no  answer,  knocked  again,  louder  than  before. 

''  Who's  there?"  thundered  Cecil. 

^'  It's  me— Theresa— do  let  me  in ! ''  and  she  turned  the  handle 
of  the  door,  but  it  was  locked. 

^^  Oh  Miss  Manners,"  said  he,  with  a  bitter  laugh,  which  was 
rendered  more  discordant  by  the  clanking  of  his  armour,  as  he 
walked  towards  the  door,  and  added— ^' Mr.  Stuart  Yernon,  the 
unknown,  or  rather  the  well-known — too  well  known  knight  is 
not  here  I  so  your  anxiety  must  seek  him  elsewhere.'' 

'^  Cecil  1  dear  Cecil !  do  open  the  door.'^ 

^'  Excuse  me»  Miss  Manners,  you  should  be  glad  of  any  barrier 
between  you  and  such  a  fool,  as  could  beliere  himself  the  sole  oc- 
cupant of  a  heart  so  rast  as  your^,  and  which  is  consequently  capa- 
ble of  containing  so  many ." 

^^  This,  then,  is  the  result  of  all  your  promises — all  your  solemn 
Yows?"  s(d[>bed  Theresa. 

^'  No  one  should  know  belter  than  Miss  Manners,  that  yows  are 
things  to  be  violated  at  pleasure." 

^' Cecil!  you  are  mad!" 

^^  Oh !  so  you  briumph  in  your  work,  do  you?  ha !  ha !  ha !  it's 
a  pretty  pastime,  truly." 

^^  Dear,  dear  Cecil !  on  my  knees  I  ask  you  to  open  the  door! " 

^*  What !  is  the  honourable !  mgst  honourable  Horace  Stuart 
Yernon  such  a  recreant,  as  to  require  you  to  kneel  to  him,  that 
you  come  first  to  praetise  at  my  door — ?" 

^^  Cecil !  once  for  all !  do  you  rememberyour  stipulation?  ^  if  ever 
you  detect  the  slightest  tinge  of  jealousy  in  me,  you  may.' " 

^^  Discard  me  without  note  or  comment,"  interrupted  he  in  a 
hurried  voice,  almost  inarticulate  from  excitement — ^'perfectly! 
I  perfectly  remember  it!  and  am  ready  to  abide  by  it;  I  want  no 
explanation  of,  nor  any  note  or  comment,  on  what  is  so  yery  plain." 

"  You  will  be  sorry  for  this  when  it  is  too  late,"  murmured  The- 
resa, in  a  broken  voice,  as  she  buried  her  face  in  her  handkerchief, 
and  left  his  door^  to  shutberself  up  in  her  own  room. 
'  Those  who  have  ever  (and  it  is  to  be  hoped  the  number  is  few), 
wantonly  flung  from  them  the  one  heart  that  really  loved  them— 
for,  tathe  life  of  each,  there  is  never  allotted  more  than  one— the 
affections  of  all  others  being  but  counterfeits  that 

*<Goiiie  like  shadows,  so  depart," 
those  alone  can  comprehend  Cecil's  feeling,  as  he  heard  the  echo  of 
Theresa's  retreating  footsteps.  He  had  rashly,  and  in  spile  of 
every  warning,  both  from  her  and  from  his  better  self,  passed  the 
Rubicon  of  fate,  that  divides  happiness  from  misery,  and  seemed  (o 
awake  from  the  shock  on  the  other  side,  in  an  eternity  of  desolation- 
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He  sat  in  a  sort  of  stupor,  till  lon{(  after  the  night  had  closed  in ; 
he  neither  felt  nor  thought,  for  his  heart  seemed  Dumbed ;  nor 
was  it  till  the  music  from  the  ball-room  broke  upon  his  ear,  that 
he  recovered  even  his  external  senses  :  aH  the  events  of  the  last  few 
hours  crowded  on  his  memory  in  vague  confusion,  like  (he  remi- 
niscences of  a  horrid  dream  ^  and  a  plentiful  flood  of  tears  at  once 
restored  him  to  consciousness  and  torture. 

''  Good  God !  what  have  I  done?''  ^id  he,  clasping  bis  hands. 
'^  Was  I  mad,  after  all? — that  man,  that  I  have  so  hated  and  would 
have  annihilated,  may  have  been  nothing  more  than  a  part  of  the 
pageant,  instituted  in  the  plenitude  of  poor  Sir  Qlomulus's  absurdity 
— and  Theresa  may  have  been  bound  by  him  to  keep  up  the 
mystery !  If  so,  how  she  must  despise  me !  Her  forgiveness  I 
'cannot-~dare  not  ask! — no,  no,  there  is  nothing  left  forme  but  to 
leave  this  as  soon  as  possible — and  go  and  be  miserable  for  the  rest 
of  my  life.  Theresa !— Theresa !  you  know  not— you  never  can 
know  how  deeply— how  madly — how  wildly  I  adore  you !  And  yet 
she  knelt  to  me,  and  I  spurned  her! — madman,  brute  that  I  was! " 
and  here  a  fresh  flood  of  tears  came  to  his  relief.  ^^  At  all  events,'' 
thought  he,  rising  and  ringing  the  b^,  on  his  way  to  unlock  the 
door^  '^  I  may  take  one  last  look  at  her.  Girouette,"  said  Cecil, 
leaving  the  room  as  his  servant  entered,  '^  I  have  got  letters  that 
oblige  me  to  go  to  London  immediately ;  so  pack  up  my  things  as 
soon  as  po^ible,  and  order  a  post^haise  (o  be  here  at  eleven  to* 
night." 

''  Whew!''  whistled  Girouette^  when  his  master  had  left  the 
room,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  throwing  open  all  the  ward- 
robes. ^'Quelle  maison  pour  les  depits  amoureuxl  Dere  is paovre 
Mademoiselle  Perpignon  always  in  de  loave  fever,  and  now  I  can 
see  by  him  eye  dat  my  mastere  be  in  a  loave  storm  dat  shall  all  have 
blow  over  when  I  have  had  de  trobel  to  pack  all  his  tings.  I  knew 
dere  should  be  someting  extraordinaire  to  happen,  when  I  see  Saire 
Romulus  debout  dis  morning,  walking  about  comme  un  homme 
naturel!  Giel !  mais  j'^tais  confondu ! "  And  Girouette  continued  to 
soliloquise  in  what  he  called  English,  being  very  vain  of  the  pro- 
ficiency he  had  made  in  that  language  during  his  stay  at  Bubble  Hall. 

What  convenient  things  vizards  must  have  been !  People  now-a- 
days  can  only  mask  their  faces  wilh  words.  Cecil  pulled  his  down  as 
he  entered  the  ball-room.  Sir  Romulus  was  standing  near  the  door. 

''  Ah— I'm  glad  to  see  they've  put  you  together  again  so  soon," 
said  he,  and  added,  in  a  whiaper,  ^'  Do  you  know,  I  was  in  a  sad 
fright  about  your  cork  leg  all  the  time  you  were  tilting< — ^um — ^um 
urn — it  would  have  b^en  a  very  serious  thing,  my  dear,  if  the  stumps 
had  got  additionally  injured." 

^^  Once  for  all,  my  dear  sir,  I  do  assure  you,  that  I  have  no  cork 
leg." 
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"Um— um — am,  my  dear  Howard,  you  are  additionally  steeled 
just  now  against  truth.  Very  genteel  looking  girl  your  sister/' 

''  Da  you  know,"  said  Cecil,  "  who  my  antagonist  was?" 

"Haven't  an  idea-— haven't  an  idea^ — no  one  has  yet  seen  bis 
face.  But  the  Algerine  keeps  it  up  capitally — capitally !  I  know 
one  thing — he  seems  very  attentive  to  Theresa.'* 

This  was  precisely  what  Mr.  Howard  did  not  want  to  know  :  so 
he  walked  on,  and  in  the  doorway,  leading  to  the  drawing-room, 
met  the  Duke  of  Arlington. 

^^  This  is  the  prettiest  fancy  ball  I  ever  saw,"  said  the  Duke. 

"  Very  pretty,"  ^id  Cecil.  "  But  has  your  Grace  any  commands 
to  London? — for  I  am  obliged  to  go  to-night." 

"  To-night! "  echoed  the  Duke.  ^'  I  am  glad  you  have  told  me ; 
for  there  is  a  little  matter  of  business  I  wished  to  consult  you  about,'^ 
added  he,  taking  Cecil  on  one  side.  "  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Howard,  I 
am  in  sfl|d  want  of  a  private  secretary.  May  I  venture  to  hope  that 
I  shall  find  one  in  you?  If  so,  T  will  endeavour  to  leave  as  much 
leisure  at  your  disposal  as  possible." 

"  There  is  no  post  that  your  Grace  could  have  offered  me," 
bowed  Cecil,  "  that  I  should  feel  so  much  pride  and  pleasure  in 
flUing." 

"  But/'  rejoined  the  Duke,  "  you  are  not  perhaps  aware  of  all  it 
will  entail  upon  you?  It  is  absolutely  necessary  that  my  private 
secretary  should  live  in  my  house." 

"  That,"  said  Cecil,  who  felt  to  the  fullest  extent  the  delicacy  of 
the  Duke's  kindness  in  the  method  he  had  adopted  of  providing  him 
with  a  home, — "that,  by  adding  pleasure  to  honour,  is  only 
enhancing  my  obligations  and  my  gratitude  to  your  Grace." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  the  Duke,  extending  his  hand  to  him,  "  have 
the  goodness  to  drive  to  Arlington  House  at  once ;  and  will  you  tell 
them  that  we  shall  be  in  town  this  day  week?  Oh,  by-the>bye,  the 
Duchess  will  be  very  happy  to  give  Miss  Howard  a  seat  in  her 
carriage  back  to  London." 

Cecil  tried  to  express  his  thanks,  but  his  heart  was  too  full  to 
speak ;  so  once  more  bowing  to  the  Duke,  he  passed  on  in  search 
of  Theresa. '" But  yesterday,"  thought  he,  "and  how  she  would 
have  rejoiced  at  so  fhir  a  dawn  of  my — then  it  would  have  been 
our — fdture  prospects  I  But  now,  I  have  no  prospects.  Would  I 
had  no  future !"  So  thinking,  he  walked  on  amid  the  different  gay 
groups  in  quest  of  Theresa,  but  for  some  time  in  vain.  At  length, 
just  as  he  was  about  to  relinquish  his  search,  he  perceived  her  in 
the  conservatory ;  her  back  was  towards  him,  and  thq  knight  of  the 
Star  of  the  East,  whose  jewel  blazed  with  double  splendour  beneath 
the  artificial  light,  seemed  busily  explaining  to  her  some  points 
about  a  tea-rose,  that  had  lately  been  added  to  her  collection.  Cecil 
entered  noiselessly,  and  walked  on  behind  the  shelter  of  some  large 
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heaths  and  magnolias,  till  he  came  opposite  to  where  Theresa  stood. 
She  was  pale  as  the  beautiful  and  delicate  flower  whose  leaves  rested 
on  her  hand.  Gecirs  heart  stood  still,  as  if  to  gather  up  he^  last 
looks.  The  unknown  knight  continued  to  keep  his  yizor  down. 

"  How  pretty  Waller's  lines  upon  a  rose  are,"  said  Theresa,  list- 
lessly, as  though  her  thoughts  (as  was  really  the  case)  were  far 
(Jislant  from  her  words. 

''  I  know  some,  by  another  old  poet,  far  prettier,"  said  the  un- 
known knight ;  ^'  I  believe  Belinda  is  the  heroine,  but  Til  transpose 
it  to  Theresa  j— 

*  Theresa,  see  from  yonder  flowers, 

The  bee  flies  loaded  to  its  cellv  ) 

Can  you  perceive  vhat  it  devours  ? 

Are  they  impaired  in  hue  or  smell  ? 
So,  though  I  robb'd  you  of  a  kiss. 

Sweeter  than  their  ambrosial  dew. 
Why  are  you  angry  at  my  bliss? 

Has  it  at  all  impoverish'd  you? ' 

The  voice  that  uttered  these  lines  was  famliar  to  Gecirs  ear  ^  but. 
he  was  too  excited,  bewildered,  and  indignant,  clearly  to  remember 
to  whom  it  belonged.  The  tone  was  certainly  not  that  of  a  lover, 
even  his  distempered  judgment  was  obliged  to  admit:  but  then, 
what  impertinent  familiarity  from  a  man  who  must  be  almost,  if  not 
quite,  a  stranger  to  her !  As  usual,  hurried  away  by  the  impulse  of 
the  moment,  he  was  on  the  point  of  rushing  forward  and  forcibly 
raising  the  vizor  of  the  unknown  knight,  when  Theresa,  unasked, 
unoffered,  put  her  arm  through  that  of  the  stranger  and  said, 
''  Gome,  let  us  go  and  see  what  they  are  about  in  the  ball-room.'' 
They  walked  out  of  the  conservatory  together,  and  Gecil,  from  his 
ambush,  followed  them  with  his  eyes  till  they  were  out  of  sight, 
when  he  flung  open  a  door  that  opened  on  the  lawn,  and  rushed  into 
the  air.  He  took  off  his  helmet  and  walked  along  hastily  for  some 
time,  greedily  inhaling  the  cold  clear  air.  Th^  darkest  thread  in  the 
web  of  fate  is  the  first  moment  that  tells  us 

'*  Vfe  have  dream^— ve  must  waken,  and  never 
Recall  the  fond  visions  of  youth." 

The  eternal  stars  shone  out  brightly  and  calmly  as  ever,  instinct 
with  the  destinies  of  the  countless  millions  that  had  been,  were,  and 
were  to  be !  but  the  waning  of  the  young  moon  warned  Cecil  that 
the  night  was  getting  on.  .He  had  walked  through  a  dark  avenue  till 
he  found  himself  in  the  park  by  the  Moorish  colonnade  -,  he  entered 
the  now  deserted  amphitheatre,  which  was  in  darkness,  save  where 
the  oblique  rays  Of  the  moon  and  stars  fell  upon  some  glittering 
piece  of  armour  in  the  armoury  ^  the  gallery  door  having  also  been 
left  open  in  one  of  the  balconies,  the  light  from  it  streamed  down 
in  a  focus  upon  the  summit  of  one  of  the  mimic  mountains  of  San 
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Marino,  and  produced  a  strangely  shadowy  and. myslerious  effect. 
^' All/'  thought  Cecil,  looking  athwart  the  surrounding  gloom,  ^'how 
full  of  feelings,  thoughts,  hopes,  fears,  mirth,  and  mevemeot  you 
were  a  few  short  hours  ago ! — how  stiU  and  desolate  you  are  now  ! 
You  are  but  an  epitome  of  the  quick  changes  of  the  humao  heart  j 
one  moment  overflowing  with  all  that  hope  and  happiness  ean  giye; 
georgeous  with  the  bright  pageants  of  imagination,  and  haroionious 
with  the  music  of  sweet  thoughts ;  the  next,  void  and  dark !  But 
there  is  this  difference  between  you — you  are  calm  and  unscathed 
in  your  desertion,  whereas  joy  never  quits  the  heart  without  sorrow 
entering  to  take  its  place.  He  walked  mechanically  upjnto  the  bal- 
cony, and  kneeling  down  by  the  chair,  where  Theresa  had  sat,  burst 
into  a  paroxysm  of  tears.  "  They  are  not  the  first,  nor  won't  be  the 
last,"  said  he  at  length,  rising  and  walking  hastily  into  the  gallery, 
where  he  perceived  that  something  hung  from  his  arm :  it  was  a 
small  blue  crape  scarf  that  Theresa  had  worn  that  morning.  ^^  You 
are  kinder  than  your  mistress,'*  thought  h^,  as  he  kissed  it  again 
and  again,  and  placed  it  in  his  bosom,  ^'  for  you  cling  to.me  still !" 
When  he  arrived  at  his  own  room,,  he  found  Girouette  sitting  on  a 
port-manteau,  neither  sleeping  nor  waking,  but  nodding  in  ^^  a  fond 
space"  between  the  two,  with  a  travelling  cap  on  his  head,  and  an 
old  number  of  the  ^^  Charivari"  in  his  hand. 

^'  Ah!  fa,"  said  he,  regaining  his  feet;  '^so Monsieur,  no  go  to- 
night aflere  all  ? " 

'^  What  put  that  into  your  head ? "  asked  Cecil.  ^^  I'm  going  this 
very  moment,  so  wheel  over  the  writing-table — help  me  off  with 
this  armour,  and  give  me  my  fur  surtout." 

^'  Oh  pardon^  Monsieur,"  said  Girouette,  as  he  executed  all  these 
orders  in  the  rotation  they  were  given. 

Cecil  wrote  a  short  note  to  Sir  Romulus,  thanking  him^nd  Lady 
BuU:>le  for  their  hospitality,  and  regrettii^  that  business  of  impor* 
tance  required  his  immediate  presence  in  London,  where  he  hoped 
they  would  always  command  him  if  he  could  be  of  any  use.  He 
then  wrote  another,  longer,  and  more  affectionate,  to  Marmaduke, 
telling  him  of  the  Duke  of  Arlington's  kindness^  promising  to  write 
to  him  soon,  and  begging  bis  best  wishes  to  all  the  ladies  of  (he 
family.  Having  sealed  them,  and  won  golden  opinions  from  all  the 
servants,  and  taken  a  personal  and  most  affectionate  leave  of  poor 
Trip,  while  he  in  vain  tried  to  coax  Bruno  away  from  his  nightly 
post  at  Theresa's  door,  and  was  therefore  obliged  to  leave  him,  in 
less  than  another  hour,  Cecil  Howard  was  seven  miles  od  his  road 
to  London! 

Tired  with  the  exertions  of  the  day,  the  guests  separated  soon 
after  mid-night— the  Unknown  Knight  alone  remaining.  In  the 
midst  of  Sir  Romulns's  self-gratulations  upon  the  tournament  hav- 
ing gone  off  so  well,  Fenton  brought  in  Cecil's  two  notes,    ^^  That 
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ddighlftil/'  crifed  Marmaduke,  on  reading  his,  in  allusion  to  the 
Duke  of  Arlingloi^'s  kindness ;  while  Sir  Romulus,  on  the  contrary, 
bumblerbee'd  his  displeasure  by  saying — '•Uni— um~um— the 
Algerine  should  not  have  gone  away  without  saying  one  word  to 
any  of  us." 

"  No,  it  was  hot  putljr  of  Wm  after  being  here  so  long,"  depre- 
cated Lady  John«- 

"  Oh,  not  only  (hat,  but  I  wonW  haxe  given  him  Town's  Sub- 
marine Railroad  plan ;  and  it  would  \me  been  the  making  of  him ! 
had  he  presented  it  at  the  Honte-Office;  besides,  it  would  have 
delighted  the  Duke,  wttb  my  notes  and  ail  the  pleasantry  and  fun 
I  have  thrown  into  it.  Um-^m-— urn— very  wrong  of  him/' 

'*  Oh  dear,  I  quite  agree  withvyou,  R^niiihis  ^  and,  do  you  know, 
I  really  believe  be  actually  went  away  without  taking  any  supper! 
Now,  I  should  besoMPy  to  say  a  word  against  the  young  man  that 
was  not  stricUf  true,  but  Pvemy  reasons  for  what  I  s^,  for  I  was 
in  the  suppernroom  above  Imnty  times  to-nighi  (of  course  to  see 
that  the  company  had  aU  they  wished),  and  I'm  confident  I  never 
saw  hkn  once ! " 
''  Ith  Mithter  Howasd  gone,  Romuluth?"  asked  the  old  lady. 
**  Yes,  ma'am,  to  London." 

'*To  Lunnun!"  rejoined  she,  scralehing  her  left  ear;  '*oh, 
then  I  hope  NetSetop  put  him  up  something  to  ate ;  for  Lunnrtn  ith 
not  Uke  Dublin,  you  know— ith  a  mighty  quare  plathetor  getting 
any  thing  in,  I  belave;  and  I'd  be  thorry  the  poor  young  man 
wanted  anything^  for,  do  you  know,  I  think  him  a  mighty  purty 
young  man." 

''  I  think  he  might  have  stay'd  for  our  wedding,"  giggled  Miss 
Lucy,  twisting  her  ringlets. 
*'  Ah,  just  so— just  so — a" — 

''  I  Ihii^  all  the  people  have  gone  mad  to-day,"  said  Sir  Romu- 
lus, "  for  there's  that  Algerine,  McPhin,  has  never  come  back  yet." 
*'Poor  fellow,"^said  Marmaduke,  who  had  sundry  misgivings 
about  Mr.  MePbin's  absence,  which  were  increased  to  certainty 
when  a  whole  fortnight  elapsed  villhout  his  making  his  appearance. 
^^  So  many  departures  require  at  leasts  one  arrival  to  balance 
them,"  said  the  unknown  knight,  raising  his  vizor,  walking  round, 
and  very  tenderly  embracing  the  old  lady. 

*'  Ah !  get  away — will  you-— who  on  eartb  ar6  you?  I  declare  I 
don't  know  whath  come  to  the  men  now^-days,"  screamed  Mrs. 
Manners ;  but  raising  her  eyes  to  the  face  of  the  knight,  added, 
''  Oh !— ith  you  Mithter  Qrmond;  then,  upon  ihy  word,  you're  old 
enough  to  know  better." 

^^I  could  not  know  better  than  my  own  nolber,"  said  he,  affec- 
tionately pressing  the  old  lady's  hand.  '^  I  am  not  Mr.  Ormond,  bu  t 
your  son  Lionel,  mad-cap  as  you  used  to  call  me  some  five^and- 

21 


322  THE  BUDGET  OF 

thirty  years  ago/'  Here  the  old  lady  embraced  her  iftoii,  as  did 
Lady  Bubble ;  the  former  laughing  aod  crying  allernately,  and  fill- 
ing up  the  interstices  mlh,  ^^Oh!  indade,  you  were  alwaytha  wild 
odd  fellow,  Lionel;  and  exthacly  wan  (one)  inch  and  a  half -taller 
than  Lord  Edward  Fizgarld,  the  year  of  the  Rebellion ;  now  poor 
Percy,  Theresa's  father,  wdth  two  inches  shorter,  wbich  ulked  to 
make  the  boylh  in  Stbavens  (Stephens)  green  ftoiy,  ^t  ypu  had  too 
much  manners  and  Parthy  too  Uttle/' 

The  whole  family  now  crowded  round  Liodef  Mantters — over- 
whelming him  with  questions— -which  as  soon  as  lh#y  >Brould  allow 
him  lo  speak,  he  answered  as  follows  : — 

^^  Had  not  Marmaduke  kindly  asked  me  to  the  house,''  said  he, 
'^  I  should  have  contrived  to  get  here;  but  having  been  absent  so 
many  years,  the  whim  took  me  to  know  you  before  you  knew  me ; 
for  which  reason  I  took  up  my  abode  at  the  Talbot,  and,  from  my 
inquiries  about  you  in  the  neighbourhood,  heard  a  pretty  good 
character  of  you  ally  more  or  less.  I  next  resolvM  upon  stealing 
a  niece  to  take  back  to  India  with  me.  Lucy  is  going  to  be  mar- 
ried, and  I've  no  doubt  her  sister  will  soon  do  the  same.'' 

"Oh,  the  Algerines  so  beset  me  about  her,"  said  Sir  Romulus, 
looking  at  his  wife  Ibr  approbation,  "  that  I  don't  know  which  lo 
answer  first." 

'*WelI,  then,"  resumed  Lionel,  "Theresa  is  the  only  one  that 
remains  for  me.  I  confess,  I  let  her  into  my  secrels  three  wrecks 
ago,  and  now,  like  a  true  woman,  she  wants  another  fortnight 
before  she  can  make  up  her  mind  to  give  me  a  definitive  answer  \ 
and  this  delay  cannot  be  on  account  of  that  Governor-General  of 
all  lady's  movements — dress,  for  that  was  all  provided  three  months 
ago,  for  whoever  should  come  out  with  me." 

"And  are  you  really  going  to  return  to  tndia— and  so  soon, 
Lionel?"  asked  Lady  Bubble. 

"I  must  go  back  for  two  years,  at  least,"  said  he,  "and  then  I 
shall  return  and  live  and  diq  amongst  you,  if  I  am  not  gathered  to 
my  fathers  before." 

Day  dawned  before  the  family  separated.,  so  much  had  they  to 
ask  and  to  hear^  and  the  old  lady  said,  as  she  leant  on  her  long- 
absent  son,  going  up  stairs  : 

"I  knew  there  was  something  remarkable  about  you,  Lionel,  by 
my  liking  you  so  much  when  you  were  Mithter  Ormond." 

While  Miss  Prudence  said,  as  she, parted  from  him  at  her  own 
door— '^  Oh  d^ar,  I  hope  you  have  ordnrwi  plettty  of, Hodgson's 
brown  stout  jand  pale  ale,  whiqh  J  see  advertised— specially  for  going 
out  to  Inja." 

The  ensuing  fortnight  was  a  weary  one  to  Theresa  5  she  walcbed 
the  opening  of  every  door  with  painful  and  breathless  anxiety,  in 
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'    Uie  b<^  that  It  would  bring  a^  letter  or^ome  tidings  of  Cecil — ^bu  t 
I    nonefcame! 

I        Mr.  Mannersr  had  very  soon  perceived  his  love  for  her  •,  and 

k    discoveredtwhat  was  equally  piain,  the  utigovernable  jealousy  of 

I    bis  temper :  hfe  spared  tiis  niece  the  embarrassment  of  confessing  it 

<     to  him,  by  himself  acquainting  her  ^Hh  it ;  adding,  at  the  same 

time,  liiiat  he  was  willing  to  do  everything  to  promote  their  union, 

by  amply  providing  for  them,  If  once  he  could  be  convinced  thai 

Cecil  was  effectually  cured*  of  his  absurd  jealousy— for  if  not,  it 

I     would  be  sealing  Theresa's  misery,  to  link  her  fate  with  his.    The 

scene  at  the  tournament  was  then  fanned  by  him,  to  test  GeciFs 

fervent  protestations  of  reform-^and  the  result  has  been  seen. 

When^  Cecil  reaehed  London,  he  felt  as  if  he  had  been  out  of  his 
senses,  and  had  suddenly  regained  them.  When  the  folly,  the  in* 
justice  of  his  condoet  stared  him  appalKngly  in  the  face,  he  fell  so 
humiliated^  tiiat  he  dared  not  write  lo Theresa.  '^  She  would  despise 
me!  "  said  he,  ^^  fbr  after  what  has  passed,  how  could  she  believe 
anything  I  would  say?'^  uponr  tbis,  anyt^ng  but  comfortable  re- 
flection, he  stt  down,  determliied^  to  await  the  will  of  fhte. 

The  fortnight  at  length  passed,  and  Theresa  still  begged  for  an- 
other day !  but  (hat  went,  as  the  sticceedlDg  ones  had  done,  without 
bringing  anything.  At  last  the  day  arrived  that  she  was  to  q»it  the 
home  mid-companionls  of  her  childhood-,  and,  with  the  exception  of 
Marmaduke^  she.  regretted  the  former  more  than  the  latter.  In 
quitting  inanlmalethi])g&  that  we  have  loved,  or  thai  we  have  tended, 
there  seems  a  voiceless  reproach  about  them,  that  goes  straight  to 
the  heart  ^  whereas,  with  the  human  beings  who  profess  to  love  us 
most,  we  know  that  others  will  soon  su^y  our  place  in  their  wants, 
which  is  the  high-^road  to  their  afiPections — and  to  them  we  may 
return  :  but  the  flowers  we  have  watered,  the  air  we  have  breathed, 
when  we  leave  them,  it  is  for  ever!  we  may  return,  but  they  have 
passed  away,  and  no  longer  exist,  but  in  the  shadowy  land  of  the 
things  that  were. 

After  Theresa  had  taken  leave  of  them  all  (feeling,  to  her  asto- 
nishment, that  she  even^oved  Mtss^  Prudence  better  than  she  had 
had  any  idea^of),  and^iiiprinted  the  last  kiss  on  Marmaduke's  silver 
hair,  she  went  to  the  little  morning-room  up  stairs,  where  Cecil 
had  first  told  her  he  loved  her— for  that  spot,  be  it  where  it  may, 
is  always  hallowed  groued  to  the  heart— and  there  she  knelt  down 
and  breathed  the  last  prayer  she  should  breathe  in  that  house  for 
him!  She  had  left  a  letter  and  some  music  with  Marmaduke  for 
bim,  but  begged  he  would  nolsend  it  till  after  she  had  sailed.  If 
Theresa's  eyes  were  red  and  swollen  as  she  whirled  rapidly  along 
Hie  road  to  Lopdon,  it  was  nothing  unusual  \  for  most  women  verify 
the  Persiao  proverb  of—''  I  cried^the  day  I  was  bom,  and  every 
day  shows- why," 
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Mr.  Manners  went  (o  the  Green  Park  Ho^el,  which  was  strange, 
considering  that  Arlingtoh  House  was  in  Piccadilly. 

As  Theresa  was  standing  one  morning  in  the  window,  and  her 
dress-maker  had  Just  been  announced,  her  attention  wd6  arrested 
by  seeing  a  very  pretty  woman  stop  at  the  door  ef  Che  h#lel,  and 
leave  a  card*,  she  was  about  to  drive  .away,  when  Cecil  Howard 
passed.  The  lady  kissed  her  hand  to  Mm  with  great  empressement, 
and  he  apparently  nothing  loath,  stopped,  and  leaning  on  (he  ear- 
r^ge,  entered  into  eonversation  with  her.  * 

^^  What  a  pretty  person,"  said  Theresa  aloud,  with  more  agitation 
than  she  could  control ;  '^  I  wonder  who  she  is?" 

^'That  ma'am,''  replied  Madame  Valley  Hirondal,  the  dress- 
maker, ^'  is  Lord  St.  Quinfen's  carriage,  and  thai  lady  is  his  daughter. 
Lady  Annette  LoVell.  She  is  yery  pretty^  I  have  the  honour  of 
working  for  her  ladyship.  There  was  a  report  some  time  ago,  that 
slie  was  to  be  married  to  old  Sir  Headworth  Qayering  :  Lord  St. 
Quinten  wished  it  because  he  was  so  rich ;  but  they  do  say  that  ber 
ladyship  likes  Mr.  Howard — the  handseme  Mr.  Howard,  Lord  John 
Bubble's  nephew — ^and  that  he  is  desperately  in  love  vnth  her. 
Thank  you,  ma*am,  thai  will  do,  I  only  wanted  the  measure  of  your 
waist;  I  see  you  are  tired  standing;  sorry  to  have  detained  you  so 
long,  but  you  shall  have  every  thing  home  punctually  at  gix  o'clock 
this  evening,"  and  Madame  Valley  Hirondal  curtseyed  herself  out 
of  the  room. 

Two  days  afterwards  Theresa  Manners  sailed  for  India. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


**  Happy  is  the  wooing 
Thal'fe  not  Ions  *  doing.*' 
Peniq^froy,  /im.  *<  Whore  is  the  doed  ?  hast  thou  it  wiUi  thoe  i 
Picklock.  **  No,  it  is  a  thing  of  greater  consequence. 
Than  to  be  borne  about  in  a  blacic  box* 
Lilce  a  low  country  vorloffe,  or  Welsh  brief." 

The  Staple  iff  News  by  Bzir  JoKaas. 


Mt.  MC  PHIH  rUU  nOM  OBB  DUN  TO  ANOTBn.*<-HKJT  OF  BVIt  COMBS  GOOB.— THE 
DARKEST  BIGHT  MAY  BB  SUGCBBOBD  BT  A  BBIGHT  MORBOW.— MB.  MC  PHIM  BBTUHHB 
IB  STATB  TO  BUBBLB  HALL. 

True  glory  is  not  acquired  by  grasping  at  power  and  opulence, 
but  by  sacrificing  our  own  interest  to  thai  of  our  country.  There- 
fore had  Mr.  McPhin  achieyed  true  glory,  in  the  sacrifices  he  had 
made  of  his  personal  interests  and  comforts,  to  that  great  naUonal 
improvement,  the  Sul>-roarine  Railroad,  by  the  moneys  he  bad,  at 
differenl  times,  advanced  to  Mr.  Tristran  Town,  ankounling  in  ail 
to  iQO/.>  and  which  Mr.  Town  had  mMe  repeated  promises  (o 
refund  by  a  certain  day,  but  these  promises  having  been  aaoAea 
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hrpken  as  made,  Mr.  McPhin  at  leaglh  receive  official  inrormaUoiif, 
that  u0lQ8s  the  sums  were  repaid  to  the  pei^oa  from  whom  he>  in 
his  turn,  had  bocrowed  them,  he  certainly  should  be  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  internal  comforts  of  the  county  Jail,  on  the  morn- 
ing ofihe  14th  of  Jan^uary  ' .  Now  Mr.  M(^hin,  who,  with  a  glow 
of  proper  pride,  thought  any  thing  belter  than  bringing  such  a 
scandal  on  the  Bubbly  family,  as  to  have  the  preceptor  of  the  heir  of 
all  its  honours  incarcerafed  In  a  jail,  resolved  upon  a  temporary 
eclipse,  (he  different  phases  of.  whfch  we  will  forthwith  detail;  for 
although  we  canned  suppose  that  every  one  takes  such  an  interest  in 
him  as  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  yet  we  do  hope  that  he  is  not  alto- 
gether an  object  of  indifference,  if  it  v^ere  only  from  being  a»  apo- 
state from  that  faith, 

*<  Whoft&  martyrs  ar«  a  broken  heart." 
Toung  ladies,  no  doubt,  are  anxious  to  know  how  many  pocket- 
handkerchiefs  Mr.  Howaiti  has  used  since  Miss  Manners  sailed  for 
Indiaj-or  whether  it  is  possible  that  he  has  dried  his  tears  in  the 
sunshine  of  Lady  Annette  Lovell's  eyes.  But,  as  an  able  writer  and 
profound  thinker*  has  remarked,  ^'  love  is,  at  one  time  or  other, 
the  important  business  of  each  individual,''  we  will  send  Mr.  Howard 
about  his  business  till  the  next  chapter,  and  go  back  to  the  morning 
upon  which  Mr.  McPhin  became  invisible.  He  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  arranging  a '  Memoria  Technica'  for  Cosmo,  so  that  the  word 
*'*'  jailor'''  naturally  suggested  the  euphoneous  pendant  of  ^'  tailor !" 
and  lo!  ma\d  the  crowd  of  disagreeable  things  that  thronged  his 
brain,  up  popped  the  wricome  vision  of  Archy  Bunii :  he  was  in  the 
high-road  at  the  time,  not  reflecting  upon  the  dangerous  candour  of 
such  a  locale  for  a  man  in  his  situation ;  but  no  sooner  had  the  re- 
membrance of  Archy  limped  across  his  imagination  than  prudence 
cried  halt!  and,  coming  to  a  fiill  stop  for  about  a  minute,  he  dart- 
ed with  a  sort  of  shouldcir-fopping  impetus  down  a  secluded  lane 
that  led  to  Dunderhead  Gotnmon.  tt  was  yet  early  when  he  reached 
it ;  and,  luckily,  the  doors  of  all  the  five  houses  were  shut ;  but 
the  dimity  curtain  of  Archy's  window  being  gracefully  festooned, 
displayed  him*  on  his  board  rejuvenating  a  pair  of  corduroys,  while, 
to  lighten  his  labour,  he  was  singing  the  old  Scotch  song  of— 

**  My  dame  has  a  lame,  tame  crame,--*" 

Singing,  we  must  acknowledge  in  confidence  (for  we  hope  it  will 
go  nro  further),  was  not  Mr.  Dunn's  forte ;  for  the  obliquity  of  his 
vision,  and  the  lameness  of  his  gait,  seemed,  to  have  reac^d  his 
voice  for  the  purpose  of  chaunting  a  very  inharmonious  duo.  On 
account  of  this  ^'  chamber  concert,"  and*  the  trepidation  of  his 

'  This  was  before  tbal  great,  but  somewhat  egotistical,  VP^hig  measure,  tbe  *'  Abolition 
of  ImprisoDment  for  Debt/'  which  left  the  Wbigs  more  indebted  to  the  country^  than  the 
country  can  ever  be  to  them. 

»  Gilding. 
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own  kniickl66,  Mr.  McPhin  had  to  knock  Iwioe  before  his  api>ea) 
reaehed  Archy^B  ear,  who,  instead  of  rising  to  opeii  the  dioor,  con> 
tented  himself  with  plying  his  needle  the  atf>r«  assidubasly  end  cry- 
ing out — 

^^  Thoy  are  oae  done^  John  Broogh,  ondf  e  conna  have  them  be- 
fore evening  ;--to  look  at  the  knees,  »  godly-minded  Christian  wad 
foncy  that  ye  had  knelt  a  month  of  Sundays  ^  but  frae  the  symptoms 
in  an  itherperte,  where  your  ain  eyes  canna  reach,  yerhobits  might 
pass  for  sedentary  ond  observing.  Ye'd  find  buckskin  a  deal  mair 
conscientious  wear  Ihon  cords  for  ain  of  yer  calling. V  ' 

^'  For  pity's  sake  don't  be  talking  of  cords,  Archy,''  expostulated 
Mr.  McPhin,  "  but  let  me  in." 

'^£h,  sir!  is  it  you?''  cried  Archy,  jumping  off  the  board  and 
opening  the  door.  '^  I  dinna  ken  that  I  can  ever  look  you  straight 
in  the  face  after  mistaking  you  .for  the  greatest  scoondrel  in  this  ilk 
— John  Brough." 

'^  I  don't  think  ye  ever  will  lopk  me  straight  in  the  fhce,  Archy," 
sighed  Mr.  McPhin,  sinking  into  a  chair;  ^rbut  if  you'll  sa^e  me 
from  a  contemptible  little  rascal,  I'll  forgive  you  for  mistaking  me 
for  the  greatest." 

Hereupon  Mr.  McPhin  detailed  to  Arefiy  the  whole  of  Mr.  Town's 
conduct,  and  the  nature  of  his  own  present  embarrassment,  which 
affected  Mr.  Dunn  to  tears. 

^^£h,  sir!"  said  he,  ''my  pure  boose  is  ol  yer  service,  ond 
would  I  could  raise  the  siller  for  ye ;  but  eighty-sai  poonds  are  all 
I  hove  in  the  world — the  laird  ond  yo^r  goodness  be  praised,  sir — 
ond  they  are  heartily  ot  yer  sarvice.  But,  then>  well-a-day,  they  are 
a  twalve-months  journey,  or  mair,  frae  twa  hundred  poonds-^the 
extortioning  villain !  I  should  hove  colculated  Ihot  it  wad  have 
taken  a  prance  of  the  bloode  to  spend  »c  a  sum !  " 

'^  Thank  you,  Arehy,"  replied  his  patron,  ^'  but  I  certainly  have 
not  come  here  to  rob  you,  and,  therefore,  would  not  take  yoor 
money  if  you  had  it^  but  for  house-room  1  shall  be  very  grateful 
till  I  can  find  some  means  of  making  Mr,  Town  pay  me ;  not  that  I 
intend  to  be  a  burden  upon  you;  therefore,  I  shall" — 

'*'  Not  be  sa'e  unnateral  as  to  offer  me  siller,  I  hope,  sir?"  inter- 
rupted Archy,  clasping  his  hafids,  with  a  look  of  horror. 

"  Not  exactly,  Archy ;  but  I  cannot  eat  the  bread  of  idleness. 
And  if  you  had  a  spare  room,  I  would  take  pupils — if  I  could  get 
them." 

'^Nae  fear  of  that,  sir,"  said  Archy,  rubbing  his  hands,  as  he 
limped  to  the  farther  end  of  the  apartment  they  were  then  in,  and 
beckoning  to  his  patron  to  follow,  ascended  three  steps,  when  he 
triumphantly  threw  open  the  door  of  a  tolerably  large  but  perfectly 
bare  room,  containing  three  rush-bottom  chairs  and  a  square  deal 
table,  upon  which  reposed  sundry  pieces  of  cloth  and  serge :  a  large 
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grate,  for  buniiDg  iwod,  Ibnned  a  parenthesis  in  one  side  of  the 
white*wash^  ^wall>  which,  nolwtthstanding  the  gittceful  ornament 
of  two  yellow  paper  fly-traps  suspended  fi^m  tile  celling,  had 
suffered  much  from  the  black  slanderd  of  those  winged  busy-bodies, 
the  flies  \  one  large  uncurtained  window,  of  small  square  panes  of 
glass,  looking  out  upon  a  small  piece  of  ground  conmianding  ao 
extensive  vioiw  of  the  common  $  bounded  by  low  stone  walls,  and 
filled  with  cabbages  and  dwarf  gooseberry  bushes ;  the  former  much' 
frost-bitten,  and  the  latter  leafless^  were  what  rendered  this  apaH-^ 
ment^  in  Archy^  opinion,  particularly  cheeiTul,  and  capable  of 
oounienicting  any  glaom  the  Academus  shades  of  learning  were 
calculated  to  inspire.  There  was  also  a  preponderating  odour  of 
lath  and  plaster,  from  the  fa^t  of  Mp«  Dunn's  never  having  inhabited 
the  room  since  bis  ^sejour-  on  Dunderhead  €ommon  ^  which,  in  his 
opinion,  were.synoitymous  with  comfort  and  cleanliness  P' 

"I  nae  object,  sir,  to  yer  taking  pupils,"  said  Arcby,  "for  it 
must  be  as  painful  to  you  to  keep  aH  yer  laming  to  yourJself,  as  it 
wad  ha  to  a  cow  tolLeep  all  its  miUr;  and"  added  he,  looking  round 
exultingly,  "  though  I  say  it,  that  ought  not  to  say  it,  ye  could  nae 
be  better  fitted  for  a  schod-room,  there  is  such  a  fine  open  space 
for  chastisement." 

And  here  Mr.  Bunn  ^^  suited  the  action  to  the  word,"  by  throwing 
out  his  arms  first,  as  if  he  w^  swimming,  and  then  raising  his  right 
arm  flourishingly  in  the  air,  and  bringing  it  down  with  great  force 
upon  the  imaginary  form  of  some  refractory  tyro. 

Mr.  McPhin  looked  round,  and  his  teeth  began  to  chatter. 
"  Hoot !  yell  nae  feel  the  cold,  sir,  when  ye  begin  to  axerceese 
yer  calling."  Another  flagellatory  flourish  of  the  right  arm  accom- 
panied this  last  axiom  of  Archy's^  which  Mr.  McPhin  mechanically 
imitated,  not  so  much  to  keep  his  hand  in  as  to  try  and  get  it  warm. 

"  But  I  perceive  J  sir,  yer  coW,  sae  we'll  hove  a  fire,  and  some 
breakfast.  Yer  luck  is  not  all  on  ^  the  wrang  side'  either,  for  Sondy 
Murray,  Eifie^s  father,  ye  ken,  sir,  sent  me  seeveral  yards  of  kcpper 
salmon,  by  Fogey  McSnips,  the  Inverness  pedlar,  that  ye  may  re- 
n^ember  meeting  ain  day  on  the  Calton,  when  ye  ware  condescend- 
ing to  give  me  some  of  that  odvice  from  the  ancients,  which  has 
got  me  on  so  in  the  warld,  ond  made  me  what  I  om ! " 

''Than  yer  thankful  for  sma  mercies,  Archy." 

''  Thot's  vary  weel  of  you  to  say,  honored  sir,"  said  poor  Archy, 
guiltless  of  the  equivoque,  ''but  they're  os  great  wi  n^e  os  ever. 
Fogey  McSnips  hod  also  the  civility  to  let  his  memory  take  the 
measure  of  my  large  block  half-gallon  bottle,  that  Dr.  Andrew 
Dryskull  of  Perth  gave  me.  Ye  Ken  the  doctor,  sir?  who  cured  me 
in  thot  miraculous  monher  of  a  ain-ond-twenty  day's  fever,  by  just 
looking  ot  me,  when  I  told  him  I  could  nae  afford  ony  physic.  To 
be  sure,  Sondy  Murray  lent  me  a  peel  or  twa,  that  he  hod  asked 
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tbe  laird  of  Bavbeefor ;  but,  as  (hey  were  f(»ihe^goitt,  (hey  cmM 
hate  hod  oae  effeo  upon  (he  feyer;  sae  I  adributed  my  recovery, 
am}  always  shall,  (o  Sir.  Dry^kuU's  sked ;  bu(  I  wes^anging  lo  lell 
ye,  sir,  (hat  Fogey  McSoips  hod  chris(eDed  my  large  bk)ck  bottle 
wi(h  (he  righ(  sincare  (hiDg,  as.gHde  Fairn(osh,  os  ever  ye  drank  in 
Sco(|and/' 

^^Effie!  EiBe!  ye  foggot^''  screamed  Mr.  Ihinn,  descending  (be 
(hree  steps,  opening  a  small  doar  on.  (he  left,  and  exerting  bis  lungs 
to4he  utmos(,  ^^Effie!  ye  foggoC,  bring  some  wooddirectty  (o  mak 
a  iire  in  the  great  ?oom ;  and  then  Just  step  over  to  the  Pug  and 
Primrose,  and  osk  Patty  (for  dinna  interrupt  Mrs.  Fine),  on  ac* 
count  of  the  marcifu  delivrance  she  hos  hod  (the  Laird  be  praised), 
but  see  Palty  yer  sel,  ond  tell  her,  to  send  me  a  grain  of  the  best 
tea,  ond  some  lump  sugar,  ond  as  much  cream  as  she  con  spare, 
ond  I'll  account  with  Mrs.  Fine  for  it  os  soon  oe  she's  able  lo  attend 
to  business ;  ond  mind,  lassie,  that  yer  nae  os  lang  as  if  ye  were 
fording  Loch  LoTen  in  a  storm^-but  the  fire  first.  Ond  ye'U  under* 
ston  yer  not  lo  let  on  that  a  mortal  soul '  hos  been  here^  excqi  John 
Brough  for  his  corduroys. 

EfOie,  a  raw-boned,  red-haired,  red-legged,  partridge,  no— Scotch 
girl,  now,  strode  ihto  the  room,  with  a  burniag  brand  before 
her,  which  smoked  the  whole  apartment,  and  set  her  own  eyes 
streaming.  Mr.  Dunn  took  this  opportunity  of  continuing  his  lec- 
ture upon  discretion.  ^^  Yer  father  is  a  decent,  trust-warthy,  re- 
served mon,  as  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life.  Sae  remember,  Effie, 
if  ever  ye  let  it  escape,  thot  Mr.  McPhin  hos  done  me  the  honour 
of  coming  on  a  visit  to  me.  Just  to  amuse  himself,  ond  a  few  items 
of  that  sort,  ye  may  expect  to  hove  yer  mouth  flno-drawn  the  next 
minute ;  ond  FU  charge  ye  naething  for  doing  il,  but  send  ye  pack- 
ing back  to  Inverness  with  Fogey  McSnips,  wha's  to  be  on  the 
tramp  in  sax  weeks  frae  this.'' 

^^  Indeed,  sir,"  whimpered  Effie,  ^^I  dinna  want  to  say  a  breath 
of  JMuster  McPhin^  but,  in  regard  lo  ganging  bock  to  Inverness, 
I'd  fute  il  ilka  step  o'  the  way  (not  with  Fogey  ])lcSnips  tho', — for 
--^for  a'  his  ribbons,  prents,  and  flowered  cottoiis,  I  conna  like 
a  bone  in  his  skin);  but  I'm  almost  daft  here  with  the  dullness: 
augh,  they  dinna  even  speak  like  christians,  it  eC  sounds  lo  me  like 
witch  Jabber,  except  the  cots  and  dogs,  just  wha  have  the  same  sen- 
sible discoorse  a'  the  world  over." 

^' Hoot!. lassie,  dinna  you  be  jaU)ering  here  before  yer  betters^ 
but  off  wi'ye,  ond  bock  wi'  ye  before  either  Hghtning  or  thought 
oan  get  the  start  of  ye.'* 

Effie  vanished,  and  by  the  speediness  of.her  reiurn,  laden  with 
all  she  had  gone  for,  seemed  to  have  f(rilowed  her  master's  orders 

*"  This  was  merely  a  peculiarity  of  diction  in  Mr.  Donn,  for  he  was  no  infidel,  but  a  man 
of  most  capacious  faith  in  all  things. 
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to  the  letter.  As  the  faggots  blazed,  and  the  tea  circulated,  to  say 
notbiog  of  Dr.  Andrew  Dry^kulFs  black  bottle  (the  charge  d'aflTah'es 
from  Fogey  MeSnips's  still),  which  was '  by  no  means  an  idle 
member  of  the  community,  Mr.  McPhin's  caloric  rose,  and  with  it 
his  sfHrits,  into  a  tone  of  philosophical  equanimity,  that  was  almost 
prison-proof;  while  Archy,  who  himself  played  the  '  r61e'  of  ^  chef* 
to  the  kepper  salfQon,  every  moment  he  conki  spare  from  the  grid- 
iron, addressed  some  crunibs^  of  comfort,  or  interrogations  of  in-*- 
dignation,  to  his  patron. 

^' God  bless  me,  sir!  it's  astonishing  to  me— but  yeWe  naething 
on  yer  plate. '^ 

**  Not  a  Mt  more,  thank  ye,  Archy.  I've  feasted  like  a  king,  ond 
shaU  gel  os  fat  os  a  fool  if  I  live  long  with  you.'' 

^^Wouldl  hod  wherewilha'  to  burst  ye  wi'sir — ^but  ainly  this 
wee  sUtch  near  the  lail.'' 

"Couldn't  indeed,  thank  you,  Archy." 

"Just  speer  ot  it,  sir,  ond  ye  conna  say  nae ;  for  it  wad  tempt  its 
ain  father  (always  supposing  that  he's -nae  been  eaten  lang  syne)  to 
stop  in  the  midst  of  the  merriest  leap  he  ever  took  doon  the  Clyde." 

"Exaotly  so,  Archy ;  and  it  tempts  me  to  stop^  for  I  can  eat  no 
more  *,  us  it  is,  I  fear  I  shall  be  obliged  to  provide  the  rest  of  tl^c 
gentiemen^ith  water  all  day." 

*^The  dear  forbid,  sir!  when  yander  stonds  Dr.  Andsew  Dry- 
skull's  infollible  remedy  agaiiist  thirst,"  chuckled  Archy,  while  bis 
solitary  eye  blinked  and  fluttered  at  this  rare  conceit  like  a  firefly. 
"But  sir,  I  was, ganging  to  observe  to  you,"  resumed  he,  intro- 
ducing the  piece  of  kipper  salmon,  which  Mr.  McPhin  had  re- 
jected, to4he  acquaintance  of  a  piece  of  cold  butter,  and  finally 
conveying  ihe  ^ happy  pair'  to  his  mouth,  which  followed  as  they 
were  by  a  large  piece  of  bread,  by  no  means  added  to  the  clearness 
and  perspicuity  of  his  enunciation — "but,  sir,  I  was^ ganging  to 
observe  to  you,  that  I  wonder  how  the  Equality  ^  con  associate  wi' 
ond  coontenance  sic  swindling  villains  as  Muster  Toon !" 

"Alas !  Archy,  one  generation  but  walks  in  the  steps  of  another : 
there  are  no  Columbus's  in  worldly  honour.  Custom  is  a  fox  and 
equity  a  lion;  the  former  is  the  commoner  animal  of  the  two — and 
it  has  been  the  custom  of  all  ages  for  knaves  to  get  as  much  as  they 
can  out  of  fools." 

"£h  sir,  vary  true;  but  mair  shame  to  those  who  support  the 
knaves.  I  tak  it,  sir,  that  villainy  of  all  sorts,  like  on  infant,  canna 
stond  alone,  ond  but  for  the  support  of  others,  would  soon  fall  ond 
be  trampled  on." 

"Exactly  so,  Archy;  for  nothing  can  hurt  the  reputation  of  a 
man  who  maintains  his  credit  in  his  own  society." 

"  Thon  again  I  say,  m^ir  shame  to  the  society  that  lends  a  help-' 
i0g  liond  to  maintaining  a  scoondrel !" 
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^^  I  am  of  four  way  of  thinking,  Arcby.  But  it  is  not  altbgelher 
lhaworid'8  fault :  the  world,  I  take  it,  i»  a  very  Just  w<n*ld,  when  it 
has  acquired  that  most  difficult  to  be  come  at  of  ell  knowledge~<-the 
IruUu  Bat  then,  you  see,  apparent  eandour.  is  the  sublime  of  hy- 
pocrisy, and  most  cheats  excel  in  this ;  consequently,  the  majority 
are  gulled  into  Chinking  well  of^vil-doers ;  and  as  for  the  minority, 
who  are  not  in  the  least  deceived  by  them,  tbey^nd  tt  expedient, 
either  from  general  policy,  convenience;  or  abstract  interest,  to 
support  them ;  and,  in  their,  turn  affecting  the  sublime,  proclaim 
their  pet  villains  angels :  and  so  the  monstrous  fiction  gathers  from 
one  mouth  to  another,  till,  upon  A's  assertion  (the  most  honour- 
able (!)  but  interested  of  men),  B,  the  most  unmitigated  of  scoundrels, 
is  proclaimed  a  paragon  of  virtue  and  propriety.  Archy,  but  it's  a 
weary  world,  and  I  wish  you'd  fit  me  for  antther.'* 

*'Eh,  sir,"  sighed  Archy, ''  naething  but  the  influence  of  a  proper 
spirit  can  do  thot." 

The  subject  was  a  dry  one,  and  Mr.  McPhin  intuitively  helped 
himself  to  some  of  Br.  Dryskuirs  specific  against  thirst. 

^'  What  might  ye  think  of  this  room,  sir?-— but  I  fear  the  plaster 
is  unpleasantly  new.'' 

^^  By  no  means,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  following  the  example  of  the 
whisky  he  had  taken,  and  rising,  placing  as  he  did  so  his  right  hand 
oratorically  in  his  bosom,  and  giving  a  sweeping  look  of  great 
dignity  round  the  room — ^'by  no  means;  there  is  much  Greek 
simplicity  and  correctness  about  it-^ahem— ahem-^tbe  architects 
employed  by  Pericles  were  possessed  of  consummate  skill  in  their 
calling,  and  Phidias  was  his  overseer.  The  artificers  in  the  various 
branches  were  emulous  to  excel  the  materials  by  their  workman- 
iship«  To  the  grandeur  of  proportion  was  added  exquisite  form  and 
grace.  The  vigour  of  one  administration  accomplished  what  ap- 
peared  to  re(}uire  the  united  efforts  of  many ;  yet  each  fabric  was  as 
mature  in  perfieetion,  as  if  it  had  been  long  in  finishing.  Plutarch 
affirms,  that  in  his  time  the  structures  of  Pericles  alone  demonstrated 
the  relations  of  the  ancient  power  and  wealth  of  Hellas  not  Co  be 
romantic.  In  their  character  was  an  excellence  peculiar  and  un- 
paralleled ;  even  then  they  retained  all  their  original  beauty — a  cer- 
tain freshness  bloomed  upon  them,  and  preserved  their  faces  un- 
injured, as  if  Ihey  possessed  a  never-fading  spirit,  and  had  a  soul 
insensible  to  age !" 

Now,  the  fact  was,  the  last  thing  Mr  McPhin  had  been  reading 
with  Cosmo  was  that  yei-y  charming  book,  'Chandler's  Tour  in 
Greece,'  and  his  memory,  touched  as  it  were  '  by  a  spirit  divine,' 
poured  fbrth  the  foregoing  flood  of  eloquence.  What  similitude 
there  could  possibly  be  between  poor  Archy's  humble  tenement, 
shaking  beneath  every  blast,  and  the  time-defying  splendours  of 
the  Acropolis,  it  is^iot  easy  to  guess,  except  that  extremes  meet ;— 
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but  ttips  ?ery  eirouBtftaoBe  only  made  Mr.  McPhio's  imagination, 
like  Archy'»  surprise,  the  greater. 

'^  Eb,  9ir !  but  it'sos  gude  os  a  beoke  to  hear  you  talk !  It's  hot 
mouy,  I  tak  it,  Ihot  ye'd  find  skeeled  in  such  astrologieal  discoorse 
excep,  may  be,  just  Maister  Booble  ond  ain  or  twa  mair." 

With  that  modesty  which  ever  aecompanies  real  merit,  Mr. 
McPbin  waved  the  compliment  by  changing  the  conversation  ^  and 
hinting  to  Archy  that  before  he  could  enter  upon  his  scholastic 
duties,  a  few  books  and  clothes  would  be  absolutely  necessary ;  and 
as  evecy  one  about  the  Hall  would  be  occupied  with  the  toorna- 
meat,  it  would  be  easy  for  Archy  to  penetrate  unobserved  into  the 
seclusion  of  his  chamber,  and  secure  the  necessary  articles.   Mr. 
DuDB,  who  bad  great  talents  for  diplomacy,  though  no  liar,  instantly 
organized  a  plan  for  borrowing  Mrs.  Fine's  tax-cart,  in  order  to 
raise  the  siege,  and  storm  Mr.  McPhin's  wardrobe ;  but  previous  to 
his  departure,  resorted  to  an  expedient  for  making  public  the 
knowledge  accumulated  and  to  be  acquired  under  his  roof,  which 
be  did  in  the  following  manner.  He  first  wrote  a  paper  in  a  large  text 
hand,  announcing  that — ^' Greek,  Latin,  and  all  sorts  of  learning** 
were  taught  there ;  this  he  pasted  in  the  front  window  pane,  and 
adopting  Pestalozzi's  plan  of  explaining  words  by  things,  he  placed 
a  birch-rod  immediately  under  it.  Now  it  so  happened,  that  under 
the  rod  fignred  Archy's  own  ^affiehe,'  headed  with  *  Boys'  clothes 
extremely  low.'  As  the  event  proved,  this  i;ort  of  scholastic  '  cha- 
rade en  action,'  by  infecting  the  youthful  beholders  with  vague 
though  fundamental  fdars,  which  also  communicated  themselves  to 
their  tender  parents,  deprived  Mr.  McPhin  of  many  pupils  he  might 
otherwise  have  had  *,  while  Archy  was  incessantly  bantered  by  his  few 
neighbours  upon  the  learning  he  professed  to  retail.  At  this  constant 
mention  of  Greek  and  Latin,  a  crowd  of  mythological  ideas  natu- 
rally presented  themselves,  till  he  felt  like  a  Jupiter^  and  putting 
on  a  terrible  look  with  his  one  eye,  silenced  all  further  inquiries  by 
sternly  demanding : 

^^£h,  and  wasn't  my  ain  father  a  sculemaster,  the  Laird  be 

praised !  —ond  wha's  a  better  right  to  dale  in  learning  thon  his  son?" 

'  Archy  had  secured  Mr.  McPhin's  clothes  and  books  unperceived,. 

and  brought  him  word  that  Lord  Francis  Fitznoodle  had  taken  bis 

place  at  the  tournament. 

Mr.  McPhin  gave  an  extensive  sigh,  which  was  the  exhalation 
of  a  wish  that  his  lordship  could  take  his  place  in  reality,  but  his 
spoken  words  were  merely, 

*'  So  Archy,  yet  met  nae  one?  that's  lucky." 

^^  Nae  ain,  to  signify,  sir,  but  Dr.  Bamnemall,  at  the  entrance  of 
Gorget  Lane,  returning  from  the  Pug  andPimrose,  in  Miss  Prudence's 
coach,  but  os  he  Was  fast  adeep,  I  dinna  suppose  he  kenned  me/' 

''  Most  likely  not." 
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'^.Ot  ony  rate,  sir,  be  eiide  nae  beve  dreamt  vbat  I  bod  in 
the  cart." 

^^  Most  likely  not,*'  again  asserted  Mr.  MePbio ;  and  Ibis  con- 
versation having  taken  place  about  five  o'clock  in  ihe  day  after 
dinner,  when  Br.  Andrew  DryskulFs  specific  against  tbirst  had  been 
again  resorted  to,  Mr.  McPbin  soon  followed  Dr.  Bamnemairs 
example,  without,  however,  imitating  Misa  Prudenee's  carriage, 
and  fell  fast  asleep. 

Six  weeks  had  passed  away  since  Mr.  MpPMn  had  preserved  a 
strict  incognito  in  the  large  room  at  the  back  of  Mr.  Dunn^  shop ; 
a  deep  melancholy  seemed  to  have  superseded  the  former  calm 
philosophy  of  bis  deportment.  He  bad  tbree  sources  of  grief,  the 
first  of  which  was  a  sort  of  hopelessness  of  ever  being  able  to  raise 
the  200/.,  or  rescue  it  from  the  clutches  of  Mr.  Town.  Marmaduke 
oflen  presented  himself,  as  his  only  chance,  but  then  he  shrank 
from  spurring  a  free  horse  to  death,  and  resolved  to  die  in  his 
present  dilemma^  rather  than  apply  to  one  who  did  not  know  the 
meaning  of  the  word  prudence,  when  a  fellow-creature  was  in 
distress.  The  second  was  Miss  Manners's  departure  for  India,  which 
Arcby  had  brought  word  of,  and  at  which  the  poor  man  bad  cried 
heartily,  at  the  thought  that  he  might  never  see  her  again ;  and  the 
third,  and  last,  though  perhaps  not  ihe  least,  was  the  excessive 
stupidity  of  one  of  the  only  three  pupils  he  had  been  able  to  acquire 
— a  boy  of  the  name  of  Noel,  by  the  stagnant  pool  of  whose  in- 
veterate dulness,  the  remembrance  of  pcx>r  Cosmo's  dormant  facul- 
ties rose  into  shining  lights,  and  made  Mr.  McPiiin  resolve,  that 
should  he  ever  have  the  happiness  to  return  to  Bubble  Hall,  the 
heir's  knuckles  and  nankeens  should  be  alike  sacred  to  him.  His 
other  two  pupils  were  Irish,  and  had  been  Idielled  at  the  baptismal 
font,  as  Tim  Maloney,  and  Pat  Finigan ;  and  t^gh 

'*  God  had  denied  Uiem  eommoa  sense, 
He  gave  tiiem  legs  and  impudence,--" 

which  enabled  them  to  run  away  from  school  three  days  out  of  the 
seven,  and  when  threatened  with  birch  and  dry  bread,  to  tell  Mr. 
McPhin  to  his  face,  that ''  they  would  not  demane  thimselves  by 
plodding  from  wan  (one)  wake's  ind  to  another  over  their  grommar 
like  Noel.'' 

It  was  after  a  tempestuous  day  with  Messieurs  Maloney  and 
Finigan,  that  Mr.  McPbin  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  enjoying  a  silent 
t^te^-t^te  with  Arcby,  and  solacing  himself  with  Dr.  Andrew 
DryskuU's  specific,  which  with  necromantic  power  he  converted 
into  the  regal  flood,  ycleped  ^^  Virginia  water,"  by  the  dense  vapour 
that  ever  and  anon  issued  from  the  white  bowl  of  a  long  clay  pipe. 
Mr.  Dunn,  though  no  conjurer,  was  engaged  in  making  sitnilar 
metamorphoses*,  but  having  evidently  something,  or  more  properly 
speaking,  some  things,  on  his  mind,  he  kept  looking  wistfully 
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lowerds  the  door;  and  made  several  ineffectual  efforts  to  speak, 
which  all  ended  in  tis  dearing  his  throat,  and  emptying  the  ashes 
out  of  his  pipe  vtlh  three  distinct  thumps  upon  the  hob.  At  length 
he  got  as  far  as  **  Its  vary  odd." 

"What's  very  odd,  Archy?"  inquired  Mr.  McPhin,  without 
taking  the  pipe  from  his  mdhth,  but  merely  leaving  it  to  its  own 
merits  without  further  puffing. 

^^Naething,  sir,''  said  Archy^  with  some  hesitation ;  "  but  Baccy 
always  reminds  me  of  the  new  warld,  ond  it  must  be  a  queer  place, 
I'm  thinking." 

Now,  it  would  haye  been  evident  to  any  one  actuated  by  a  less 
generous  spirit  than  Mr.  McPhin  was,  as  he  mixed  his  fourth 
tumbler  of  toddy,  that -Mr.  Dunn  was  not  thinking  of  the  new  world 
at  all,  and  had,  therefore,  been  guilty  of  a  subterfuge  according  to 
the  fashion  of  the  old  world ;  but  his  patron  had  never  yet  doubted 
his  word,  and,  therefore,  civilly  demanded,  removing  his  pipe  to 
make  way  for  his  puneh^*—- 
^'  And  what  were  ye  thinking  about  it,  Archy  ?" 
'^  I  wonder  if  there  are  ooy  colleges  in  it,  or  gude  tailors  itself?*^ 
Mr.  McPhin  now  for  the  first  tinie  that  evening,  looked  Archy 
full  in  the  face,  and  Dr.  Andrew  BryskuH's  Specific  having  added 
double  force  to  his  mental,  as  well  as  physical  vision  (while  it  had 
evidently  increased  instead  of  diminishing  Mr.  Dunn's  thirst  for 
knowledge),  Mr.  McPhin  was  staggered  at  the  ^  h  propos  de  bottes' 
of  (he  question,  and,  not  to  draw  too  much  upon  his  own  imagi- 
nation and  information,  replied  to  it  from  Ben  Jonson's '  ^  News  from 
the  New  World:" 

"  The  brethren  ef  the  Hosie  Gross  have  their  college  vnthin  a 
mile,  of  the  moon ;  a  easUe  in  the  air  that  runs  upon  wheeles,  with 
a  winged  lanthom." 

^ '  Eh,  sir,  es  it  possible ! "  and  Archy 's  one  eye  seemed  widening 
into  two. 

^'  I  have  seen  it  in  print." 
'^  Than,  of  course,  sir,  et  must  be  true ! " 
^'  Ail  the  phantastical  creatures  you  can  think  of  are  there." 
'^  Are  there  ony  wid  women  there,  sir?" 
^'  And  zealous  women,  that  will  out-groan  the  groaning  wives  of 
Edinburgh." 

^^  Ony  lovers  ond  husbands,  sir,  os  wi'  us  ? " 
'^  None  that  will  hang  themselves  for  love,  or  eat  candles'-eads, 
or  drink  to  their  mistresses'  eyes  till  their  own  bid  them  good  night, 
as  the  sublunary  lovers  do." 
''Endade,  sfr!" 

''  No^  some  few  you  shall  have,  that  sigh,  or  whistle  themselves 
away  ^  and  those  are  presently  hung  up  like  meteors,  with  squibs  in 
their  tails,  to  give  the  wiser  sort  warning." 
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''  10),  sir,  it's  maisl  woonderfiU ! "  tmd  Archy,  m  the  pipe  fell 
from  his  mouth  and  broke  ioto  twenty  pieoes,  while  both  his  hands 
flew  upward  with  a  gaKaai^  motion,  and  as  sudieniy  descended 
upon  his  knees. 

'^  And  there  were  self-lovers  there,  too,  Arelty,"  resumed  Mr. 
McPhin ;  ^'  but  they  are  all  dea^  of  laAe,  for  want  of  taMors/* 

^^  Pure  creatures/'  sighed  Archy ;  it  only  proves  the  truth  of  the 
proverb,  Mr,  thpt  a  stitch  in  time  saves  nine,  fiut,  sir,  os  ye  seem 
sae  knowledgable  u^n  thot  os  on  ither  nofotler^,''  and  here  Mr. 
Dunn  seemed  anxious  to  ascertain  if  his  nails  were  in  perfect  order, 
from  the  minute  maimer  in  which  he  scmtinized  them*,  ^*I  a  wad 
be  gkNl  to  open  my  heart  to  you.  You  must  ken,  sir,  thot — ^thot — " 
bul  his  courage  foiled  hia,  aad  he  came  .ta«  dead  slap. 

"That  what,  Archy?" 

''Thot  Im  thinkiftg  that  I  m  mair  fitted  for  pooMie  life,  sir, 
tbon  ooy  ither  ^ "  and  Mr.  Duaja  cleared  his  throat,  and  drew  up  his 
shirt-H^ollar  with  the  air  of  a  man  intuitively  conscious  of  having 
said  a  good  thing,  which  was  made  more  apparent  by  the  toud  hiugh 
with  wtiieh  Mr.  McPhin  received  this  intimation,  while  he  pushed 
hi^  ch0ir  back,  and  raised  his  beds  nearly  to  the  ceiling. 

''  And  what  would  ye  condescend  to  accept,  Archy  ? "  asked  he  at 
last,  wiping  the  tears  from  is  eyes,  ^'  the  Fitst  Lordship  of  tlie  Trea- 
siijryf-  (^  the  GhanceUorsbip'Of  the  Exchequer?'* 

''  I  dinna  clearly  understood,  sir;  but  if  ye  thank  the  Chequers 
wad  be  a  gude  sign^  I've  nae  objecUoa ;  ond  I'm  sure  ^e'd  be 
pcouAof  yer  cfamce,  os  Lshouhl  thank  she's  nae  hankering  after  the 
old  ain." 

''  Nor  do  I  clearly  understand,  Archy.  Pray,  explaia  yourself." 

.''  Why,  sir,"  said  Arohy,  pushed  into  bravery  by  exhreme  fear, 
''  we  intend  kapping  a  pooblic  en  Loonon. ' 

' '  We !  '^  responded  his  patron  *  '^  and  who  are  we !  er  is  it  merely 
regal  phraseology  that  ye  are  adopting,  Archy?" 

''  Sartinly,  sir ;  et  soon  will  be  quite  legal  ^  but  Dodor  Bemnemall 
says  we  munna  thank  of  it  Ull*  the  saiL  months  are  oot." 

''Think  of  what?" 

Mr.  Dunn  looked  down  in  amiable  confnsioa,  and  nearly  tmsfed 
the  last  buUea  off  the  left  side  of  his  coal,  while,  wi^  his  nght  hand 
he  petted  his  right  ear,  that  the  piece  had  been  snipped  oul  ol,  as 
he  stammered  forth,— ^ 

"  £h,  sir!  Mistress  Fine  ond  I  are  ganging  to  concentrate  oor 
sels  into  ain." 

"Archy!"  exclaimed  Mr.  McPhin,  backing  his  chaiip  several 
paces,  placing  his  hands  energetically  on  his  knees,  mid  perusing 
Mr.  Dunn's  ^pressive  countenance  with  great  attention ;  "  Archy ! 
you've  never  been  such  a  profligate  as  to  make  love^  to  a  married 
woman?" 
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''  Na  sir,  na,  nae  exacly  ^  for  ye  dinna  call  a  widow  din— ond 
tiio'  I  a'ways  cooseedered  Mergey  the  poUern  I  should  like  for  a , 
wife,  yet  I  naver  hinted  atsiaa  thing  till  the  morning  of  the  funeral, 
whan  I  told  her  I  should Jike  to  take  the  gade  will  of  Toney's  bu- 
siness, ond  she  vary  sensibly  obsaryed,  thatos  he  had  never  let  her 
alone,  she  should  not  like,  to  be  alone  now/' 

''  I  must  say,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  re-advancing,  his  chair,  '^  you 
lost  no  time,  AjTChy.'' 

''  Eh,  sir,  what's  ^e  use  of  losing  tkne,  whan  there's  a  giBDat 
deal  to  be  done." 

' '  And  when  is  it  to  be,  Arcby  ? " 

^^  Os  soon  OS  the  doctor  con  be  brought  to  hear  reasoirstr — ^but 
he  haidds  resolute  to  the  sax  moontbs !  " 

''  And.  do  you  mean  to  give  up  tailoring,  Arcky  ?  " 

''  Not  preceesely,  sir^  I  may  just  do  sufficient  to  mek  the  bairns' 
elothe&r''  ssid  Mr.  Dunn,  with  a  look  of i[)aternal  pride  ^  which,  as 
there  were  no  such  childien  in  the  world  as  his,  was  very  n&tural. 

^'  It's  bad,  Archy,  reckoning  one's  ehii^ns  before  they  are 
hatched-*suppase  they  should  be  girls  ?  ^' 

''  Eh,  then  sir,  they  must  mak  a  shift  wiihoot  me;  but  Vm 
thinking  sir,  if  the  worst  coomes  to  the  worst,  I  can  get  the  twa 
hundred  poonds  frae  Mafgery." 

*'  You'U  do  no  such  thing,  Archy,"  sighed  Mr.  McPhin,  "  but 
thank  you  all  the  same." 

^^  Eh,  but  it's  vary  odd,  he  said  a  moonth^at  the  langest,"  solilo- 
quized Mr.  Dunn,  pushing  a  large  log  of  wbod  till  it  lost  it's  equi- 
librium, and  rolled  out  on<  the  floor. 

^ '  ]Kd  ye  screech,  sir?"  said  Effie,  putting  her  heack in  at  the  door. 

"-^  Nae,  it's  the  wind,  lassie." 

But  presently  a  loud  knocking  was  heard  at  the  outer  door. 

^'  What  an  awfu  night ! "  said  Effie,  as  the  knocking,  or  rather 
shaking  of  the  door  was  again  heard. 

^^  Wha  can  it  be  knocking  sae  late?''  criad  Effie,  turning 
very  pale. 

'^  Hoot,  it's  ainly  the  storm  trying  to  commit  a  burglary,"  said 
Archy,  re-filling  his  pipe. 

Soon,  however,  he  seemed  to  change  his  opinion,  as  a  shrill 
whistle  was  heard. 

''  Then  if  it  is,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  looking  a  litHe  alarmed  in  hte 
turn,  ^Ut  is  whistling  to  its  aecompMce— the  darkness  ! " 

''  It's  a'  right!  it's  a'  right !  "  as  the  whistle  was  again  heard  for  th& 
third  time—"  it's  a'  right,"  cried  Archy,  jumping  up,  and  teUing 
Effie,  as  he  hopped  round  and  round  on  one  leg,  to  go  and  bring 
up  a  cold  goose  and  a  Cheddar  cheese  that  Mrs.  Fine  had  that 
morning  sent,  and  to  flit  over  to  the  Pug  and  Primrose  for  a  tankard 
of  the  best  double  X. 
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^^  Are  ye  daft  sir^  after  a'  the  pilcliards  and  (oddy  ye  hove  hod; 
ye'll  be  making  a  coroner's  inquest  of  yer  sel  I'm  thinking,  ond 
that  wiU  be  mair  sorrow  for  the  Pog  and  Primrose.'' 

^^  Off  wi'  you,  lassie,"  cried  Mr.  Dunn,  executing  another  cir- 
cular hop— '^  ond  I'll  see  to  the  door/' 

Effie,  thinking  that  her  master'sintellects  were  certainly  deranged, 
thought  it  Jbetter  to  obey  him  to  the  letter,  and  therefore  yanlsbed 
like  a  flash  of  lightning  by  the  back  of  the  house,  while  Arcby 
seized  a  candle,  and  limped  with  all  possible  expedition  to  the  front 
door,  where  stooping  down  to  the  key-hole,  he  gave  a  shrill  whistle, 
after  whiah,  putting  his  hand  to  the  side  of  his  mouth,  he  voci- 
ferated— 

''  Bode  a  goon  o'gold  ',"  but  the  wind  was  so  high,  that  he  had 
to  repeat  this  twice  before  he  recrived  the  answer  from  wiflioat — 

''  Ond  ye'll  aye  get  the  sleeve  o'it." 

Whereupon,  making  another  pirouette,  Mr.  Dunn  undid  the 
door,  and  admitted  a  tall  figure,  so  enveloped,  as  to  be  scarcely 
defined;  but  who,  shaking  a  drift  of  snow  from  a  kind  of  gray 
Highland  shepherd's  plaid  blanket,  that  constituted  his  external 
garment,  exclaimed — 

^'  Hoot  man!  I  thought  ye'd  been  awaat  the  wedding!" 

Archy,  who,  in  his  present  position  with  Mrs.  Fine,  began  to 
consider  the  word  personal,  mquired  with  some  dignity — ''  what 
wedding?" 

.  '^  Why  the  deil's  eldest  daughter  is  dootless  bookled  to-night,'' 
laughed  Ihe  new  arrival,  '^  for  he's  been  pelting  her  favours  ot  me 
for  the  lost  twa  miles  across  the  common." 

'*'  Putyer  gibes  in  yer  pack,  Fogey,  till  ye  teU  me  whether  or  nae 
ye've  succeeded." 

"  Did  nae  the  sagnel  agreed  upon  tell  ye  thot  os  plain  os  it  could 
spek?"  re-interrogated  Mr.  McSnips,  for  it  was  no  less  a  personage. 

''  Fogey,  ye  may  just  buy  ond  sell  me  for  the  rest  of  my  life," 
cried  Mr.  Dunn,  opening  his  arms  to  embrace  Mr.  McSnips's  waist, 
for  they  could  reach  no  further. 

^^  Hauld!  Archy!  there's  five  poonds  short!"  said  that  gentle- 
man, repelling  his  advances. 

^^Na,  there's  not,"  said  Archy,  hastily  withdrawing  a  key  from 
his  pocket,  and  unlocking  a  high  wooden  office  desk,  that  stood 
near  the  three  stops  leading  into  the  inner  room — ^^  na,  there's  not, 
for  here  it  is!"  and  from  an  old  dirty  white  parchment  letter-case, 
secured  by  a  zone  of  equally  dirty  while  tape  attached  to  the  pointed 
endjof  it,  he  drew  a  5/.  note;  when,  hastily  re-placing  the  pocket- 
book,  and  locking  the  desk,  he  cleared  the  three  steps  at  one  bound, 
and  followed  by  Mr.  McSnips,  appeared  before  Mr.  McPhin. 

^^  Honoured  sir,"  said  Archy,  bowing  down  to  the  ground ;  '^  I 

'  Covet  t  gown  of  gold,  and  yoa'U  e'en  get  tbe  »l«eve  of  it. 
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am  hop§|f  U)  say  thot  this  is  tka  lost  night  ye'll  poss  dnder  siy  roof 
7~:pot  but  that  ifi  ain  sense  I  could  wish,  ye  sever  had  yon  ittaer,  but 
its  a  pure  case  for  sic  lariHng  as  your's,  ond  please  the  Laird;  ye^U 
soon  hove  ain  owir  fit  to  eontaio  U,  ond  gang  ba<dL  to  the  Hall,  for 
the  twa  hundred  poonds  is  a'  ready  to  release  ye*,  ond  the  ainly 
security  required,  is,  thatye'll  tak  seegoal  vengeance  on  thot  viUain, 
Too,n,  uf  he  was  feefty  times  chief-scribbler  to  my  Laird  John/' 

.  ^'  Archy,''  said  Mr.  McPhin,  not  well  knowing  what  to  make  of 
Mr.  Dunn's  address ;/'  again  I  (hank  yQu^-4)ut  again  I  lell  you, 
that  I  won't  take  your  money.'' 

''  Neither  are  you  ganging  to  do  so,  sir — ^it's  nae  my  money— 'it's 
the  siller  of  money,  wha  dinna  ken  wha  it  is  for,  ond  therefore 
there  is  nae  paying  back  in  the  business,  which  a'ways  gi's  ain  a 
remorse  o'  conscience  aboot  borrowing  moaef*  I'll  just  explain  to 
you  how  (he  motter  stonds.  Nae  hoving  enoo'  of  my  ain,  ond  ken- 
ning weel  thot  ye'd  be  very  distant  aboot  it  uf  I  hod,  I  consooUed 
wi'  Fogey  McSnips  here  the  very  morning  after  ye  were  gude  enoo' 
to  come  and  see  me,  os  to  hoo  we  could  clutch  the  siller;  ond  it 
strook  me,  thot  by  ganging  to  high  ond  low  in  Edinburgh  and 
Perth,  and  taking  pennies  os  weel  os  poonds,  ond  saying  it  was  for 
a  Scotch  laird  fnenaced  wi'  an  English  preeson'' — • 

"  Hold,  Archy,"  interrupted  Mr.  MePhin,  "  how  could  you  say 
I'm  a  laird,  when  Tm  only  a  poor  tutor?" 

^^  Eh  sir,"  said  Archy,  with  an  indescribable  look  of  pity  and  re- 
proach, waving  his  patron  aside  with  one  hand  ^  ^'  to  think  that  I 
should  leeve  to  set  you  right  in  yer  Latin,  and  beat  ye  ot  lodging, 
OS  ye  ca'  pruving  things" — 

"  Logic,  Archy." 

*''  Weel,  logic,  if  ye  like  it  better,  but  dinna  ye  ken,  that  whenever 
ye  used  to  visit  the  grommar-scule  at  Perth,  the  bairns  a'ways  ca'd 
ye  the  Dominie  \  and  does  not  Dominie,  a'  the  warld  over,  where 
Latin  is  understood,  frae  the  psalms  doonwards,  mean  Laird? 
ond  the  prison  perte  of  it  there  con  be  nae  dispute  aboot,  os 
it  was  in  plain  English.  Excuse  me,  sir,"  continued  Archy  again, 
waving  his  hand,  perceiving  thiit  his  patron  was  about  to  speak; 
''  but  I've  ainly  a  few: wards  mair  to  say.  For  the  honour  of  Scot- 
Jand,  theyM  nae  let  a  laird  (as  I  hope  I've  clearly  demonstrated 
to  ye  all)  gang  ond  recreate  himself  in  an  English  prison..  Sae  the 
siller  was  raised,  ond  here  it  is^-*tbe  Laird  and  Fogey  McSnips  be 
praised;"  and  as  he  concluded,  Mr.  Dunn  slappe.d  Fogey's  pack 
triumphantly. 

''  Na— -na,  'tis  nae  there,  Archy,  ye  wad  oa  hove  me  corry  twa 
hundrjed  poonds  ahooi  in  a  sqimre-box,  os  if  it  were  nae  better  than 
'  Chevy  Chase'—*  Kate  of  Aberdeen' — « Death  ond  the  Lady/  or 
ony  itherboUady  not  warth  H  bawbee.  Na,  na.  Fogey  McSnips  hos 
nae  taken  cooncil  of  five-and-forty  years  for  thot; "and  so  saying, 
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Mr.  MeSiilps  began,  in  (he  exjMresslYe  language  of  Messlears  GMb 
and  Jackson,  (o  peel.  In  height  he  was  nearer  seven  than  six  feet, 
and  bh)ad  in  proportion  from  the  number  of  waistcoats  he  now 
began  to  disencttmber  himself  of,  while  oirer  his  knees  were  drawn  a 
pair  of  thick  broad  riUbed  pepper-and-salt  worsted  stockings,  and 
under  them  were  a  pair  of  stout  untanned  leather  gaUer&r-«ll  of 
which  made  his  legs  proportionate  supporters  to  so  bulky  a  body. 
Unlike  his  ooanlrymen  in  general,  Mr.  McSnips  had  lanky  Mack  or 
rather  grizzled  hair,  oftr  which  when  trayelling,  he  fhtariably 
woro  a  Welch  wig,  and  a  round  blue  Highland  cap  ^  his  eyes  were 
blacks,  small,  and  shrewd ;  his  face  broad,  and  laH  cheek-bones  high 
— in  short,  his  physiognomy  was  extromely  like  that  of  the  laughing 
hyena's  exhibited  at  fairs,  ^'  yot  entices  the  litQe  boys  into  the 
i^oods,  and  eats  them  arteryords.'' 

As  soon  as  Fogey  had  taken  off  about  a  dozen  waistcoats,  and 
deposited  them  all  carefAiUy  and  smoothly  on  (he  (op  of  his  pack, 
which  he  had  previously  laid  on  the  table,  surmounting  the  pile  with 
his  Weteh  wig  and  cap,  he  turned  his  last  waistcoat,  which  was 
made  of  yellow  plush  with  black  spo(s  upon  It,  Inside  out,  and 
ripping  one  side  with  a  pen-knife,  next  proceeded  to  cut  some  strong 
threads  which  secured  a  piece  of  brown  paper,  out  of  which  he 
extracted  a  bank  post  biU  payable  to  Mr.  Peter  McPhin,  for  195/. 
sterling,  which  Archy  seized  ^  and  slipping  his  own  5/.  inside  it, 
presented  to  Mr.  McPhin,  who  in  yain  tried  to  speak ;  but  as  he 
pressed  Arch'y's  hand  in  one  of  his,  he  brushed  away  a  tear  with  the 
other,  as  he  turned  aside  his  head.  At  length  he  stammered  out, 
**  Archy,  how  can  I  ever  repay  you?" 

'^  Hoot,  sir,  did  na  I  tell  ye  there  was  nae  remorse  of  conscience 
aboot  this  money— thot  its  nae  to  be  paid  bock?  '* 

^^  Yes9  l>u(  I  ^^^  ™7  gi'atitude  to  you,  Archy — and,  indeed,  to 
Fogey,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  extending  his  hand  to  the  latter. 

^'  If  you'U  obsarve  the  per  contra  side  of  the  accoont,  sir,  ye^ll  see 
thot  in  regard  to  the  article  of  grotitude^  the  bolance  is  steel  on  my 
side--«ae  nae  mair  o'  thot,  for  I  doobt  if,  up  to  the  latest  day  I  leeye, 
I  shall  ever  be  able  to  discharge  it;  ond  os  for  Fogey,  here,  he's 
doon  a'  he  hod  to  do  vary  weel— sae  if  ye'll  Just  get  him  the  coostom 
of  the  Hall,  it  well  be  what  he  desarves,  amang  a'  them  flock  of 
lassies  below  stairs,  they  must  often  want  top-knots,  and  the  young 
laird  is  just  of  the  age  when  climbing  and  cricket  bH  yary  dis- 
trooctive  to  suspenders,  which  Fogey  could  a'  ways  replace ;  ond 
then  perhops  Miss  Prudence  might  open  her  heart  sometimes,  and 
gr  her  gossip,  Mrs.  Bamnemall,  a  gut-chain,  ond  the  doctor  a 
pinchbock  seal,  ond  this  is  os  mooch  os  Fogey  either  desires  or 
desarves."  / 

Mr.  McSnips  having  seconded  Mr.  Dunn's  motion,  and  Mr. 
McPhin  finding  that  both  were  resolute  as  to  not  hearing  bim  in 
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reply,  he  silently  sat  down  to  the  supper  which  Effle  now  brought 
in.  The  goose  did  not  appear  one  bit  more  tender  than  Mr.  McPhiii 
had  ever  done  to  Mademoiselle  Perpjgoon,  which  caused  Mr.  Dunn 
to  apostrophise  it  as  follows  :-— 

^^  Gin  Mr.  Toon  war  but  a  roasted  giise  before  me,  I'd  stick  my 
dirk  into  his  gizzard  os  I  now  do  into  yours,  ye  deceptions  auld 
grondraother ! " 

While  Eifie,  for  reasons  be^t  known  to  herself,  contrived,  in 
helping  Mr.  McSnips,  to  spill  the  ale  all  over  his  yellow  plu^waist* 
coat,  merely  inquiring,  by  way  of  apology, — 

'^  Why,  conna  ye  keep  yer  eyes  straight?  ond  then  ye'd  see  what's 
cooming,  enslead  of  flanging  them  over  yer  shoulder  avery  minute, 
like  coonjurers'  balls  ot  a  fair?" 

The  next  morning,  at  nine  o'clock,  a  large  yellow  carriage  ap* 
peared  at  Mr.  Dunn's  door,  being  what  he  called  a  glass  coach,  which 
he  had  ordered  from  Shrewsbury.  Mr.  McPhinr,  upon  seeing  his 
books,  etc.  placed  in  it,  naturally  inquired  the  meaning  of  so  much 
pomp  and  state,  when  Mr.  Dunn  justly  observed  ''  that  there  was  a 
wide  difference  between  a  man  leaving  home  over  head  and  ears  in 
debt,  and  reluming  to  it  aboove  the  warld.  In  the  former  case,  pe- 
destrian journeys  were  not  only  the  most  suitaUe,  but  the  only  ones 
feasible;  while,  in  the  latter,  people  should  a{^ar,  as  well  as  be, 
independent.''  For  the  second  time,  Mr.  Dunn  proved  himself  a 
better  logician  than  his  patron ;  and,  as  Archy  pushed  the  latter  into 
the  carnage,  he  kept  exclaiming  at  the  top  oi  his  voice,  for  the  good  of 
Che  neighbours,  while  a  tear  was  in  his  eye  and  a  smile  on  his  lip, — 
'^  They  are  nae  done,  honoured  sir,  but  ye  shall  have  them,  with- 
out fail,  this  evening,  os  I  told  ye  yesterday,  whan  I  ca'd  ot  the  Hall. 
I'm  sorry  ye've  hod  the  trooble  of  coming  your  sel  aboot  them." 

Scarcely  had  Mr.  McPhin's  equipage  driven  out  of  sight,  and 
Mrs.  Brough's  head  disappeared  from  her  door,  before  Masters  Fi- 
nigan  and  Maloney  made  their  s^pearanee,  and  each,  speaking  as 
if  they  had  a  bog  in  their  throat,  inquired, ' '  if  the  Masfiher  was  wait- 
ing for  them?" 

**  Hoot!  there's  nae  master  here  noo,"  said  Archy.  "  He  wad 
nae  langer  waste  bis  voluable  time  on  sic  a  set  o'  ne'ernlo-weels  os 
ye,  sa»  he  started  for  Loonen  yesterday ;  but  he  laft  a  flogging  a-piece 
for  ye,  which,  ef  ye'H  come  in,  I'll  gi'  ye." 

The  young  gentlemen,  not  wishing  to  trouble  him,  decttned  Mr. 
Dunn's  obliging  oifer,  and  took  to  their  heels  with  great  velocity, 
not,  however,  before  he  had  torn  down  '*  Greek,  Latin,  and  all  sorts 
of  learning,"  with  their  accompanying  bircli-rod,  and  flung  it  after 
them  ^  this  duty  performed,  Mr.  Dunn  drew  his  hat  over  his  eyes, 
locked  his  hall-do(»*,  put  the  key  in  his  pocket,  ditto  his  hands,  and 
then,  with  an  orderly  and  measured  step,  walked  over  to  the  Pug 
and  Primrose. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

"Telks  e»tta  mistfable  condition  des  hommes,  qtfilleur 
faul  chorcher  d>D8  la  «oci6US,  des  consolations  am  maui  de  a 
n  "ire;  et  d.ns  1.  nature ,  des  consolations  aur  maux  de  I, 
S*!  combiend'hommes  rfont  ttouy*,  ni  dans  I'une  ni  dan. 
lantre ,  des  distractions  i.  lean  peines."-CH*ii»o«i. 

«X  THOM  TMm  yiTK  MB.  HOWABB  BUT  tOYK-HB  U,  BOX  ™  «<'««J'*™!" 
*"«,™  ^MSB^  »0.-«A«t  MONTHS   «T«V«B,   «AI.«T  W.TH   SV^, 
WHOSE  K«D  IS  HOT  tBT. 

Mr.  Howard  is  not  the  only  person  in  the  world  who,  by  the 
time  they  have  attained  an  enviable  position,  have  incapacitated 
rm^i  from  enjoying  it,-and  blessings  are  but  blessings 
S  we  feel  them  to  be  such.-Therefore,  notwithstanding  the 
Treat  advantages  by  which  he  was  now  surrounded,  both  in  a  social 
fnd  political  point  of  view,  that  "sunshine  of  the  brei^t;'  which 
:,one%an  make  any  prospect  charming,  was  «»»"i«8-  ,H«  ^ome 
was,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  luxurious,  as  it  afforded  him  the 
Twogreatest  of  all  luxuries,leisure  and  liberty,withafrtl  enjoyment 

of  an  intimacy  with  the  most  giOedand  extraordinary  man  of  the  day. 
The  DuKe  of  Arlington  was  a  man  greater,  from  his  talents  and 
his  virtues,  than  from  his  fortune  and  position.   Always  superior  to 
the  offices  he  filled,  he  was  at  once  capable  of  swaying  the  present, 
and  not  only  of  foreseeing,  but  of  regulaUng  the  future ;  and  even 
when  that  future  had  been  entangled  by  less  consummate  policy, 
bis  was  the  patience,  the  perseverance,  and  the  skiU  that  unravelled 
and  wove  into  a  strong  and  even  woof  the  complicated  web  of  others. 
Great  in  his  designs,  subUle  in  his  councils,— he  was  equally  just  in 
his  decisions  and  selections  :— no  wonder  then,  that  he  was  always 
happy  in  his  results. 
^     Viewing  him  as  a  statesman,  he  appeared  as  if  diplomacy,  wis- 
dom and  eloquence,  had  been  his  sole  study,  and  that  nature  and 
art  had  left  room  for  no  other  qualities.  But  those  who  saw  him  in 
thecabu  retreat  of  domestic  life,  creating  a  halo  of  love  around  him, 
from  a  strict  observance  of  all  those  raingr  morals,  of  attention,  for- 
bearance, and  anticipation,  which  form  at  once  the  empire  and  the 
rulers  of  the  heart,  would  have  supposed  that  so  gentle  and  benevo- 
lent a  spirit  had  never  come  in  contact  with  more  rugged  paths  than 
those  smooth  and  verdant  lawns  of  life,  which  form  the  boundaries 
of  a  good  man's  home  5  while  his  conversation  was  as  racy,  and  his 
wit  as  brilliant  and  meteor-like  as  if  it  had  solely  arisen  from  the 
lightest  and  most  vapoury  soil  of  mere  imagination.  In  short,  he 
was  filled  with  all  those  opposite  and  dissimilar,  but  equal  virtues 
and  talents,  with  which  God  endows  those  spirits  whom  he  intends 
should  be  the  masters  of  others. 
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WfaieD  he  was  Premier,  truly  might  Martial's  compliment  to  Do- 
mittah  have  been  applied  to  him  :^— ^'  Vox  diversa  sonat,  populorum 
est  vox  tamen  una  :  cum  verus  patriae  diceris  esse  pater." 

As  far  as  a  politician  can  be  honest,  the  Duke  of  Arli  ngton  was  so ; 
for  while  the  leaven  of  party  (from  which  no  statesman  can  be  en- 
tirely free)  compelled  him  to  assume  that  necessity  will  excuse  some 
actions,  common  sense  taught  him  that  to  Justify  them  could  never 
be  necessary ;  by  which  he  avoided  the  meanest  of  all  vices,  hypo- 
crisy *,  for  what  are  hypocrites  but  moral  swindlers,  defrauding  the 
community,  at  large^  of  toleration  or  esteem,  for  that  which,  in 
reality,  they  can  give  no  equivalent? 

IThe  Abb^Frugoni  says  that  '^  style  is  a  kind  of  magic  which  is 
but  too  often  successfully  employed  to  make  paradoxes  be  received 
as  truths,  and  sophisms  as  solid  arguments.  By  these  stratagems 
the  greatest  part  of  free-thinkers  and  false  philosophers  have  subtly 
distilled  their  poison.  Their  works  were  so  well  written »  that  the 
reader  forgets  the  matter  in  favour  of  the  manner  :  and  a  sentence 
wrought  into  harmonious  cadences,  produces  them  a  number  of 
admirers/'  Now,  hypocrisy  is  style  in  action,  and  often  procures 
the  blackness  of  men's  deeds  to  be  forgotten,  from  the  fairness  and 
plausibility  of  their  words  and  outward  bearing.  But  the  duke,  hav- 
ing nothing  to  conceal  or  to  varnish,  had  no  occasion  for  hypo- 
crisy or  style  in  bis  deportment;  or  if  he  had,  he  adopted  Hamp- 
den*s,  whom  we  are  told  was  so  modest,  so  humble,  that  he  seemed 
to  have  no  opinion  but  what  he  derived  from  others.  By  which 
means  he  had  a  wonderful  art  of  leading  men  into  his  principl"^  . 
and  views ;  who  all  the  lime  believed  they  were  leading  him. 

Like  many  great  men,  the  duke's  family  was  neither  as  great, 
nor  as  amiable,  nor  as  clever  as  he  was ;  yet  he  was  one  of  those 
whom  to  know  renders  one  independent  of  all  others,  by  the  world 
he  comprised  within  himself,  and  by  the  epoch  an  intima  ^  with 
such  a  man  forms  in  one's  own  existence. 

During  the  few  weeks  that  Cecil  had  been  domiciled  at  Arlington 
House,  he  would,  under  any  other  circumstances,  have  been  per- 
fectly happy;  but  when  our  thouffhls  and  minds  are  any  where  but 
where  we  are,  external  influen  v^helher  evil  or  good,  are  alike 
lost  upon  us.  And  the  only  tiUi*.-  that  Howard  could  succeed  in 
concentrating  his  ideas  within  the  present,  they  conveyed  to  him 
the  painful  consciousness  of  his  own  ^  gaucherie'  and  unpardonable 
absence  of  mind,  which,  in  time,  he  feared  must  weary  even  the 
duke's  kindness  and  forbearance,  and  unfit  him  for  the  trust  he  had 
so  generously  reposed  in  him.  This  ten^orary  awakening,  however, 
brought  with  it  no  spur  to  future  activity ;  for  there  is  something 
so  paralyzing  in  intense  mental  sufTering,  that,  for  the  time  being, 
it  annihilates  that  energy  which  is  indispensable  even  for  the  most 
mechanical  exertion. 
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The  reooIlectipD  of  tbe  few  last  moaths  of  t|i^  life  pass^  in 
Stiropshire  had,  in  the  present  stunned  state  of  his  feelings,  a)l 
the  coDfusion  of  a  deligblfui  jet  painful  dream,  the  only  part  of 
which  that  seemed  clear  and  certain  being  his  ^separation  from 
Theresa  and  his  own  folly !  Fifty  times  had  he  been  on  tbe  point 
of  writing  to  her,  and  imploring  her  forgiveness  ^  but  the  convicUon 
of  how  contemptible  he  must  appear  in  her  eyes,  irom  the  little 
^aith  she  could  possibly  attach  to  his  promises,  after  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  violated  all  his  former  protestations,  always  with- 
held him;  and,  as  if  to  aggravate  hi^  misery,  he  felt  as  intuitively 
convinced  of  her  entire  blamelessness  throughout  the  whole  bu- 
siness, as  if  he  had  received  the  most  minute  explanations  firom  ||Ler 
own  lips. 

In  this  unenviable  frame  of  mind  it  was  not  surprising  that  every 
one  and  everything  disgusted  him,  except  the  duke's  kindness, 
and  that  pained  him,  from  his  conviction  of  his  own  unwortbiness,* 
while  among  his  'dugouts,'  the  most  prominent  was  that  which  he 
experienced  at  Lady  Annette  LovelFs  attentions ;  for  though  the 
world  talked  loudly  of  her  marriage  with  Sir  Head  worth  Glavering, 
Cecil  received  constant  invitations  to  dine  at  Lord  St.  Quintan's, 
which  he  as  constantly  declined.  But  notwithstanding  the  early 
meeting  of  Parliament,  town  was  still  exceedingly  dull ;  and  Lady 
Annette  was  one  of  those  light  and  brilliant  spirits  whose  friendship 
never  flourished  but  in  a  fog,  and  whose  benevolence  was  never 
apparent  but  in  the  absence  of  balls;  for  which  reason  she  amiably 
enlivened  the  monotony  of  Arlington  House  during  the  dead  sea- 
son, by  offering  herself  twice  a  week  to  the  Duchess  for  dinner; 
and  finding  that  Cecil  could  not  be  got  to  sing,  ride,  dine,  or  do 
anything  she  proposed,  she  very  kindly  informed  him  one  evening 
in  the  conservatory,'  while  pulling  a  beautiftd  azalia  to  pieces,  that 
^'  if  she  did  marry  Sir  Head  worth  Glavering,  she  certainly  should 
not  do  so  for  a  year^  but  that  let  her  marry  whom  she  would,  she 
should  always  think  of  him  as  her  oldest  friend.  This  was  certainly 
very  flattering ;  nevertheless,  Mr.  Howard  looked  extremely  foolish, 
and  felt  it  no  small  relief  when  he  heard  the  duke's  voice  from  tbe 
drawing-room  asking  him  if  be  had  that  day  received  a  packet 
through  the  Russian  embassy,  as  the  duchess  was  expecting  a  set 
of  turquoise  for  inlaying  a  boudoir  table. 

In  short,  Cecil's  only  pleasure,  or,  more  properly  speaking,  the 
least  painful  thing  he  did,  was  going  to  see  Carlton  and  Blanche — 
for  from  them  he  heard  the  praises  of  Theresa;  indeed,  it  was  the 
only  subject  upon  which  Carlton  could  expatiate,  for  aU  others  he 
seemed  perfectly  indifferent  to,  or  painfully  excited  by.  And  some- 
times the  mere  '  on  dit'  gossip  of  the  day,  which  Cecil  retailed  to 
him  in  the  hope  of  amusing  or  rousing  him,  would  have  the  effect 
of  agitating  him  violently  without  any  apparent  reason.  But  all  this 
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was  very  good  for  Howard ;  for  th^re  is  Dothiog  ihai  can  so  effec- 
toally  lake  us  oat  of  oar  own  griefs  asi  having  to  administer  codso- 
lation  16  those  of  others-^  task,  of  which,  to  do  him  justice,  be 
always  acqaitted  himself  admirably,  except  when  suddenly  thrown 
back  upon  himself,  by  Uttle  Blanche  putting  her  arms  about  his 
neck  and  whispering  an  inquiry  of  ^'  when  he  meant  to  bring  dear 
Miss  Manners  to  see  them ?  '* 

It  was  one  morning,  after  an  inquiry  like  the  foregoing,  and 
after  returning  from  breakfasting  with  Carlton,  when  he  was  seated 
in  his  study  with  several  unanswered  letters  before  him,  and  in  the 
act  of  biting  an  inoffensive  stick  of  sealing-wax  to  pieces,  and 
burning  his  boots  by  using  them  instead  of  the  poker,  that  Cecil 
came  to  the  resolution  of  writing  to  Theresa.  ^'  I  can  but  venture," 
said  he,  aloud,  flinging  the  sealing-wax  from  him,  as  though  it, 
in  its  turn,  had  bit  him ;  drawing  his  chair  hastily  towards  the  li- 
brary table,  and  as  hastily  dipping  a  pen  in  the  ink,  the  result  of 
which  being  a  blot,  the  first  sheet  of  paper  was  thrown  aside,  and 
on  the  next  was  inscribed, — 

^'  Did  you  know  what  I  feel  in  onee  more  venturing  to  address 
you,'*— but  that  beginning  did  not  please  him,  and,  in  its  turn, 
this  sheet  was  also  rejected  and  torn  up ;  a  second,  commencing— 
'^Pardon, — I  neither  ask  nor  deserve!  but  pity — you  surely  will 
nol,  cannot,  withhokl,  when——"  this  likewise  shared  the  fote  of 
it's  predecessors-,  and  another,  and  another,  and  another  in  success 
sion; — till  fairly  posed,  he  placed  his  dbows  on  the  table,  and 
leant  his  forehead  against  his  hands  ^  in  which  position  he  had  been 
for  about  five  minutes,  when  a  servant  entered  the  room  with  a 
salver  full  of  letters,  which  he  presented  to  Cecil,  merely  saying— 
^^  from  Lord  John  Bubble,  sir/' 

He  started  from  his  reverie,  and  scramblidg  up  pQ  the  letters 
together,  hastily  broke  the  seal  of  the  largest  packet,  which  was 
directed  in  Marmaduke's  hand-writing,  but  contained  an  inclosure 
of  Theresa's.  Marmaduke's  tetter  was  instantly  dropped — but  Cecil's 
hand  trembled,  and  l^is  heart  beat  so  violently,  that  it  was  some 
moments  before  he  could  open  the  one  he  had  seized  :  and  when 
he  did,  a  sudden  fainlness  came  over  him,  and  the  letters  swam 
before  him  ^ — what  a  true  prophet  is  the  heart,  when  it  is  sorrow 
that  it  foretells.  The  letter  contained  but  a  few  Une&-nand  there  is 
always  a  doom  in  the  brevity  of  those  who  are  wont  tp  have  much 
to  say  :  they  ran  as  follows — 

"  I  cannot  leave  England  (perhaps  for  ever),  without  telling  you, 
that  the  unknown  knight  at  the  tournament  was  my  uncle  Lionel 
Manners,  whom  you  had  known  as  Mr.  Ormondj  he  had  always 
a  romantic  disposition,  and  therefore  decided  upon  this  eccentric 
mode  of  making  himself  known  to  my  aunt  and  cousins  j  I  would 
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have  ghdly  let  you  into  his  secret,  had  tie  not  positively  forbidden  it. 
This  explanatiOD,  I  consider,  more  due  to  myself  than  to  jou;  for, 
from  my  uncle's  greet  kindness  to  me  (to  whom,  on  his  first  coming 
to  the  Hall,  he  had  discovered  himself),  I  thought  it  only  right  to 
make  him  the  repository  of  the  only  secret  I  possessed — my  love 
for  you :  he,  in  the  most  generous  manner,  promised  to  do  all 
within  his  power,  and  that  was  much,  to  promote  our  marriage ; 
but  he  thought  your  jealous  temper  might  hereafter  cause  our  un- 
happiness,.and  therefore  wished  to  test  you  by  the  scene  at  the 
tournament — alas !  with  a  presentiment  that  has  been  but  too  fatally 
fulfilled.  I  tried  to  dissuade  him  from  it,  but  in  vain!  you  know 
the  result.  It  is  now  his  wish  that  I  should  accompany  him  to 
India — what  else  have  I  to  do?  I  have  never  yet  concealed  a  single 
feeling  of  mine  from  you,  and  therefore  will  not  do  it  now  even 
though  you  should  despise  me  for  my  weakness,  or  my  boldness. 
'^  Know  then,  that  for  three  weeks  I  have  delayed  our  departure, 
in  the  expectation,  nay,  in  the  hope  of  hearing  from  you  *,  this;, 
like  every  other  hope,;has  been  disappointed  :  I  do  not  upbraid 
you  for  it ;  why  should  I,  when  notwithstanding  all  that  is  past,  I 
cannot  feel  that  you  have  been,  that  is,  that  you  meant  to  be  unkind 
to  me? — no^  on  the  contrary,  I  know  you  would  serve  me  to-mor- 
row, and  for  that  reason,  I  am  going  to  make  you  a  request,  which 
is,  that  when  April  comes,  you  will  take  little  Blanche  Carlton  her 
poor  mother's  geranium,  which  the  Duchess  of  Arlington  took  to 
town ;  and  as  you  were  the  first  1o  rescue  both  the  poor  child  and 
the  little  plant,  I  need  not  tell  you  to  say  all  that  is  kind  to  the 
former  for  me,  when  you  give  her  back  the  latter.  And  now ;  good 
bye !  I  cannot  bless  you  more  at  parting  than  I  have  ever  done,  or 
than  I  shall  ever  do— but  I  make  no  promise,  and  I  ask  none. 
Cecil!  you  are  free!  and  if  I  am  fettered,  though  deserted,  it  is 
ftom  no  anticipation  of  the  future  \  fbr  my  uncle  has  forbidden  me 
henceforward,  on  pain  of  his  displeasure,  to  hear  from  or  write  to 
you  -,  but  because  the  past  cannot  be  effaced  fh>m  (he  heart  of 

Theresa  Manners." 

To  say  that  Cecil's  breath  came  thick  and  short,  and  that  a  dealii- 
like  paleness  over-tpread  his  face,  when  he  read  this  letter,  is  to 
say  nothing  :  there  are  two  sorts  of  death— the  one  is  physical,  and 
the  debt  we  must  all  pay  to  nature ;  the  other  is  moral,  and  inflicted 
by  despair,  which  annihilates  all  things  but  a  sense  of  its  own 
misery  :  and  no  sooner  had  he  read  Theresa's  letter,  than,  morally 
speaking,  he  ceased  to  exist;  for  beyond  a  dense  conciousness  of 
intense  agony,  Cecil  Howard  knew  nothing;— he  mechanically 
took  up  Marmaduke's  letter— but  the  characters  seemed  (o  flit  about 
like  so  many  '  ignes  fatui,'  and  mockingly  elude  all  his  attempts  at 
fixing  them. 
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"Gone!  gone!  and  forever!  for  ever!"  reiterated  he,  as  his 
eyes  wandered  over  Marmaduke's  letter  which  ran  as  follows : 

."  My  dear  Howard, 

"  The  enclosed  is  a  month  old ;  but  it  was  the  poor  child's  wish 
that  it  should  not  be  forwarded  to  you,  till  she  had  been  that  time 
gone-,  she  said  it  was  something  you  were  to  do  about  a  plant  of 
poor  Blanche  Carlton's  (good  child  that),  and  I  suppose  she  was 
afraid  of  your  forgetting  it  if  you  got  the  message  too  soon.  I  won- 
der, Cecil,  you  never  fell  in  love  with  Theresa?  I  think  I  should 
at  your  age  ^  and  yet  I  don't  know — ^it  is  better  not,  for  love  is  all 
^S — d  nonsense,  or  something  worse ;  and  if  the  woman  you  love 
is  not  a  jade,  why  Fortune  is,  and  it  comes  to  the  same  thing ;  to 
say  nothing  of  the  Fates  being  old  women,  and  therefore,  like  all 
other  old  women,  confoundedly  in  the  way  on  all  occasions ; — so 
after  all,  you  had  better  not  fall  in  love— no,  no !  fall  into  the  fire 
or  into  the  sea,  or  anything  else  you  please— 4>ut  don't  fall  in  love. 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  ever  since  that  poor  dear  child  has 
left  us,  the  house  seems  too  small  for  me  \  I  think  the  lobsters  must 
feel  much  the  same  as  I  do  now  when  they  cast  their  shells,  and 
get  under  the  rocks  ^  for  everything  hurts  me,  or,  if  it  doesn't,  I 
know  it  will. 

"There  is  one  comfort  though,  that  Lionel  Manners  is  a  good 
fellow,— "however  he  came  to  be  so, — ^but  I  suppose  it  was  by  help- 
ing himself  in  a  lump  to  all  the  goodness  that  was  intended  to  be 
farmed  out  among  the  whole  family — always  excepting  Theresa's 
share— but  he's  got  that  too,  now  that  he  has  got  her.  I  tell  you 
what,  Howard,  it  does  not  do  to  live  too  long,  for  if  you  are  ob- 
stinate, and  won't  leave  the  world,  the  world  will  leave  you.  Talk- 
ing of  leaving,  there  is  McPhin,  who  was  absent  without  leave,  for 
a  whole  six  weeks;  and  just  as  I  began  to  fear  that  this  time  he  had 
been  drowned  in  good  earnest,  one  fine  morning  he  arrives  in  a 
machine  like  the  ark  upon  wheels;  and,  after  Mademoiselle  had 
screamed  herself  black  in  the  face,  and  he  bad  stuffed  himself  ditto, 
and  my  brother  had  vowed  he'd  discharge  him,  and  his  fury  at 
length  subsided,  after  having  burst  forth  in  a  hurricane  of  Algerines 
on  poor  Mac's  devoted  head,  the  latter  informed  me  that  he  had 
had  a  narrow  escape  the  morning  of  the  tournament  of  being  ar- 
rested on  account  of  moneys  lent  to  Mr.  Town ;  and  I  shrewdly 
suspect,  from  Romulus's  alarm  when  I  told  him  this,  that  the 
feUow  has  also  gulled  him  to  a  considerable  amount.  I  wish,  there- 
fore, you  would  keep  an  ^ye  upon  the  reptile,  now  that  you  are  in 
London ,  or  this  sea-horse  hobby  of  poor  Romulus's  may  engulph  him . 

"  News  there  is  none  here,  except  that  marriage  is  the  worst 
epidemic  we  have  had  since  the  cholera;  and  the  final  symptoms 
are  much  the  same ;  for  in  both  cases  people  end  by  being  sick, 
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aj|d  looking  Miie.  Mrs.  Fme  is  to  baoome  Mbrs.  Duim  *,  and  Archy, 
tired  of  being  a  iinner,  is  to  turn  pubUcan,  and  opens  ibe  London 
campaign  as  landlord  of  the  Bear  and  Bee-hive  in  Drury  Lane. 

^^  Report,  and  my  sister  Prudence  say,' that  Miss  Anna  Martha 
DamneiDall,  is  to  turn  into  Mrs.  Alonso  Tripe^  at  tho  same  4ime 
that  caterpillars  tarn  into  butterflies ;  and  Lucy'^  King-fishing  ends 
this  day  week,  when  the  silly  pair  set  off  for  Paris,  wheri^  my  bro- 
ther talks  of  j<rining  thorn  in  Ai^ust.  And  now  you  have  all  our 
news,  so  pray  send  me  some  of  yours ;  and,  dwye  all,  teii  mo  when 
you  Chink  our  poor  friend  Carlton  will  be  able  to  act !  and  wliether 
be  is  not  b  little  elated  at  the  great  success  of  Iris  book?  Tell  him  Lord 
John  wrote  to  me  ex  (^cioy  desiring  to  know  if  he  might  not  pro- 
claim the  real  author?  as  the  burden  of  its  fame  was  becomii^  too 
^  great  a  respoosibility  for  him!  I  said  no-Hiot  yet;  but  that  if  it 
W(»]ld  be  any  relief  to  him,  he  might  own  himself  the  author  of  Ju- 
Qius's  Letters! 

^^  I  wish  you  were  baek  Moongst  us.  I  wish  things  were  as  they 
were;  tliat  is,  I  wish  I  was  not  so  miserable.  Again  I  say,  send 
ne  sofiia  news ;  bat  1  also  say,  as  Pliny  said  to  Caiestrius  Tiro,  ^  If 
possible,  let  it  be  something  that  is  quite  new ;  somewhat  that  is 
surprinngly  great  I'  I  (ell  you  beforehand,  Uiat  it  mmk  be  no 
manner  of  thing  that  I  have  ever  yet  heard,  or  ever  yet  read;  for 
whole  heaps  of  notions,  both  from  oien  and  books,  are  at  my  own 
Angers*  ends,  and  ready  enough  to  assist  me ;  hot,  ates !  aU  of  ihem 
put  together  signify  not  one  straw  to  flie  present  afflictioe  of  your 
affectionate  cousin, 

Marmaduks  Bubble. 
Bubble  Haffl,  March  the  19th,  181—. 

GecU  was  sitting  with  this  letter  in  his  hand,  gazing  on  vacancy, 
with  a  look  ft'om  which  all  inteHigehce  had  fled,  when  the  duke  en- 
tered. 

*'  Howard,"  said  he,  "is  that  letter  about  the  Cinque  Ports  gone?" 

"  Gone !  yes,  for  ever — ^for  ever — and  I  am  the  *  cause!'  replied 
he,  in  a  hollow  and  broken  voice  \  his  elbow  was  resting  on  the 
table,  and  as  he  sat  sideways,  with  his  face  partly  hid,  (he  duke 
had  not  on  entering  perceived  his  vnld  and  haggard  look,  but  at 
once  surprised  and  alarmed  by  the  tone  of  his  voice,  he  now  walked 
round,  and  taking  his  hand,  said — 

**  Howard,  you  are  not  well?" 

"Not  well-^not  well— is  not  the  wind  fair  for  India?  and  yet,'' 
added  he,  pressing  his  heart  forcibly  with  his  hands,  "  I  thought  aU 
the  t^mpests  in  the  world  were  raging  hero^then  how  can  they  be 
there?  Hush!  listen— they  are  laughing— laughing !  still  at  that 
horrid  tournament  ^  and  yet  sec  how  the  white  manes  of  those  wild 
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sea-horses  lash  and  foam,  and  ptamge !  And  it  was  I—//  dfovelier 
into  ttie  midst  of  them — ^but  not  to  kill  her — no,  not  to  kill  her — 
the  rattle  you  hear  is  in  my  throat  not  in  hers — no,  no  I  angels  will 
take  her  spirit  in  a  dream.  Death  «omes  only  for  suoh  «s  me,  but 
in  fire  not  ice,  as  they  would  make  one  think.  Seel  see!  how  he 
burns  me  here !''  and  he  pointed  to  his  temples. 

^'Poor  fellow !''  said  the  duke,  as  with  one  hand  he  fell  Cecil's 
pulse,  and  with  the  other  rang  the  bell,  io  send  for  a  physieian. 
^^  Poor  fellow !  he  is  in  a  brain  fever/' 

This  was  precisely  the  case  ^  and  for  two  monUiS  Gertrude  Howard 
watched  over  her  brother,  with  little  or  no  hope  of  his  recovery ; 
and  when  he  did  begin  to  mend  it  was  so  slowly,  aod  he  appeared 
such  a  complete  wreck  in  body  and  mind,  that  his  ft-iends  began  to 
fear  be  would  never  again  be  what  he  had  been. 

The  duke's  kindness  seemed  to  augment  as  Cecil's  power  of  being 
useful  had  decreased ;  and  with  that  delicaey  of  tact,  which  nothing 
but  genuine  good  feeling  can  give,  made  it  appear  his  personal 
wish  that  Howard  should  get  into  Parliament.  The  line  he  had 
chalked  out  for  him  he  knew  must  awaken  his  energies,  while  the 
success  that  could  not  fail  to  attend  the  very  brilliant  ts^ents  he  pos- 
sessed, would  imperceptibly  to  himself  rouse  his  ambition.  Nor 
was  the  duke  mistaken  in  the  result  of  his  benevolent  stratagem ; 
for,  as  Cecil's  feelings  towards  him  amounted  to  little  less  Hian  ido- 
latry, every  faculty  was  strained  Io  the  uttermost  when  be  thought 
that  it  was  his  wishes  he  was  promoting ; — and  if  any  glow  resem- 
bling pleasure  could  be  said  to  have  glanced  aoross  his  heart,  since 
the  day  he  had  received  Theresa's  letter,  it  was  on  ttie  night  of  his 
own  very  brilliant  maiden  speech,  not  indeed  at  the  enthuslAsm  that 
very  cold  and  earthly  assembly  the  House  of  Commons  was  roused 
into,  hut  by  the  cordial  sincerity  of  the  duke's  assurances,  that  since 
the  gone-by  days,  when  the  very  air  was  made  eloquent  by  real 
oratory,  he  had  hoard  nothing  within  those  walls  approaching  Io  it 
till  that  night. 

Even  Lord  John  Bubble  contributed  his  quota  of  applause  by  as- 
suring him  that,  had  he  had  an  idea  that  be  was  so  good  a  speaker, 
he  would  have  provided  for  him  on  the  Whig  interest  long  ago  ^ 
while  Mr.  Town  echoed  his  patron's  sentiments,  adding  the  follow- 
ing; sentence  of  original  matter  :  ''  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Howard, 
sir,  with  your  talents,  it  was  a  shame  to  desert  the  family  politics, 
and  go  over  to  the  enemy ! " 

In  a  word,  Cecil  became  the  fashion,  which  he  attributed  qoite 
as  much  to  his  '  pied  h  terre '  being  Arlington  House  as  to  anything 
else  J  at  all  events^  he  knew  that  success,  not  merit,  is  the  test  that 
wins  popular  applause  more  even  in  the  Game  of  Life  than  in  science, 
arts,  and  literature 3  and  that  the  observation  Petronius  Arbiter  puts 
into  the  mouth  of  Eumolpus  in  reference  to  the  bad  poets  of  his 
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lime,  is  applicable  io  all  humaD  careers  '.  Besides,  there  are  dif- 
ferent sets  of  feelings  for  every  sphere  and  circumstance  of  life; 
and  that  success,  however  brilliant,  which  touches  not  the  ruling 
passion^  forms  but  an  imperfect  circle  in  the  heart,  wherein  the 
one  hiatus  mars  all. 

The  image  of  Theresa,  lost  to  him  for  ever,  was  the  skeleton  that 
obtruded  itself  at  every  banquet  that  ambition  prepared  for  him  ] 
for  the  brightest  wreaths  that  fame  ever  twined,  to  which  love  has 
added  no  roses,  breathe  more  of  cypress  than  of  bays.  Still,  by 
degrees,  the  "bubble  reputation''  began  to  have  charms  for  him-, 
for  through  it  he  began  to  hope  that  he  might  redeem  himself  in 
Theresa's,  or  rather  in  hernincle's  opinion  •,  and  from  that  hour  a 
healthy  and  well-regulated  spirit  was  the  impetus  of  all  his  exer- 
tions; till,  one  day,  about  a  year  and  a  half  after  her  departure  for 
India,  Sir  Romulus  informed  him,  with  a  very  triumphant  air, 
4hat  she  was  about  to  be  married  to  a  rich  nabob.  From  that  mo- 
ment, his  heart  became  darkened  and  heavy  •,  for  whatever  or 
whoever  we  overrate,  we  sow  the  seeds  of  disappointment  within 
ourselves,  which  only  want  time  to  mature  5  and  Cecil  had,  as  it 
appeared,  overrated  Theresa's  constancy  to  him. 

But,  blessings  on  Nature  when  she  invented  indignation!  It  has 
saved  many  a  heart  from  breaking :  it  is  to  the  living  what  Egyptian 
embalming  is  to  the  dead ;  it  enables  them  to  endure  and  to  defy 
all  contingencies.  Remove  it,  and  the  sternest  heart  will  soon  fall  a 
prey  to  external  influences  •.  From  that  hour  Cecil  toiled  more 
indefatigably  than  ever;  but  his  spur  was  that  false  ambition  which 
grasps  at  power,  in  order  to  rule  and  to  be  feared. 

Among  the  most  assiduous  of  Cecil's  adulators,  as  his  fame  in- 
creased, was  Colonel  Dragglefar ;  he  was  unremitting  in  services 
and  attentions,  of  which  Mr.  Howard  was  in  no  possible  want, 
but  quite  the  contrary;  for  these  sort  of  coals-to-Newcaslle  and 
dJamonds-to-Golconda  favours  are  exceedingly  troublesome  and 
oppressive.  Nay,  such  was  Colonel  Dragglefar's  paternal  feeling 
towards  Cecil,  that  when  "listening  senates"  applauded  him,  and 
sweet  voices  echoed  his  fame,  the  worthy  veteran  has  been  heard 
and  seen,  either  in  the  lobby  of  the  House  of  Commons,  or  on  the 
Toumay  carpet  of  a  crowded  saloon,  to  thump  his  stick  (a  substantial 
weapon,  somewhat  thicker  than  that  tariffed  by  law  for  the  beating 
of  wives)  on  the  floor,  and  exclaim,  with  tears  in  his  eyes  : 

"  Egad!  sir,  it  was  I  who  taught  the  boy.  When  he  used  to 
come  home  from  Eton,  I  used  to  take  delight  in  teaching  him 

'  Ego,  inquit,  Poela  sum,  et  spero,  non  hibnilUmi  spiritus ;  si  modo  coroms  aUquid 
credendum  est,  quas  etiam  ad  imperitos  deftrre  gratia  solet," 

»  A  gentleman,  just  retarned  from  Egypt,  told  the  author,  that  doubting  the  miraculous 
effects  attributed  to  the  ancient  modes  of  embalming,  he  took  a  mummy,  two  ihousana 
years  old,  plunged  it  into  a  warm  bath  till  all  the  bitumen  was  detached  from  it,  when  tfce 
flesh  instantly  plumped  up  like  that  of  a  living  person,  and  in  a  few  hours  was  m  a  sttw 
of  decomposition. 
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elocqtion,  and  making  him  what  he  is ! ''  The  incredulous  ^^  is  it 
possible ! "  that  generally  followed  this  assertion  only  elated  the 
gallant  officer  the  more^  by  conyincing  him  that  no  one  knows 
what  they  dp  till  the  world  discovers  it. 

Colonel  Dragglefar  also  began  to  stir  himself  indefatigably  about 
Cecil  Howard's  promotion ;  but  unfortunately  for  the  expenditure 
of  so  much  benevolence,  the  Duke  had  anticipated  him!  Alas! 
alas!  philanthropy  places  a  man  on  the  horns  of  many  a  dilemma. 
Carlton  bad  been  acting  for  about  a  year  with  wonderful  success 
at  Drufy  Lane,  drawing' unpacked  and  overflowing  houses  every 
night.  Guzzlecat  had  never  condescended  to  go  and  see  him,  al- 
though for  his  friend  Mr.  McEverpuff's  sake,  he  daily  and  weekly 
wrote  the  most  slashing  philippics  against  his  acting. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Colonel  Dragglefar  was  of  course  a 
puplic  worshipper  of  Mr.  McEverpuff,  because  being  more  of  a 
Ghebir  than  a  Persian,  it  was  not  so  much  the  rising  sun  as  the 
sun  that  had  risen,  which  he  worshipped ;  consequently,  to  Carlton 
hiniself  and  among  the  Arlington  House  set,  he  was  lavish  of  his 
praises;  but  when  he  found  himself  in  mixed  assemblies,  or  among 
a  majority  of  McEverpuffites,  he  either  preserved  a  discreet  silence, 
or  recanted  in  toto  the  previous  admiration  he  had  imprudently 
bestowed  upon  Carlton. 

Among  tbe  events  of  the  last  eighteen  months  were  Lady  Annette 
Loveirs  marriage  with  Sir  Headworth  Clavering,  and  Lord  St. 
Quinten's  appointment  to  the  Governor-Generalship  of  India.  A 
year  after  the  former  event,  Lady  Annette  presented  her  husband 
with  a  son,  to  the  great  joy  of  his  father,  whose  enormous  wealth 
was  not  now  likely  to  be  divided  among  distant  branches  of  his 
family. 

One  morning  that  Cecil  had  ridden  out  to  see  Carlton,  and  con- 
gratulate him  upon  his  more  than  usual  success  on  the  preceding 
night,  he  mentioned,  among  other  news  of  the  day,  the  arrival  of 
the  Clavering's  young  heir.  One  of  those  sudden  and  convulsive 
changes,  which  occasionally,  and  to  Cecil  unaccountably,  overspread 
Carlton's  face,  ensued  upon  the  mention  of  this  circumstance. 

'^  I  wonder,''  said  the  latter,  at  length,  stopping  short  in  bis 
hurried  pace  up  and  down  the  room,  ^Mf  it  would  be  possible  to 
get  those  people  to  come  and  see  me  act?" 

"Very  possible,"  replied  Cecil;  "but  will  you  meel  them  at 
dinner  some  day?" 

"No,  no,— no  dinners  ;  I  hate  what  is  called  society  of  every 
description." 

"My  dear  fellow,  forgive  me  for  saying  that  I  think  you  are 
wrong,  for  Blanche's  sake  hereafter,  so  entirely  to  give  way  to  that 
repugnance,"  urged  Cecil. 
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''BiaQOlie's  sakehefeafter/'  imised  Caritoti  -,  *•  ^no,  thai  is  all  settled, 
but  it  must  be—" 

"What  must  be?" 

"  NoihiDg — nothiDg;  I  was  mere^  (binkiog  of  the  new  crown 
I  haire  ordered  for  the  b^Dquet  sceiM  in  Macbeth ;  let  rae  see,  Lord 
SL  Quinlen  goes  to  India,  does  he  not?'' 

'^  He  does,"  said  Cecil,  biting  his  Hp,  and  turning  towards  the 
wind6w,  to  hide  the  painful  sensation  that  the  word  India  always 
created. 

About  a  week  after  the  abo?e  conversation  with  Carlton,  thh  Duke 
of  Arlington  entered  Cecil's  study  with  an  open  letter  in  his  hand, 
"  Howard,''  said  he,  as  he  closed  the  deor,  and  seated  himselTin  a 
vacant  library  chair,  "  I  am  going  to  be  magnanimous." 

*'  That  sentence,"  smiled  Cecil, "  contains  a  flagrant  grammatical 
error,  as  in  it  your  grace  has  confounded  the  past  and  the  present 
with  the  future,  for  you  have  never  been  any  thing  but  magnani- 
mous." 

'^Prettily  flattered,"  said  the  duke,  **  and  only  makes  my  mag^na- 
nimity  the  greater  \  but  to  be  serious.  Lord  Si.  Quinten  has  expressed 
a  wish  that  you  should  accompany  him  to  India  ^  for,  from  the 
great  talents  you  have  evinced  in  the  theoretical  sphere  of  debate, 
he  has  augured  greater  things  from  you  in  the  more  arduous  and 
practical  one  of  action  ^  therefore,  should  your  views  and  wishes 
coincide  with  his,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  IwiH  wave  my  own,  for 
your  mutual  good,  and  that  of  the  country." 

/^  Kindness  and  generosity  on  the  part  of  your  grace  are  things 
so  familiar  to  me,''  replied  Cecil,  ^Mhat  they  excite  no  feeling 
beyond  that  ordinary  and  fixed  gratitude  I  roust  ever  entertain 
towards  you;  but  while  I  admire,  I  cannot  emulate  your  dis- 
interestedness, and  therefore,  feeling  no  inclination  to  accept  Lord 
St.  Quentin's  offer,  must  beg  to  decline  it." 

The  dnkc's  penetration^ was  at  no  loss  to  perceive,  that  tbe 
haughty  flush  (hat  accompanied  Howard's  refusal  of  this  proposition, 
arose  from  a  very  different  origin  ttian  Lord  St.  Quinten,  or  any 
thing  connected  with  him ;  for  which  reason,  without  asking  any 
explanation  of  his  motives,  he  merely  rejoined,  "Well,  although 
I  am  the  gainer  by  your  decision,  I  cannot  but  regret  it,  as  I  am 
of  St.  Quinten's  opinion,  that  it  would  afford  a  scope  worthy  of 
your  talents." 

"Talents,"  said  Cecil,  with  a  faint  smile,  "which  have  no 
existence,  I  fear,  but  in  your  grace's  imagination  •,  at  all  events,  it 
would,  In  an  probability,  be  with  me  as  Kennet  observes  it  was  with 
the  gladiators,  who,  though  inured  to  a  desperate  kind  of  cooibal, 
made  but  an  incfifferent  figure  whenever  the  necessity  of  the  times 
catted  them  into  the  Roman  armies.'^ 
"  I'll  not  dispute  your  modesty,"  said  the  duke,  "since  it  is  all 
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in  mr  fiiTOor ;  so  I  most  only  modify  Loid  St  QuiiifMi*s  disii|ip€fDl^ 
ment  aft  teuoh  as  possiUa/'  added  he,  Itavfaig  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

'VAqjomd'bai  le  pariement  ne  failrieii.-4]'est  ce  qn'il  peat 
faire  de  mieax.'*— £e  Chartvafi  dujeudi  9  Jasrier  1M0. 

**  He  put  bis  self  all  a  board  of  a  ship, 
A  forrin  counirie  for  to  see." 

The  Loving  BaUaA  of  lord  Baleman^ 


THB  BtTBBLB  FAMILY  GO  TO  PABIS.— •AKTICIPATOftT  PBBCAUTIOIfS  OF  SIB  BOMULUS  PBB- 
TI0U8  TO  THAT  BVKKT.— MISFOBTUHIS  OF  MISS  FRUDKNCB  OH  BOABD  THB  MOHABCH  , 
WHIBI  IH  HBB  WAT  TO  8BS  TBS  L10HS»  TBBT  POUTBLT  SAW  HBi  THB  THOmU  IT 
OOMUiC  TO  8BB  HIB, 

It  was  (he  begiDoiog  of  August,  and  that  time  which  had  hitherto 
l)eeB  bestowed  on  Government  was  now  devoted  to  grouse^  In  a 
word,  Parliament  was  up,  and  the  members  down  at  the  moors.  As 
lovers  are  proverbially  great  bores  to  every  person  in  the  world 
but  one,  we  will  leave  Mr.  Howard  for  some  time,  to  red  tape, 
wove  paper,  and  his  own  reflections,  while  we  follow  his  iUustrioaa 
kinsman,  Sir  RomulQS,  in  his  trip  to  that  Paradise  of  women,  Pur- 
gatory of  horses,  and  Inferno  of  husbands^Paris. 

For  several  months  had  the  note  of  preparation  sounded,  before 
the  family  at  tlie  Hall  coirid  be  got  under  weigh.  At  length,  Sir 
Romulus's  final  arrangement  was  completed,  in  the  shape  of  a 
highly  emblazoned  and  interminable  map  of  the  sub-marine  rail- 
road, intended  as  a  present  to  His  Majesty  Louis  Philippe,  and  of 
such  ponderous  dimensions  as  almost  to  require  a  travelliog-ear- 
riage  lo  itself.  This,  with  a  large  chest  of  (Hinted  prospectuses  of 
the  plan,  lieaded— ^^  Private  and  confidential,''  and  protocoFd---^ 
"  disseminate  this  every  whore,"  in  Sir  Romuhis's  own  hand-wri- 
ting, being  at  length  packed,  th€|.  family  started  on  the  morning  of 
the  twelfth  of  August,  in  four  otrriages,  for  Bath,  as  Sir  Romnhis, 
who,  even  in' his  worship  of  Hygeia,  liked  to  be  out  of  the  common, 
had  taken  it  into  his  head  that  at  Paris  he  should  become  exceedingly 
bilious,  and  had,  therefore,  determined  upon  undergoing  a  course 
of  the  Bath  waters,  previous  to  his  departure.  Add  to  which,  it  was 
his  intention  to  depoiiit  Mrs.  Manners  with  an  old  friend  of  hers, 
in  Sldiiey-Place,  as  he  naturally  enough  thought  that  Bubble  Hall 
would  be  too  dull  even  for  eighty-nine,  when  they  had  all  left  it. 

L^dy  Bubble  had  also  her  preparations  to  make.  She  had  been 
in  Paris  twice— once  at  the  Peace  of  Amiens,  in  1802,  and  again  at 
the  general  Peace,  in  1814 — when  she  had  imported,  not  only  a 
quantity  of  finery,  but  also  a  large  supply  of  the  printed  fashions  of 
those  two  eras  ^  from  these  gone-by  modes,  she  had  taken  care  to 
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replenish  ber  wardrobe,  before  her  departure,  BotwithstaDdiDg  the 
accurate  descriptions  her  daaghter,  Mrs.  King,  continued  to  send 
her  of  the  reigning  fashions,  so  that,  instead  of  the  Brebis  now 
worn,  her  ladyship's  bonnets  were  admirable  imitations  of  chimney- 
tops,  surmounted  by  flower-pots;  and  the  Burnous  of  the  present 
day  she  superseded  with  the  short-waisted  crimson  or  y^ow  silk 
spencer  of  the  past. 

Miss  Prudence,  with  a  deeper  philosophy,  busied  herself^-not 
about  external  things— but  eyinced  a  great  deal  of  resignation— 
having  ascertained  beyond  a  doubt  that  roast  beef— aye,  and  roast 
turkeys,  too— were  now  to  be  had  in  Paris  for  the  asking — and  of 
the  excellence  of  the  brandy  there  could  be  no  doubt,  as  Dr.  Bamn- 
email  had  requested  her  to  send  him  some  over.  Cosmo  had  been 
assured  by  his  father  that  sight-seeing  should  supersede  study  while 
he  was  in  Paris,  and  Mademoiselle  Perpignon  conjured  up  to  him 
cool  visions  of  ice  in  summer,  and  warm  ones  of  roast  chestnuts  in 
winter. 

Marmaduke  had  his  remniseences  of  the  choice  old  books  to  be 
got  on  the  'Quai  Malaquais  and  Qua!  Yoltaire,'  and  felt  as  comfort- 
able as  he  had  been  able  to  do  since  Theresa's  departure.  Miss  Lo- 
cretia,  who  dreaded  the  fi*eedom  of  Parisian  manners,  and  had 
vague  notions  that  she  should  meet  the  goddess  of  reason  parad- 
ing through  the  streets,  had  decided  upon  remaining  with  Mrs. 
Manners ;  so  that  every  one  was  satisGed  except  Mr.  McPhin,  who, 
fearing  ttiat  ail  French  women  might  be  equally  inflammable  and 
demonstrative  with  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  already,  in  imagina- 
tion, felt  himself  B^chamerd  hy  the  attentions  of  the  Parisian  ladies. 

Sir  Romulus  uttered  but  one  bon  mot  during  this  journey ;  but, 
as  it  not  only  lasted  htm  the  whole  way  to  Bath,  but  served  him 
every  day  for  the  fortnight  he  remained  there,  we  will  repeat  it. 
On  leaving  Slirewsbury,  as  they  were  slowly  descending  Pride 
Hill,  he  observed  several  loose  stones  and  large  pieces  of  earth  roll- 
ing down  in  the  suite  of  the  carrisy^es,  whereupon,  turning  to  Lady 
Bubble,  as  he  pointed  to  therunaway#arth,  he  facetiously  remarked,— 

"  My  dear !— my  dear !  Pride  shall  have  a  fall !  Pride  shall  have 
a  fail !''  and  then,  elevating  his  voice,  he  screamed  into  Mrs.  Mao- 
ners's  ear,— "Ma'am,  you  must  not  forget  to  tell  your  friend,  Lady 
Pamperpug,  that  Pride  shall  have  a  fall !" 

"  Oh,  thin,  endadel  Romuluth,  I'ill  do  no  thuth  thing,''  said  the 
old  lady ;  "  for  poor  Lady  Pamperpug  never  wath  proud  in  her  life.'' 

"  My  dear,  your  mother  is  getting  terribly  old  and  stupid," 
mumbled  Sir  Romulus,  'sotto  voce,'  to  his  sposa;  "wit  is  quite 
thrown  away  upon  her,  but  you  must  not  forget  to  teH  the  Pamper- 
pug that  pride  shall  have  a  fall !  Poor  Pamperpug,  he  was  one  of 
my  most  intimate  friends  before  the  old  lord  died,  who  was  a  \ery 
genteel  man  (!)  He  used  to  be  terribly  hard-up  for  money,  bat 
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always  full  of  fun.  I  remember  on  oae  occasion,  he  was  to  hare 
acied  al  the  Kilkenny  plays,  and  be  wrote  word  he  was  laid  up 
with  the  goot  and  could  not  come.  Shortly  after,  I  met  him  walk* 
ing  in  Dublin,  as  well  as  ever,  and  congratulated  him  upon  having 
recovered  from  his  recent  attack  of  gout.  ^Goul!  my  dear  fellow,' 
said  he,  *  are  you  mad?  I  never  had  the  gout  in  my  life.'  'Why, 
you  wrote  us  word  you  had.  Oh  by  G — ,  so  I  did,  for  who  the  d— I 
could  spell  rheumatism,  though  that  was  what  was  the  matter  with 
me ! '  Very  genteel  man !— very  genteel  man !  Pamperpug ;  and  as 
J  wish  to  shew  his  calamity  every  attention,  you  must  not  forget 
to  tell  her,  my  dear,  that  pride  shall  have  a  fall ! '' 

Nothing  remarkable  occurred  during  the  fortnight  that  the 
Bubble  family  remained  at  Bath,  as  Lady  Bubble  only  added  an- 
other to  the  ambulating  antique  female  frescos  that  haunt  its  streets, 
and  therefore  passed  unnoticed,  as  did  Sir  Romulus  among  the 
male  specimens.  Every  morning  while  he  was  paying  his  devoirs 
at  the  Court  of  Ring  Bladud,  in  order  efTectuaily  to  defy  the  embryo 
heart-burns  and  bilious  fevers  he  was  shortly  to  encounter  in  the 
shape  of  truffles  and  '  foie  gras.'  Miss  Prudence  took  a  cdnstitu^ 
tional  walk  through  the  market,  of  which  she  expressed  her  un- 
qualified approbation— at  the  same  time  giving  utterance  to  a  feaf 
that  she  should  see  nothing  like  it  abroad — a  circumstance  she 
should  regret  beyond  everything! 

The  old  lady  and  Miss  Lucretia  having  been  safely  deposited  with 
their  friend,  Lady  Pamperpug,  in  Sidney  Place ,  the  rest  of  the 
fannily  proceeded  et  eight  o'clock  of  a  fine  morning  in  the  middle 
of  August,  to  Southampton,  from  whence  they  were  to  sail  for 
Havre.  The  party  were  divided  as  follows : — Sir  Romulus,  Lady 
Bubble,  Miss  Betsy  and  Cosmo  were  in  one  carriage.  Mr.  McPhin, 
Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  Miss  Prudence,  and  her  maid,  Buzzard, 
in  another.  Marmaduke,  Trip,  and  his  books  in  a  third,  and  the 
rest  of  the  maids  and  valets  in  the  fourth;  but  as  Miss  Prudence 
could  not  possibly  undertake  so  long  a  journey  without  a  proper 
viaticum,  there  was  necessarily  a  delay  occasioned  in  her  departure, 
by  the  packing  of  ham  .and  chickens,  sherry,  and  Seltzer  water, 
which  caused  her  to  arrive  full  an  hour  and  a  half  later  at  South- 
ampton than  Sir  Romulus  and  his  suite,  whom  she  found  had 
sailed  by  an  earlier  packet,  leaving  word  that  she  should  come  by 
the  Monarch  which  was  to  sail  at  eight  in  the  evening. 

'•'•Oh  dear,"  said  she,  upon  receiving  this  intimation-,  '*Mis  so 
much  better,  for  now  we  shall  have  time  to  dine,  and  there  is  no* 
thing  so  bad  as  going  on  board  ship  without  food." 

Accordingly,  al  eight  o'clock  Miss  Prudence  and  a  very  substan- 
tial meal  embarked  in -the 'Monarch;  while,  from  Mademoiselle's 
extra  tenderness  of  manner,  Mr.  McPhin  felt  as  much  nausea  as 
if  he  had  been  already  half-seas  over;  and,  as  he  leant  languidly 
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over  the  side  of  the  vessel,  vbile  Mademoiselle  recommended  him 
to  try  some  sether,  a  sudden  darkness  seemed  to  overspread  his  coun^ 
tenance,  as  he  turned  somewhat  savagely  round,  and  ungallantly 
vociferated — '^  I  tell  ye  what,  mum,  the  more  you  torment  me,  by 
Jove  the  worse  it  will  be  for  you ! "  and  then  calling  loudly  for  the 
steward,  soon  gave  her  unequivocal  proofs  that  it  was  no  vague 
threat  that  he  had  uttered.  Meanwhile,  Miss  Prudence,  who  had 
despatched  Buzzard  to  get  her  berth  ready,  with  an  injunction  to 
be  sure  and  leave  plenty  of  hard  biscuits  in  it,  now  began  to  think 
of  turning  in  for  the  night,  when  she  was  unaccountably  alarmed 
by  a  terrific  roaring  of  wild  beasts.  "  Oh  dear !  '*  cried  she,  darting 
from  her  seat;  'Ms  that  the  steam-engine  or  the  sea  making  that 
terrible  noise?"  < 

^'  Neither,  marm,"  said  a  man  standing  near  the  forecastle,  in  a 
rough  jacket,  with  large  white  bone  buttons^  and  a  seal-skin  cap ; 
''  neither,  marm,  it  be  the  beastesses  a  calling  for  their  suppers.'' 

''What  do  you  mean?"  cried  Miss  Prudence,  in  additional 
alarm;  "you  don't  mean  to  say  that  they  have  got  any  beasts  on 
board  but  ourselves ? " 

"Yes,  I  do,  marm— I'm  a  taking  hover  hall  Wanhamburg's 
beasteses,  as  he's  a  going  to  hexibit  in  Paris." 

"  Oh  dear,  what  a  shame !  to  put  lions  and  Christians  together  on 
the  wide  ocean — arn't  you  dreadfully  afraid  to  travel  about  with 
such  creatures?" 

"  Bless  you,  no,  I  don't  care." 

"  Ah,  there  it  is — ^now  there's  where  you'll  come  to  your  destruc- 
tion ;  for  Don't-care,  you  know,  was  eat  up  by  the  lions." 

"  Was  he,  marm.  Tell,  then,  he  should  have  looked  and  gived 
them  no  supper,  as  I  do,  ven  they's  hobstroplus." 

"  Oh  dear,  but  that's  cruel,"  remonstrated  Miss  Prudence ;  "  I 
don't  hold  with  being  unkind  to  dumb  animals." 

Another  roar,  louder  than  the  first  from  the  wild  beasts,  seemed 
a  polite  indication  on  their  part,  that  she  had  made  a  slight  mistake 
in  calling  them  dumb  animals. 

"  Vould  you  like  to  come  and  ave  a  look  at  them,  marm? " 

"Oh  dear!  not  for  the  world— do  they  eat  much?" 

"  Don't  you  wish  they  may  get  it?  Lord  bless  ee,  they'd  heat  you 
if  so  be  as  you  vas  to  perwoke  them." 

Without  waiting  to  make  any  more  researches  into  Natural  His- 
tory, Miss  Prudence,  at  this  last  piece  of  information,  seized  the 
arm  of  the  stewardess,  who  was  passing  at  that  time,  and  imme- 
diately descended  into  the  cabin.  The  first  berth  she  looked  into, 
she  found  filled  with  tracts — this  was  a  "new  birth  unto  righleous- 
ness"  that  she  did  not  understand,  so  she  lifted  them  out  and  placed 
them  on  Ihe  sofa,  till  her  eye  was  attracted  by  one  entitled — "  Hooks 
and  Eyes  for  the  Garments  of  True  Believers,"  which  she  thought 
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\vould  just  suit  Dr.  Damnemall,  and  save  Archy  Dunn  a  great  deal 
of  work.  So>  without  any  reference  to  the  relative  positions  of 
^  meum'  and  '  tuum,'  she  transferred  it  to  her  bag,  and  then  pro- 
cee/led  to  undress,  carefUUy  pinning  her  button  mushroom  ^  che- 
velure'  to  the  curtain. 

^'  Oh  dear!  only  think,''  said  she,  as  she  herself  folded  up  her 
habit-shirt,  and  placed  her  large  dimity  pockets  under  the  pillow, 
while  Buzzard  ofiOciated  at  her  stays  ^  '^  only  think  there's  all  Yan 
Amburg's  lions  and  tigers  on  board.  I  call  it  quite  scandalous! 
Oovernment  ought  to  interfere.  I'll  write  to  Lord  John  and  tell  him 
to  bring  a  Bill  into  Parliament,  to  prevent  them  putting  Christians 
and  wild  beasts  together  in  this  way;  and  I'm  sure  Dr.  Damn- 
email  will  preach  about  it  when  he  hears  of  it.  Oh  dear !  that  is  such 
an  affecting  psalm  where  David  talks  of  delivering  his  darling  from 
the  lions.  I  wish  he  was  here  to  pray  for  us  to-night,  he's  such  a 
good  man  to  be  sure!" 

''  Which  ma'am,  David  or  the  doctor?"  said  Buzzard,  gaping  for 
information. 

^'Oh  the  doctor,  to  be  sure — not  that  I  mean  to  detract  from 
David,  but  then  I  know  more  about  the  doctor,  and  David  did 
things  that  I'm  confident  the  doctor  never  could  do." 

'^Indeed,  ma'am?" 

''Ah  you  know  what  a  good  man  he  is — don't  you.  Buzzard? 
but  just  get  the  essence  of  mustard  and  rub  my  shoulder,  for  I  feel 
terrible  rheumatic  to-night.  Dear  me,  what  was  that?  the  wind  or 
those  horrid  creatures  roaring  again?"  continued  Miss  Prudence, 
as  the  ship  gave  a  lurch  with  a  loud  creek,  and  a  sudden  gust  of 
wind  blew  out  the  candles. 

'^  It's  only  the  wind,  for  the  wind  is  rising  fast,  ma'am,  and  I  fear 
we  shall  have  a  terrible  rough  night  of  it^  for  there's  a  Merican 
gentleman  on  deck  who  seems  to  know  a  deal  about  the  weather, 
and  I  heard  him  tell  the  wild  beast  man,  so.  Steward— Missus— t 
steward— lights,  if  you  please." 

''Directly,  ma'am." 

"Have  you  seen  the  beasts,  ma'am?"  resumed  Buzzard. 

"Oh  dear,  no!  butdon't  begin  talking  about  themin  the  dark,  pray." 

"  Dear  me !  ma'am,  those  I've  seen  at  faira  seems  very  tame,  and 
I  suppose  they  are  all  alike." 

"No  such  thing;  there  are  not  two  animals  alike — that  you  see 
even  in  a  flock  of  sheep  \  the  features  are  totally  different— some 
have  long  tails,  and  some  short,  you  know ! " 

"Steward— oh— steward!"  groaned  a  gruff  voice  from  above; 
^ 'bran— oh— " 

"  Good  gracious  me !  I  do  believe  we  have  got  into  the  gentle- 
men's cabin  by  mistake !"  almost  screamed  Miss  Prudence,  "and 
here  am  I  all  undressed.  Put  on  my  cloak,  for  heaven's  sake ! ". 
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"Steward — oh — quick — another — oh  I"  r«groan€d  Ihe  roice 
from  ihe  upper  shelf :  and,  lo !  two  heavy  substances  came  pooncHng 
and  claltering  down  at  Miss  Prudence's  feet,  who  now  began  to 
scream  in  good  earnest  with  mingled  fright  and  pain,  as  she  felt 
some  sharp  claws  sticlc  in  her  arm.  .     • 

<^Sir!  messeer!  if  you  are  a  man,  or  a  gentleman^  or  even  a 
Frenchman,  don't  lie  groaning  np  there  selfishly  by  yourself,  while 
two  unprotected  females  are  being  torn  to  pieces  by  wild  beasis*— 
but  do  sometbing  lo  save  us !  ''  vociferated  she,  imploringly 
stretching  her  wigless  head  upward  in  the  darkness  to  the  supposed 
lord  of  the  creation  eHKuse. 

**  Ah,  do,  sir,  if  you  please,"  Seconded  Buazard;  "for  there  is 
something  broke  all  to  pieces  here!" 

Another  groan  was  the  only  reply  to  this  appeal,  and  another 
scream  from  Miss  Prudence,  louder  than  the  flrst,  as  the  steward 
entered  with  lights,  and  discovered  a  scene  not  very  easily  described 
—Miss  Prudence,  wigless  and  gownless,  with  a  large  porcupine, 
that  had  fallen  from  the  upper  berth,  digging  into  her  arm,  as  it 
was  writhing  from  the  pain  of  the  bottle  of  essence  of  mustard  that 
had  broken  in  iM  scramble  and  got  into  its  eyes-^Buzzard  on  the 
floor  at  her  feet,  with  one  half  of  a  bason  on  her  head  and  the  other 
half  in  fragments  in  her  lap,  while  above  sal  the  author  of  Ihe  tra- 
gedy, in  the  shape  of  a  figure  whose  genus  would  have  puzzled  the 
best  naturalist  living  :  a  Wellington  boot  appended  to  a  very  sub^ 
stantial  leg,  that  hung  out  over  the  berth  as  well  as  what  looked  like 
a  closely  buttoned  douMe-breasled  oloth  coat  and  very  stifif  white 
cravat,  seemed  to  intimate  that  it  banged  to  the  male  sex ;  Ihe 
enormously  large  red  face,  ditto  ears,  and  hay^oloured  moustache 
that  appeared  above  the  cravat,  would  have  also  favoured  this  sup- 
position^^but  that  they  were  in  their  turn  surmounted  by  a  very 
thickly  curled  flaxen  wig,  with  a  very  high  plait  at  the  back,  fastened 
up  by  an  equally  high  comb,  which  evidently  indicated,  that  notwith- 
standing the  symptoms  of  masculine  superiority  in  other  quarters, 
the  owner  of  the  Wellington  boots  was  also  an  aspirant  to  feminine 
graces.  On  one  of  its  elbows  this  Herculean  torso  leant,  while  with 
the  other  large,  bony,  freckled  hand,  that  was  covered  with  enorm- 
ously large  ^eal-rings,  it  grasped  a  bason,  which  when  the  stewardess 
had  removed  and  replaced  by  a  tumbler  of  brandy  and  wrater,  it 
cleared  its  throat,  and  in  a  fine  distinct  stentorian  voice,  spoke  as 
follows,  as  it  nodded  affably  down  upon  Miss  Prudence  and  Buzzard  : 

^'Ahem^-nahem— beg  pardon,  ladies— 'hope  there's  no  mischief 
done  —but  it's  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  ever  believed  in  sea  sickness. 
So  ho!  Jupiter,  you  d — i!  what's  the  matter  with  you ?— -Jupiter  is 
that  porcupine — I'm  taking  it  over  to  ray  brother,  who  has  a 
musenm  and  all  sorts  of  things  at  Paris.  So  ho  I  can  the  creature  be 
affected  by  the  sea,  that  it  wrillies  and  wriggles  so?— hasn't  run  into 
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your  arm,  has  it? — mere  scrai43h — bU  of  gold-beater's  skin  set  it  ail 
to  rights/' 

''  Oh  dear !  Tm  confident  it  will  be  tlie  death  of  me  1 1  ae^er  was 
so  used  in  my  life,"  gasped  Miss  Prudence,  as  Buszard,  with  ber 
hands  well  muffled  in  a  sbawl,  was  in  vain  endeafouring  to  detach 
the  remorseless- porcupine  from  her  mistress's  arm. 

*'  Jupiter,  be  quiet,  sir— well,  nefer  mind,  tl  canH  bo  hdped.  f 
think  I  heard  you  mention  Dr.  Damnemail  a  while  ago?" 

That  revered  name  $eeraed  to  act  hke  ao  electric  shock  upon 
Miss  Prudence,  who  giviag  a  sudden  jerk,  effectually  shook  off 
Jupil^r,  who  was  inslafitiy  conveyed  back  io  the  upper  regions  by 
the  stewardess.  Once  more  free,  and  revived  by  the  Doctor's 
name,  Miss  Prudence  began  to  entertain  a  more  favourable,  or 
rather  a  less  horrible  opinion  of  the  owner  of  (be  raascuiiiie  feel 
and  feminine  bead,  and  therefore  replied  : 

^'  Oh  dear !  do  you  know  hiai  ? " 

^^Not  I,''  replied  the  nondescript,  *^and  tiope  I  never  shall; but 
I've  a  fool  of  a  brotber--a  regular  milk^sop— a  feltow  who  wriies 
poetry  and  mends  pens^  who  is  making  iove  to  his  daugkder.  I 
dare  say  you  may  have  heard  of  him — Tripe — Alouso  Tripe.  Now, 
my  other  bmther  at  Paris,  Dr.  £paminondas  Tripe,  is  the  most 
scientific  man  of  the  day ;  his  galvanic  experiments  on  oiinor  ani- 
mals are  truly  wonderful.  I  have  seen  him  semi  a  {tea  so  high  np 
in  the  air,  that  it  never  came  down ;  and  I  am  taking  Jupiter  ovor 
to  be  i^alvanized.  If  you  are  goii)g  to'Paris,  I  shalt  be  happy  to 
introdooce  you  to  biin.  What  he  does  with  cats  is  perfectly  mira- 
culous—he once  made  a  dead  tabby  ramble  for  half  an  hour  upon 
a  houf^top-,  and  the  only  way  you  could  have  discovered  thai  it 
was  4^ad)  was  that  «1  allowed  ail  the  live  cats  to  pull  it  to  pieicQS 
withouft  retaliating,  afl^  which  my  brother  shot  it— oh— ste- 
ward— oh  I " 

Mademoiselle  Perpignon  now  deaeended,  looking  fat  and  lover- 
isb,  aiul  having  announced  that  the  sailors  had  predicted  a  v^ry 
rough  passage,  and  that  '^  Mee»lere  McPhin  was  very  mocij 
soffere,''  she  asked  for  a  looking  glaas,  and  afiier  ^xeliiming  '^Oh 
ciei ! ''  at  the  representation  it  made  to  her,  she  commenced  a  duet 
witti  Afiss  Tripe,  wbieh  lasted  till  Miss  Pructence  got  into  her 
berth,  where  she  rolled  ber  boa  round  her  head,  tying  Ibe  ends 
graceCuUy  under  her  chin,  as  she  declared  she  felt  a  draft  that  was 
cutting  her  throat.  At  length,  ail  was  hushed  but  the  storm,  whksb 
as  it  rose  to  an  alarming  degree,  seemed  only  Ho  rock  the  inmates 
of  the  ladies'  cabin  the  more  profoundly  to  sieep.  Meanwhile, 
poor  Mr.  McPbin  determined  upon  ^^  braying  the  winds*  and 
waves,''  not  indeed  for  ^^  Hero's  sake,"  buiior  bis  own,  as  he 
dreaded  going  down  below,  for  fear  of  again  encountering  Made- 
moiselle :  therefore,  he  had  the  full  benefit  of  tie  efl^ts  of  an  undue 
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quantity  of  brandy  and  water  imbibed  by  the  American  gentleman 
that  Buzzard  had  alluded  to,  who  was  now  pacing  the  deck  in  as 
great  a  storm  as  the  night,  at  the  steward's  haying  refused  to  supply 
him  with  any  more  of  that  exhilarating  beverage. 

^^I  come,"  hiccupped  he,  tolling  more  heavily  than  the  ship, 
''  I  come  from  a  land  of  liberty,  where  I  can  get  plain  brandy  for 
the  asking — and  I  come  to  a  Idnd  of  slavery,  where  I  can't  even  get 
br — andy  and  wa — water  by  paying  for  it !  Shame !  shame ! — but 
I'll  stop  the  cotton  trade — that's  what  111  do — ^if  they  grudge  the 
liquor,  we^ll  grudge  the  cotton — that's  what  we'll  do !— *no,  no,  we 
won't  cotton  to  the  English  any  more!  And  there's  that  chap, 
Captain  Marryat,  that  they  think  so  much  of— he'll  find  himself  in 
a  tarnation  frizzle  of  a  fix  the  next  time  he  shows  his  nose  in  the 
United  States,  I  can  tell  him !  and  I  should  like  to  know  how  he'll 
spin  out  a  book  without  cotton? — ho,  no,  no  more  than  I  can  act 
with  spirit  without  brandy ! — ^bul  I  will  though,  for  all  that. — Steady , 
steady- — my  man  ! "  said  he,  stumbling  against  Van  Amburgh's 
charge  d'afifaire,  "  you've  been  -making  a  beast  of  yourself— ^ 
shame!  shame! — ^it's  taking  the  bones  out  of  those  poor  animal's 
mouths ! " 

Now  it  so  happened,  that  the  American  was  right !.  the  keeper  of 
the  wild  beasts  was  in  a  high  state  of  exaltation ;  and  therefore, 
naturally  resented  the  personality  of  his  as^rtion ;  which  he  evinced, 
by  seizing  that  gentleman's  black  bear-skin  travelling  cap,  and 
vociferating  with  as  much  distinctness,  as  the  present  nature  of  the 
circumstances  under  which  he  laboured  would  allow  of— 

^'  You  says  as  I've  a-been  making  a  beast  of  myself  does  you? 
now  I'll  have  you  to  know  my  fine  feller,  as  I  never  allows  no  one 
but  the  lioness  to  say  as  I  am  addicted  to  lick^her!  ha !  ha !  ha !  or  I 
sarves  'em  according — so  here  goes,"  added  he,  kicking  the  un- 
offending bear-skin  cap  before  him,  like  a  foot-ball,  till  it  rolled 
down  the  cabin  steps ;  where,  in  the  ardour  of  the  chase,  he.followed 
it,  believing  in  the  confhsed  state  of  his  vision  and  ideas,  that  it  was 
a  young  tiger  that  had  made  its  escape. 

As  all  this  occurred  about  half-past  four  in  the  morning,  the 
inmates  of  the  ladies  cabin,  including  the  stewardess,  were  still  in 
a  profound  slumber,  so  that  the  cap-hunter  entered  unmolestedly  -, 
but  having  fallen  over  the  object  of  his  pursuit  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs,  he  thought  it  better  to  proceed  in  quest  of  that  unknown 
something,  which,  most  of  us,  even  in  our  sober  senses,  are  apt  to 
follow*,  accordingly,  amid  the  darkness  visible,  the  first  point  of 
resistance  he  made  for,  was  Miss  Prudence's  berth,  into  which  he 
aliaost  tumbled,  seizing  hold  of  the  ends  of  her  boa  to  break  his  fall ; 
which  mistaking  in  his  oblique  state  of  sensation,  for  the  mane  of 
the  lioness,  he  tugged  away  at  it,  till  he  nearly  strangled  the  un- 
fortunate lady  to  wkom  it  belonged,  exclaiming  all  the  while— *' so 
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my  old  Bucbess  I've  caught  you  have  I,  though  the  youug  one  has 
escaped  me!'' 

^'Oh  dear!  oh  dear!''  screamed  Miss  Prudence,  awaking  half 
suffocated — "the  wild  beasts  are  tearing  me  to  pieces — the  monster's 
claws  are  on  my  throat  I" 

"Eh,  what's  the  matter?"  thundered  Miss  Tripe  in  her  turn, 
waking  up,  "Jupiter!  what  are  you  at?  can't  you  let  the  old  woman 
alone?  eh,  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter?"  and  out  flew  the  Wel- 
lington boot,  which,  coming  suddenljr  in  contact  with  Mr.  Peter 
Ghaffing'«  eye,  (the  name  of  the  tutor  of  Messieurs  les  Animaux) 
caused  him  to  fall  back  t)n  the  floor,  and,  by  so  doing,  to  relal  his 
grasp  of  poor  Miss  Prudence's  throat  *,  making,  however,  a  grapple 
at  her  wig,  which  was  pinned  to  the  curtain,  and  conveying* it  by 
way  of  a  victorious  trophy  to  his  pocket. 

"  Oh !  it's  only  a  man,"  said  Miss  Tripe,  looking  down  upon  the 
fallen  hero,  and  complacently  twitching  her  un-nightcapped  wig  a 
little  more  to  the  right. 

"Oil  done?"  inquired  Mademoiselle,  starting  up  in  her  berth, 
* '  Monsieur  McPheen,  esl-ce  vous  ?" 

"A  man! "  re-screamed  Miss  Prudence,  "  oh  dear!  that's  infr- 
nitely  worse  than  I  thought  it  was — the  wild  beasts  might  have  been 
accident*,  but  this  is  evidently  a  black  design,  to  ruin  the  reputation 
of  an  unprotected  female,  'cause  he  knew  neither  of  my  brothers 
were  with  me ;  Lucretia  was  right — the  French  are  a  most  profligate 
set,  no  woman's  reputation  is  safe !" 

"  111  guarantee  your's  to  the  amount  of  the  national  debt,  unless 
they  seize  it  at  the  custom-house,"  thundered  Miss  Tripe,  as  she  gave 
a  loud  yawn,  and  completed  the  toilet  she  had  commenced  on  her 
wig,  by  pulling  out  the  ends  of  her  cravat  at  arm's-length,  and  re- 
tying  them. 

Miss  Prudence,  who  was  always  'au  pied  de  la  lettre'  in  every- 
thing, now  started  up  in  her  turn,  and  seizing  her  pockets,  as  though 
she  thought  it  was  there,  exclaimed — "but  can  they  seize  it 
though?" 

"No,  no  I  duty  will  always  save  it,  or  a  little  skilful  cunning  pass 
it  through  the  Customs  of  any  country  •,"  ha !  ha'd  Miss  Tripe,  now 
tucking  up  her  habit,  protruding  both  her  Wellington  boots  over 
the  berth,  and  springing  down  upon  the  floor,  with  an  energy  that 
shook  the  cabin,  and  roiled  Mr.  Peter  Chaffing  to  the  other  end  of  it. 

"Well!  now  that's  what  I  call  scandalous,"  dogmatized  Miss 
Prudence,  "  to  make  people  pay  for  their  reputation !" 

"Why,  you  see  it's  a  thing  that  is  very  dear  to  some  people, 
while  there  are  others,  who  don't  value  it  *,  but  the  less  people 
have  of  it,  the  more  it  costs  them  to  maintain  it,"  rejoined  Miss 
Tripe,  as  she  brushed  away  at  the  sleeves  of  lier  habit,  accompany- 
ing the  operation  with  a  sort  of  hissing  sound,  like  that  adopted 
by  grooms,  when  rubbing  down  a  horse. 
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^^Ah!  Fve^heard  Lord  JohD  and  JDr.  Damnematl,  when  they 
were  talking  political  economy — ^I  think  they  call  it,*'  said  Miss 
Prudeilce,  ^^  say  4hat  the  poor  always  pay  more  for  everything  in 
proportion  than  the  rich — ^bat  I  call  that  scandalous."' 

The  stewardess,  who,  upon  Mr.  Chaffing's  arrival,  had  gone 
Ibr  her  husband,  now  return^  with  him,  and  their  united  efforts 
succeeded  in  removing  that  gentleman  Trom  the  sacred  precincts 
into  which  he  had  oMnided ;  and  shortly  alter,  Miss  Prudence  had 
the  satisfaolion  of  learning,  by  an  official  bulletin,  tHatMr.  Chaffing 
was  much  too  tipsy  to  have  seen,  or  at  least  to  remember  anything 
he  had  seen  in  the  ladies'  eabin;  but,  atSlis!  there  is  no  happiness 
without  some  alloy ;  and  on  that  fatal  morning.  Miss  Prudence's 
wig  was  numbered  among  the  "treasures  of  the  deepf  for  no 
sooner  had  Mr.  Chaffing  arrived  on  deck,  than  having  occasion  lo 
use  his  pocket-handkerchief,  he  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  when^ 
irritated  at  Miss  Prudence's  wig  meeting  his  grasp,  instead  of  the 
object  he  had  expected,  in  a  moment  of  unpardonable  excitement, 
he  flung  tl  overboard/ 

Towards  six  o'clock  a  calm  succeeded  to  the  storm  of  the  night, 
«nd  at  seven  the  Monarch  sailed  into  Havre  ^  prior  to  which  Miss 
Tripe  put  on  her  hat,  which  was  in  the  shape  of  a  man's,  only  made 
of  Leghorn,  and  the  ample  sides  were  lined  with  green  silk ;  while 
Miss  Prudence  vhad  to  ^coiffer'  herself  as  she  best  could.  Miss 
Tripe  and  the  porcupine  were  the  first  individuals  examined  at  the 
custom-house,  but  were  soon  dismissed  by  the  ungallant  officer, 
with  '^passez,  madame,  monsieur,  la  laideur  n'est  pas  d^endue^" 
white  the  same  person  put  a  note  into  Miss  Prudence's  hand,  de- 
mandlpg  if  she  was  not  Mademoiselle  Beau  Bell?  She  was  on  the 
point  of  denying  her  own  identity  when  she  looked  at  the  note, 
and  saw  it  very  legibly  directed  in  Sir  Romulus's  handwriting,  to 
Mfes  Prudence  Bubble.**  Upon  opening  it  she  found  the  oontents  to 
fee  as  follows : — 

"Dear  Prue,  on  arriving  at  H&vre,  pray  make  McPJiin  and  Ma- 
denfoiselle  (as  she  speaks  French),  make  every  inquiry  about  the 
plan  of  the  Sub-marine  Rail-road,  that  I  was  taking  over  for  his 
majesty  Louis  Philippe ;  I  think  I  must  have  left  it  on  board  that 
Aigerine  of  a  Grand  Turk  by  which  we  came — though  they  say  not. 
The  thing  to  be  feared  is  that  those  custom-house  sharks  have  got 
It.  As  my  calamity  has  been  terribly  ill,  she  had  decided  upon 
going  by  land,  which  I  am  sorry  for,  as  I  could  have  explained  all 
aboiut  the  Sub-marine  Rail-road  lo  those  Algerines,  had  we  gone  by 
water  as  you  will  do,  and  as  I  had  intended  to  do ;  but  as  we  shall 
travel  all  night,  we  shall  be  in  Paris  before  you.  When  you  arrive, 
drive  to  Meuricc's,  as  the  Algerines  speak  English  there. 
"Your  affectionate  brother, 

''Romulus  Bubble/' 
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Miss  Pcudetice  conv^jed  the  desired  Instructions  to  Mr.  McPhin 
and  Mademoiselle*,  but  finding  thai  ^'La  Normandie''  sailed  for 
Rouen  at  twelve,  and  that  stie  had  not  oaly  to  breakfast,  b<it  to  find 
a  successor  to  bfir  lost  vtig^  stie  gave  herseif  very  Jiltle  further 
trouble  about  the  plan  of  the  Sub-marine  Rail-road ;  Indeed  she 
found  the  gettii^  a  fac-simile  to  her  departed  'coiffure^  an  utter  • 
impossibility.  It  had.  been  made  to  tiic  ticking  of  Shrewsbury  clock, 
and  that  was  not  to  be  found  in  Htvre.  So,  after  innumerable  fruit- 
less researches,  she  was  fain  to  follow  Madecnoiselie's  advice  of 
waiting  fill  she  got  to  Paris. 

At  twelve  the  bell  of  ^La  Normandtc'  having  rang  for  its  de- 
parture, Miss  Prudence  was  obliged  to  leave  an  unfinished  '  coquille 
de  volaille^'  and  hurry  along  the  <Juai ;  Mr.  MuPhin  striding  oh 
before,  and  Matlemoiselle  waddling  aCler  her;  till  they  reached 
the  vessel,  on  board  of  which  Jupiter  and  Miss  Tripe  had  just 
embarked,'  amid  a  shout  of  ill-suppressed  laughter.  Miss  Pru- 
ileiM»,  after  having  visited  both  the  eating-rooms,,  secured  three 
places,  ordered  luncheon  at  two,  and  dinner  at  five,  returned  to  the 
deck  to  reconn(Hire  her  'compagnons  de  voyage.' 

At  one  side  of  the  vessel  sat  three  very  nice  Carlo  I>olce  looking 
'  fiCBurs  de  charity,'  wi^  one  priest,  whom  they  seemed  to  divide 
<eqaally  between  ihem.  A  little  higher  up  sat  a  very  pretty  French  girl, 
her  mother  who  had  once  been  the  same,  to  judge  from  wJiat  ap- 
peared under  a  fawn-<)o]oured  ^  cap^tte,'  and  her  falher,  a  subsided 
^afieien  militaire,'  with  a  legion  of  honour  ribbon  in  his  button- 
hole, and  a  naoustache  that  mIghVstill  have  achieved  a  victory.  At 
the  young  lady's  feet  reclined  full  length  a  member  of  la  leune 
France,  his  hair  *  k  la  viclime,'  surmounted  by  a  wide  awake »,  while 
between  every  whiff  of  his  cigi^  thai  he  puffed  iu  the  young  lady's 
face,  he  brought  out  a  '  cr6  non,'  that  actually  seemed  to  ripple  the 
waters^  tlU  the  band  strudc  up  ^a  galope;'  when,  without  asking 
her,  he  setaed  Che  young  lady  by  the  waist,  and  set  offf  round  the 
deck,  ma^iiag  as  much  noise  as  a  pack  of  hounds  in  full  cry,  to  the 
great  aanoyaacc  of  two  sober-loolLing  Englishmen,  who  were  read- 
ing Nicholas  Nickieby,  and  the  American  gentleman,  who  was  try- 
ing to  sleep  off  the  excesses  of  ^e  preceding  night.  Miss  Tripe  also 
added  lo  the  din,  by  singing  a  discordant  accompaniment  to  the 
oitusic,  bumping  Jupiter  up  and  down  ^n  her  knee,  while  beating 
lime  to  it  by  a  heavy  thumping  of  her  right  Wellington  boot. 

As  soon  as  the  ^  galope'  was  over.  Miss  Prudence  seated  herself 
by  the  fragment  of  la  Jeune  France ;  and,  pulling  a  dictionary  and 
vocabulary  out  of  a  huge  black  silk  travelling  bag,  entered  into 
conversati^Mi  wiUi  him.  Seeing  her  close  cap,  and  absence  of  hair, 
the  young  geatleman  inquired  if  she  belonged  to.  any  religious  order, 
which  having  been  interpreted  to  her  by  Mademoiselle,  she  replied^ — 

*  Hals  so  called  from  haviog  no  nap  upon  tfaem. 
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^^  Oh  dear !  no ;  always  attend  Dr.  Damoemall's  church  \  oh !  he^s: 
'  si  bon  homme'  to  bfe  sure.'* 

^'  Oiii,  lebon  homme  dort/'  said  la  Jeune  France  looking  towards 
the  young  lady's  papa,  who  was  enjoying  a  siesta,  regardless  of  the 
beautiful  scenery  around. 

"I'll.teli  you,"  continued  Miss  Prudence,  "how  I  came  to  lose 
my Mamselle,  what's  a  front  in  French?" 

"  Tour,"  seplied  Mademoiselle. 

*'  Tour— oh !— oui,  J'ai  perdoo  mong  tour." 

'^  Ah !  vous  ayez  perdu  voire  tour — voil^  done  sans  doute  la  rai- 
son  que  vous  n'^tes  pas  si  belle  (Gyb^le,)"  said  la  Jeune  France, 
going  off  into  a  loud  laugh  at  his  own  pun,  in  which  Miss  Tripe 
joined,  and  then  put  Jupiter  down  upon  the  deck  to  take  alittle  exer- 
cise ;  but  as  fast  as  the  creature  moved  half  a  yard  from  her,  the 
bapks  of  the  river  re-echoed  with  "Jupiter!  Jupiter!  come  here, 
sir," — a  command  which  it  invariably  obeyed  with  great  docility — 
till  on  one  occasion,  having  strayed  a  little  out  of  bounds,  and  being 
much  alarmed  by  the  intervention  of  la  Jeune  France  to  chase  him 
back  to  his  mistress,  the  ungrateful  creature  made  straight  for  that 
amiable  young  gentleman's  ankles ;  and  their  making  some  very 
pointed  allusions  to  his  unseasonable  interference,  caused  the  latter, 
while  writhing  with  pain,  to  scream  out  to  Miss  Tripe :  **  Mais 
6lez  done  votre  polisson  de  Jupiter." 

"Comment  polisson?"  retorted  Miss  Tripe,  seizing  the  culprit 
and  replacing  him  in  her  lap  5  "  comment  polisson  1  entre  les  Dieux 
et  les  Dresses,  oui, — mais  parmi  les  hommes,  non — car  ils  sont  bien 
pis,  allez ! " 

"Par  exemple!  ce  n'est  pas  h  vous  de  le  dire,  j'esp^re;"  said 
the  young  gentleman,  with  a  contemptuous  expression,  as  he  turned 
upon  his  heel,  and  Miss  Tripe  turned  round  to  admire  the  beauty 
of  the  Chateau  de  Tancarville^  while  Miss  Prudence  agreed  that 
the  scenery  was  charming,  as  it  made  her  quite  hungry,  a  truth 
that  could  not  be  disputed,  as  the  Tower  of  Francis  the  First,  and 
the  Tomb  of  William  the  Conqueror's  mother  had  alike  passed  un- 
noticed by  her ;  and  in  their  turn  La  Mailleraie,  Heurteauville, 
Jumi^ges,  the  maison  de  plaisance  of  Charles  the  Seventh,  the  ma- 
nor of  Agnes  Sorel,  at  Mesnil,  the  Chateau  of  Robert  le  Biable,  les 
forfels  riveraines,  les  bracelets  d'or,  les  flots,  le  Roi  impromptu,  and 
even  the  environs  of  Rouen  shared  the  same  fate.  But  Mr.  McPhin, 
who  had  at  length  effectually  escaped  from  Mademoiselle  Perpi- 
gnon,  looked  at  the  bright  waters  as  they  flowed  murmuringly  and 
mysteriously  along,  and  thought  with  Charles  Nodier,  without 
being  able  to  embody  his  thoughts  in  such  beautiful  language  : — 
"  II  en  est  des  fleuves  comme  des  nations  inconnues  k  leur  origine ; 
rien  ne  r6v61e,  dans  la  source  obscure  d'oii  ils  s'echappent,  la  port^e 
de  Tespace  qu'ils  vonl  parcourir,  et  les  diff^rentes  vicissitudes  do 
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leur  cours.  Faibles  k  leurs  commeDcements,  ils  coulent  au  gr^  de 
la  pente  qui  les  entrafne ,  approfondissant  peu  h  peu  leur  lit,  re- 
culant  peu  ^  peu  leurs  rivages ,  portant  avec  eux  des  d^sastres  ou 
des  bienfaits,  la  fertility  ou  la  terreur ;  jusqu'^  ce  que,  parvenus  au 
plus  haul  degr^  d'^tendue,  de  richesse,  et  de  splendeur  qu'il  leur 
soil  permis  d'alteindre,  et  pousses  k  leur  terme  par  leur  propre  Yio- 
lence,  ils  se  pr^cipilent  et  disparaissent  pour  toujours  dans  rabtnae 
des  mers !  '* 

With  such  reflections,  varied  by  a  few  substantial  meals,  Mr.  Mc- 
Phin  reached  Rjpuen  about  seveo  in  the  evening,  as  did  the  rest  of 
the  passengers,  having  contrived  to  kill  time  according  to  their  dif- 
ferent tastes  and.habfts.  Monsieur  Gatapjan,  the  member  of  la  Jeune 
France,  re-galoped,  re-smoked,  re-svi^ore,  re-flirled  with  the  young 
lady,  and  carefully  eschewed  Jupiter  and  Miss  Tripe  for  the  rest  of 
the  voyage,  carrying  this  latter  precaution  so  far,  as,  on  landing, 
actually  to  remove  IVom  the  Hdtel  d'Albion,  on  the  Quai  du  Havre, 
after  having  ordered  supper  there,  to  the  H6tel  de  la  Paix,  Rue  des 
Troquois,  as  he  accidentally  discovered,  from  a  chambermaid,  that 
a  large  jug  of  milk  she  was  carrying  into  a  neighbouring  bed-room, 
was  'pour  le  Porc-6pic  de  la  grosse  Anglaise.' 

The  next  day,  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  parly  re-em- 
barked on  board  Les  Dorades  for  St.  Germains,  and  passed  their 
time,  with  little  variation,  much  as  they  h^d  done  on  the  preceding 
one,  except  that  Mademoiselle  tenderly  pressed  Mr.  McPhin's  arm 
as  she  stepped  on  board,  and  murmured,  in  a  low  voice : — 

"  Embarquez-Yoas ,  qu'on  se  d^pSche, 
La  naceUe  est  dans  les  roseaux, 
^e  ciel  est  pur,  la  brise  est  fralche, 
L'oDde  r^fl^chit  les  ormeaax  : 
Le  dieu  de  ces  heureux  rivages, 
Le  tendre  Amour,  veille  sur  nous : 
Jeunes  et  vieux,  foUes  et  sages, 
Embarquez-vous." 

but  the  only  effect  these  lines  of  Guttinguer's  had  upon  Mr.  McPhin, 
was  to  make  hkn  repeal  the  words,  '  Folles  el  Sages,'  as  he  suddenly 
dropped  Mademoiselle*s  arm,  and  exclaimed, — 

"  By  jove,  mum !  old  or  young,  I  see  no  fool  here  but  yourself!'' 
At  half-past  eight  in  the  evening,  they  reached  St.  Germains ;  the 
carriages  were  landed,  and,  after  undergoing  the  usual  purgatory, 
at  the  '  Chemin  de  Fer,'  and  afterwards  at  the  very  Smithfield-look- 
ing  Custom-House,  horses  were  procured,  and  Miss  Prudence  gave 
orders  in  very  good  English,  to  drive  to  Meurice's  Hotel.  No  sooner 
was  she.  Mademoiselle,  Mr.  McPhin  and  Buzzard  seated  in  the 
carriage,  than  they  heard  and  felt  a  heavy  substance  sprisg  into  the 
rumble,  which  caused  the  vehicle  to  heave  about  like  a  ship  in  a 
storm. 

''Oh,  dear !''  cried  Miss  Prudence  5  "  what  on  earth  is  that? — it's 
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justiike  ihe  spring  of  a  wild  beast !— I  shall  be  iKiunicd  by  thosf' 
liorrid  cresaiures  as  long  as  I  live." 

PreseoUy  Miss  Tripe's  voice  was  heard  screaming  out,  '*  Nomera 
quatre  Tiogt-dix,  rue  Basse  de  Rampart,  et  faites  bon  train. '^ 

^^  Well,  now,  that's  most  oxtraordlnary,"  exclaimed  Miss  Pru- 
dence^ ^^  but  that'  mascisline-looking  female  has  a  yoice  like  a 
veiitriiociuid,  for  I  could  have  sworn  it  was  somewhere  about  this 
carriage.  Now,  her  brother,  Mr.  Alonso  Tripe,  that  is  in  love  with 
Anna  Martha,  is  altogether  as  mild  and  feminine!  oh,  dear,  he  has 
so  much  the  advantage  of  her,  to  be  sure !  ^         a 

As  tliey  rumbled  slowly,  on  through  the  bye-streets  leading  from 
the  Rue  de  Londres,  Miss  Prudence  decided  Chat  Paris  was  not  to 
compare  to  London,  '^Oh,  dear,  far  from  it!"  but  just  as  (hey 
reached  the  end  of  the  Rue  de  Montblanc,  and  the  fights  of  (h^ 
Boulevards  burst  upon  them,  she  was  inclined  to  change  her 
opinion ;  when  the  carriage  suddenly  stopped ,  and,  two  minutes 
after,  the  door  opened,  and  Miss  Tripe  aod  Jupiter  got  in,  (he 
former  wedging  herself  between  Miss  Prudence  and  Mr.  McPhin, 
as  she  said, — 

**DonHmind  me,  so— ho — ^Jupiier  be  quiet,  canH  you? — thought 
I  might  as  well  get  up  behind  your  carriage  ^s  get  a  fiacre,  for,  I 
never  have  any  luggage  but  a  portmanteau  and  a  carpet-bag,— 
drizzling  rain  beginning  to  fall,  so,  thought  I  might  as  well  get  in, 
for  my  brother — ^this  is  his  night — he  has  a  literary  and  scientific 
reunion  every  Saturday — have  no  time  to  dress — ^pasl  ten  now,  and 
if  rd  gone  in  damp,  might  have  affected  the  electricity,  he  always 
does  a  great  many  experiments.  Would  you  like  to  come  in  and 
be  galvanized,  eh?" 

But  Miss  Prudence,  who,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  felt  perfectly  elec- 
trified at  Miss  Tripe's  sudden  and  unexpected  appearance,  declined 
this  obliging  offer,  adding, — 

^'  Oh,  dear!  I  can't  think  how  you  could  ask  me  to  go  into  com- 
pany, when  you  know  what  that  horrid  man  threw^overboard ! '' 

'^  Ha!  ha  I  ha !  true,''  laughed  Miss  Tripe,  ^^  I  forgot;  JmU  I  see 
you  are  as  deep  as  your  wig,  and  not  Ao  betaken  unawares.'' 

"  Oh,  there  you're  wrong,"  cried  Miss  Prudence,  whose  in- 
variable custom  it  was  to  reply  to,  or  argue  upon,  the  last  word  that 
dropped  from  whoever  was  speaking  to  her,  "  there  you  are  wrong, 
for  it  was  taken  quite  unawares  \  for  I  never  knew  a  word  of  it  till 
I  heard  it  was  overboard." 

'"  WeH,  as  I  said  before,  Epaminondas  receives  every  Saturd<iy, 
and  you  and  ail  your  people  may  oome  whenever  you  like,  and  any 
me  I  can  J)e  of  to  you,  in  the  way  of  sight  seeing,  I  shall  be  very 
happy.  My  brother  is  very  intimate  with  Monsieur  Henri,  the 
hereditary  executioner  of  Paris,  who  gives  him  a  great  many  sub- 
jccls;  and  if,  any  day,  you  would  like  to  see  the  guillotine,  or  even 
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place  your  head  on  it  to  see  bow  it's  done,  you  haye  only  to  say 
the  word." 

^'Oh  dear,  now!''  cried  Miss  Prudence,  twitchiog  her  finger» 
with  more  than  usual  velocity,  '^  that's  just  what  I  dreaded  coming 
to  France  for.  I  knew  that  I  should  hear  of  nothidg  but  guillotines 
and  Moodshed.'' 

"  Fudge ! "  cried  Miss  Tripe ;  ^'  all  the  blood  in  Frdi^ce  is  in  (he 
Faubourg  St.  Germain.  But  if  ever  there  should  be  another  row, 
to  prevent  anything  disagreeable,  EpamiDondds  has  constructed  a 
model  of  a  revolution  in  granite  ^  and  there's  no  getting  blood  out 
oCa  stone,  you  know.  But  I've  no  doubt  they'll  go  on  very  well, 
while  this  Philip  to  their  constitution  lasts^  ha!  ha!  ha!" 

Here  the  carriage  stopped.  '^  Ah,  there  is  a  great  crowd  at  my 
brother's,"  said  Miss  Tripe,  stretching  her  head  out  of  the  window , 
but  it  was  only  a  large  mud-cart  that  stopped  the  way.  But  that  the 
doctor's  party  should  lose  none  of  its  importance,  on  arriving  at 
no-go,  Miss  Tripe  again  put  her  head  out  of  the  window  and  said 
to  the  postilions,  '^  II  y  a  beaucoup  de  monde,  n'est-ce  pas?" 

To  which  they  replied  in  a  breath, — 

"'  Oui — il  y  a  un  fiacre!" 

''  Ah,  I  thought  so,"  said  Miss  Tripe;  '^  bien,  n'enlrez  pas." 

"  Oh,  fiacre  is  French  for  crowd,  is  it?"  said  Miss  Prudence.  '*  I 
shall  remember  that.  Oh  dear!  as  Dr.  Damnemall  used  to  say,  it's 
live  and  learn. — Fiacre — fiacre;  dear,  how  droll!  not  the  least  like 
an  English  crowd,  is  it?" 

'^  Weil,  good  night — good  night—since  you  won't  come  in  and 
be  galvanized ;  and,  remember,  anything  I  can  do  for  you  about  the 
-guillotine,  or  in  that  way,  I  shaU  be  very  happy,"  said  Miss  Tripe, 
as  she  got  out  of  the  carriage,  giving  Mr.  McPhin  a  ^coup  de  pied' 
writh  the  heel  of  her  right  Wellington  boot  in  her  descent. 

'^  Guillotine  I — guillotine!"  repeated  that  gentleman;  ^'I  very 
much  fear  that  even  then  it  would  be  cut-and-come-again  with  you, 
for  there  seems  to  be  no  gelling  rid  of  you." 

^'  I  wonder,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  ''  if  it  is  the  galvanism,  that 
she  talks  so  much  about,  that  has  made  her  so  masculine  ?  I  have 
heard-T"Oh,  now,  for  a  certainty — 'cause  I've  heard  Dr.  Damnemall 
talk  of  it,  that  galvanism  does  do  wonders ! " 

"'  Then  I  should  advise  you,  by  all  means,  to  try  it,  mum,"  said 
Mr.  McPhin,  in  answer  to  a  lender  pressure  of  his  arm  on  the  pail 
of  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  as  the  carriage  jerked  on  que  side  ;• 
'^  for  who  knows  but  it  might  make  fools  have  common  sense." 

^'Dear!  you  don't  say  so,"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence,  catching 
the  sound  of  the  last  sentence,  and  wondering  upon  it  till  they 
reached  Meurice's,  where  they  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  that 
the  bdtel  was  quite  full,  and,  therefore,  Sir  Romillus  had  secured 
the  best  rooms  he  could  gel  for  Ihem  at  the  H6tel  de  Wagram ; 
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where,  upoa  arriviDg,  after  mounting  '  au  cinqui^me/  and  fruit- 
lessly spelling  oyer  the  ^  carte/  Miss  Prudence  had  the  mortification 
or  hearing  that  nothing  could  be  procured  for  supper  but  an  ome- 
lette, a  bad  ^potagQ  k  la  Gr^cy,'  (as  thin  as  herself)  and  a  ^  frican- 
deau/  that  had  already  made  the  grand  tour — as  far  as  the  Hdlel 
Wagram  was  concerned.  Having  supped  full  of  these  honours,  she 
retired  to  rest,  declaring  that  she  always  knew  she  should  be  starved 
if  she  came  to  France ;  and  that  she  was  confident  she  should  dream 
of  nothing  but  Miss  Tripe  and  the  guillotine! 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

''11  criait,  il  jurait  comme  on  h6ros  d'Homere,— «h .'  quel 
homme!  "^L'kcole  des  Joumalistes,  par  M>"  Emile  db  Gieardin. 

*'  Have  a  care  you  don't  serTe  for  a  foil  or  jest,  and  make  such 
a  ridiculous  figure  in  nature,  as  that  Doggril  did  in  the  play 
Cbrysippns  mentions."— Maecus  AifTONimrs. 


SIR  ROMULUS    DBBUT  IN  EARIS,  WHO  6IYES  A  P&ACTlGiX  ILLUSTSATIOR  ''THAT  6RIAT 
WIT  TO  MADNESS  KKARLT  IS  ALLISD.'* 

The  morning  after  Sir  Romulus  had  arrived  in  Paris,  as  he  and 
Lady  Bubble  were  enjoying  a  profound  slumber  in  two  small  crim- 
son-canopied beds,  thai  were  placed  *pied  h  pied'  in  an  alcoye,  the 
latter  was  awakened  by  a  tremendous  crash,  as  of  glass  fallen  from 
a  great  height  on  the  pavement. 

^'  Good  heavens !"  said  she,  sitting  up  in  her  own  bed,  and  look- 
ing notes  of  interrogation  through  the  borders  of  her  night-cap  at 
Sir  Romulus's  red  sleeping  face,  as  it  snored  sonorously  upon  the 
opposite  pillow.  ^' Good  heavens!  my  dear,  have  you  any  idaya 
what  that  was?" 

'*Eh— eh — raj  dear,"  cried  he,  opening  one  eye,  and  partially 
raising  himself  by  the  assistance  of  his  elbow  ^  '^  this  Algerine  of  an 
hotel  is  terribly  noisy  ^  but  noise,  my  dear,  is  one  of  the  sights  (!)  of 
Paris — one  of  the  sights  of  Paris." 

^^  Gracious!  there  it  is  again,"  said  Lady  Bubble;  '^  do  you  think 
it's  a  revolution?" 

"No,  my  dear—my  dear,  that  I'll  answer  for,"  replied  Sir  Ro- 
mulus, suddenly  drawing  his  cotton  night-cap  over  his  right  ear,  as 
(hough  it  had  given  him  private  but  certain  intelligence  of  the  state 
of  the  nation. 

"  Oh  then,  in  that  case,  my  dear,"  yawned  Lady  Bubble,  '^  you 
had  better  get  up,  as  we  have  a  great  deal  to  do  to-day." 

"The  thing  is,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  now  opening  both  eyes  and 
stretching  his  arms  above  his  head,  "  the  thing  is,  when  one  is  at 
Rome  to  do  as  Rome  does.  Everything,  now,  you  must  know,  my 
dear,  in  France,  is,  '  i  la  jockey  ^ '  so  I  have  brought  my  top-boots 
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and  ))uckskiBS,  and  have  orderered  a  ^ig  'k  la  victimc.'  I  hope 
all  your  ratlie-traps  are  right -,  for  it  is  a  (erribie  thing,  especially 
in  Paris,  not  lo  see  one's  calamity  well  dressed." 

^^  I  think,  my  dear,  if  any  ought  to  understand  French  fashions 
I  ought,  after  having  been  here  at  the  two  paces  "(peaces).  And, 
so  saying.  Lady  Bubble  rang  for  her  maid ;  while  Sir  Romulus 
Sprang  out  of  bed,  and^  instead  of  his  usual  dignified  march,  con- 
veyed himself,  by  a  *  pas  de  zephyr'  into  his  dressing-rooni,  where, 
after  having  for  some  minutes  contemplated  with  great  admiration 
his  new  wig,  ^  k  la  victime,'  in  which,  for  the  better  imitation  of 
nature,  he  had  ordered  a  few  gray  hairs  to  be  interspersed,  he 
commenced  his  toilette,  which  had  proceeded  as  far  as  an  almost 
orange-coloured  pair  of  buckskins  and  top-boots,  with  a  striped 
waistcoat,  as  like  a  groom's  as  possible,  when  the  same  terrific  din 
that  had  awakened  Lady  Bubble  recommenced,  with  much  addi- 
tional fury'.  Sir  Romulus,  with  a  pistol  that  he  had  been  examining 
in  one  hand,  and  a  large  sponge  in  the  other,  flew  to  the  window 
(forgetful  that  his  wig  was  still  on  the  block),  and,  pulling  it  sud- 
denly open,  beheld  a  scene  of  uproar,  to  which  his  extraordinary 
appearance  considerably  added,  by  eliciting  peals  of  laughter  from 
the  mob  that  were  assembled  in  the  court-yard. 

From  the  opposite  windows  (thrown  by  invisible  hands)  flew 
chairs  and  tables,  accompanied  by  broken  panes  of  glass  and  yells 
of  the  most  appalling  nature.  Sir  Romulus,  and  those  inhabiting 
the  apartmeuts  on  his  side  of  the  court,  saw  what  the  crowd  from 
below  could  not  see,  namely,  a  desperate  struggle  in  an  opposite 
roQm  between  an  unhappy  maniac  and  his  keeper.  The  former  was 
insisting  upon  throwing  everything  out  'of  the  window,  while  the 
latter,  unable  to  prevent  him,  was  occupied  in  watching  the  door,  in 
order  to  try  and  make  good  his  retreat.  Presently,  every  window  in 
the  house  was  filled  with  heads,  some  night-capped,  some  '  en 
papillotle,'  some  half  dyed,  others  half  dressed ;  but  none  wigless, 
save  Sir  Romulus  Bubble's! 

''  It's  a  poor  madman!  will  no  one  send  up  the  police  to  secure 
him?"  screamed  several  English  voices  at  once. 

^^  Diable !  on  ne  devrait  pas  faire  une  Maison  de  Sant^  d'un  H6lel 
Garni^"  respondejl  a  tessellation  of  foreign  accents. 

"  Mad  as  Bedlam,  by  George  I "  falsetlo'd  Sir  Romulus. 

Rumble — tumble— clilter — clatter— and  out  flew  a  wash-hand- 
stand,  bason  and  ewer. 

"  Oh  the  Aigerine!  this  is  too  bad!  will  no  body  secure  him? 
fou  fou — quite  fou,"  vociferated  Sir  Romulus,  levelling  both  pistol 
and  sponge  at  the  madman's  windows,  which  drew  forth  IVesh 
peals  of  laughter  from  the  crowd  below  :  facetious  as  the  worthy 
baronet  was  by  nature,  yet  ill-timed  mirth  was  a  thing  which  he 
always  set  his  face  against;  and  by  so  doing,  converted  it  into  a^ 
reasonable  and  natural  proceeding-,  therefore,  on  the  present  occa- 
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sioD,  drawing  hioiseir  up  lo  his  full  beight,  and  clearing  bis  toiee 
three  times,  he  began  to  address  the  s*pectaiors  in  a  neat,  but  some- 
what inappropriate  speech,  with  ail  that  eloquence  and  dignilj 
which  he  was  wont  to  exert  at  Lord  John's  elections,  or  at  the  Cor- 
poration dinners  at  Shrewsbury ;  swinging  to  and  fro  as  he  spoke, 
like  the  pendulum  of  a  clock,  and  alternately  brandishing  the 
sponge  or  the  pistol,  as  his  oratorical  parterre  might  require  the 
action*to  be  suited  to  the  word ;  the  sponge  did  for  (hose  sentences 
which  he  thought  fraught  with  absorbing  interest,  while  the  pistol 
was  invariably  flourished  at  those  lighter  and  more  brilliant  saltite, 
which  he  intended  should  go  off  well! 

^'Ahem-^ahem — gentlemen! — ^if  you  are  gentlemen!  it  is  a 
terrible  thing  to  tamper  with  the  infirmities  of  nature,  especially 
when  you  consider  the  nature  of  those  infirmities  (sponge).  '  Homo 
sum  :  humanum  nihil  a  me  alienum  puto! '  (pistol  and  sponge  to- 
gether) ;  and  therefore,  I  cannot  see  a  fellow  sufferer  so  treated  : 
(laughter)  you  may  laugh— those  may  laugh  that  win  ^  and  having 
won  your  way  to  this  scetie  of  misery,  (sponge)  you  now  think  fit 
to  laugh  at  what  Pope  justly  calls  the  noblest  work  of  God — an 
honest  man,  9nd  that  is  me!  (loud  laugther,  and  hear,  hear!  from 
some  half-shaved  Englishmen  in  the  adjoining  windows-,  with  ^ah! 
le  malbeureux!  c'est  sans  doute  des  b^tises  qn'il  dit,'  from  the 
foreigners,  who  were  now  convinced  that  Sir  Romulus  was  the 
madman  '  en  sc^ne.')  ^'  I  came  to  this  country,  bringing  with  me 
wkiat  would  have  benefited  all  classes! — a  plan  of  Town's  ^Subma- 
rine Railroad! '  (much  laughter  from  the  English)  Without  making 
any  illiberal  animadversions  on  French  probity,  I  shall  merely 
confine  myself  to  stating  the  simple  fact — that  that  plan  was  lost ! 
— lost!  mind,  I  draw  no  interference — I  come  to  nd  uncharitable 
conclusions— I  simply  assert  that  it  was  lost!  in  the  small  space  of 
time  that  necessarily  intervened,  in  conveying  me  from  the  white 
cliffs  of  Albion,  to  the  fertile  plains  of  France ;  but  this  much  I 
will  say,  that  national  asperity  can  never  be  permanent,  unless  it 
be  based  upon  national  honour !  (pislol)  but  though  the  plan  of  the 
Submarine  Railroad  was  lost  (mind,  I  say  nothing  about  the  chica- 
neries of  foreign  policy),  a  fellow  creature  shall  not  be  so,  throogh 
the  int^r-ference  (for  so  Sir  Romulus  always  pronounced  the 
word  interference),  of  a  foreign  police,  natirmally  called  ^  gens 
d'armes;'  and  whose  hearts  are  as  hard  as  the  flints  in  their 
muskets!  (sponge;  laughter;  and  a  couple  of  jardinieres,  from  the 
opposite  window,  which  disturbed  two  broken  heads  and  three 
black  eyes  among  the  crowd,  but  only  gave  a  fresh  impetus  lo  the 
baronet's  eloquence,  who  continued,  as  he  gazed  upon  the  carnage 
below)  ^^  no!  though  I  should  fall  like  Spartacus,  upon  heaps — not 
indeed  of  slaughtered  Romans!  but  of  maimed  Rumuns!  I  will 
defend  him!''  (pistol). 

Here  the  laughter  and  uproar  (irow  so  immense,  that  Sir  Ro- 
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mulQs  heoame  inaudible,  but  continued  to  gesticulale  energetically 
vith  tbe  pistol  and  sponge  which  confirmed  the  police  (who  were 
now  making  their  way  up-stairs)  in  their  mistake  (hat  he  was  the 
madman.  Meanwhile,  Lady  Bubble  seeing  all  eyes  directed  to  her 
husband's  dressing-room  window^  rushed  in  witbonly  one  eyebrow 
on,  in  aU  tbe  agitation  of  conjugal  anxiety,  and  in  vain  endeavoured 
to  drag  him  from  the  window. 

^^My  dear!  my  dear!''  said  her  heroic  spouse,  ^'  women  should 
never  interfere  in  public  business !  besides,  the  Algefines  were  de- 
lighted with  the  wit  and  pleasantry  of  the  last  hitin  my  speech !  " 
and,  added  he,  lowering  his  voice  to  a  confidential  whisper ' '  though 
I  gave  a  very  severe  (!)  cut  at  foreign  policy,  I  did  it  in  such  a  way, 
that  I  defy  Louil^  Philippe,  or  (he  whole  French  nation  at  large !  to 
be  offended  when  they  hear  it— as  hear  it  they  shall— for  I'll  have 
my  speech  printed  :  Lord  John  might  like  to  allude  to  it  in  the 
bouse^^and  I'll  stake  my  head  upon  its  effect !  " 

'^  You  bad  better  put  on  your  wig  first,  my  dear,"  urged  Lady 
Bubble,  '^  for  you  have  no  idaya  how  odd  you  look." 

*'0h!  my  dear — my  dear — ^in  France  they  don't  mind  these 
things.  At  one  time,  during  the  first  French  Revolution,  it  was  the 
fashion  to  wear  no  head  at  all ;  and  in  these  times,  any  more  than 
those,  it  does  not  do  to  be  '  i^te  mont^e !  (6(e  mont^e !'  do  you  ap- 
prove of  my  wit !  You  see,  my  dear,  I  am  as  witty  in  French  as  I, 
am  in  English."  Be  this  as  it  might,  before  Sir  Romulus  had  well 
finislied  hislast  sentence,  in  walked  four  ^gardes  municipaux,' 
with  ropes  and  handcuffs,  and  in  spite  of  all  his  eifforls,  or  rather 
tbe  more  on  account  of  them,  instantly  secured  all  the  wit  and  elo- 
quence before  .them ;  while  Lady  Bubble's  screams  and  struggles 
bad  no  other  effect  than  to  make  them  promise,  that  they  would 
return  for  her,  as  soon  as  they  had  disposed  of  Me  bon  homme.' 
Finding  all  entreaties  fruitless,  her  last  act  of  devotion  was  hastily 
to  give  Sir  Romulus  bis  new  wig,  sobbing  out  as  she  did  so — 

^'  Thiey  may  well  call  it  *  i  la  victimc!'  God  knows  the  wretches 
have  made  a  victim  of  you." 

''My  dear — my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  wilh  (he  presence  of 
mkid  and  composure  of  a  truly  great  man  in  the  midst  of  difficulties, 
*'  you  have  put  my  wig  too  f^r  over  my  forehead ;  it  hides  all  my 
organs  *,  just  move  it  a  little  further  back,  will  you,  for  it  is  as  well 
to  let  these  Algerines  see  that  I  have  the  organ  of  combativeness, 
though  I  shall  refrain  from  developing  it,"  (and  here  he  again  low- 
ered his  voice)  "because  it  is  necessary  to  act  wiih  the  utmost 
prudence,  as  I  should  nOl  wonder  when  this  outrage  reaches  Lord 
John's  ears  if  it  occasioned  a  war  between  England  and  France ! 
So  be  very  cautious,  my  dear,  very  cautious,  as  it  will  be  necessary 
to  prove  that  we  did  nothing  to  provoke  bloodshed !" 

Lady  Bubble  was  an  excellent  wife^  and  always  yielded  to  her 

24 
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liusband's  superior  wisdom  ;  (herefore,  as  he  was  oow  borne  <Kit  of 
tlie  room  neck  and  heels  by  the  ^  garde  munidpale,'  she  thought  the 
most  prudent  thing  she  could  do  was  to  flointy  as  during  that  cere- 
mony she  could  say  nothing.  Talk  of  stoic  philosophy,  what  was 
it  compared  to  that  with  which  Sir  Romulus  allowed  himself  ( to  be 
sure  he  was  handcuffed,  and  his  feet  tied  together ),  to  be  placed, 
amid  the  shouts  of  the  assembled  multitude,  in  number  three  hundred 
and  ninety-five,  and  driven  off  (o  a  Maison  de  Sant^,  at  the  other 
extremity  of  the  Champs  Elys^.  It  is  also  true  that  upon  being 
placed  in  (he  ^  fiacre,'  and  pressed  down  like  a  Sardine  by  one  of 
the  '  garde  municipale,'  he  struggled  a  little,  but  then  the  police- 
man only  pressed  the  more,  so  that  it  was '  Bithus  contra  Baochium,' 
and  no  advantage  gained  by  either  party.  Duriug  the  drive.  Sir 
Romulus  composed  himself,  and  a  speech  that  he  intended  deliver- 
ing, when  he  should  be  delivered  from  his  present  dilemma  \  but 
it  was  his  wonl,  when  in  a  state  of  incubation,  to  bestow  sundry 
caresses  with  his  fore  finger  and  thumb  upon  his  under  lip— a  prac- 
tice that  seemed  to  usher  his  thoughts  into  the  world  with  the 
greater  facility — no  wonder  then  that  handcuffed  as  he  now  was  his 
ideas  were  in  a  prolracted  state  of  gestation,  and  that  begin  where 
he  would,  his  perorations  ended  in  ^Uhe  liberty  of  the  press!  and 
the  liberty  of  the  subject  V' 

The  ^  garde  municipale'  seemed  to  have  a  perfect  knowledge, 
both  practically  and  theoretically  of  the  former  \  but,  whether  poor 
Sir  Romulus  would  ever  again  realize  the  latter,  seemed  dubious, 
even  to  himself; — however,  he  confined  his  ire  to  bestowing  dig- 
nified and  terrible  looks  upon  his  companions,  sonorously  clearing 
his  throat,  and  repealing  aloud,  at  measured  interval,  ^'  the  liberty 
of  the  press !  and  the  liberty  of  the  subject !"  which  his  auditors 
appeared  to  think  was  very  like  what  Alphonse  Karr  <d)serves  of 
Monsieur  Passy,  namely,  that  he  was  ^  comme  orateur^  tout-^-feit 
insupportable  &  cause  d'un  d^faut  dans  la  prononciation  qui  le  rendit 
ausai  faHgant  qulnintelligible.'  At  (he  end  of  twenty  minuter  thej 
reached  Boulogne,  and  arrived  at  a  quiet;  pleasantly  situated,  Mai- 
son de  Sant^,  where  Sit  Romulus  was  deposited  in  an  airy  room, 
overlooking  a  delightful  garden,  and  a  vista  of  the  Bois ;  and  was 
also  furnished  with  a  keeper,  who  being  Irish  spoke  En^i^. 

^'  Ahem— a-bem,"  said  the  former,  as  he  looked  through  the 
back  window  into  the  garden,  '^  de-lightful  prospect  this— if  the  Al- 
gerines  did  not  compel  one  to  pass  one's  time  here/' 

"  Algerine  ba(hs,  is  it,  sir— oh,  yis,  you  can  have  one  whin  iver 
you  plase,"  responded  the  Hibernian  keeper,  in  answer  to  Sir  Ro- 
mulus's  soliloquy. 

''What!''  said  (bat  much  injured  individual,  '^are  you  a  next 
door  neighbour  countryman  of  mine?  for  so  I  call  the  Irish,  and 
joined  in  tttte  diabolical  conspiracy  against  one  of  (he  most  loyal  of 
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her  M^esty's  subjeeto!  I  Hush  for  you  !'*  and  so  saying,  Sir  Ro- 
mulus waved  his  hand  with  great  dignity— and  (having  been  re- 
lieved froni  his  handcuffs)— drew  a  pamphlet  from  his  pocket,  and 
announced  aloud,  that  he  should  amuse  himself  till  the  Algerines 
thought  fit  to  bring  him  some  breakfast,  by  reading  a  pastoral 
eclogue  from  the  German,  entitled,  *'  Milon  asA  Damelus-" 

*'0h!  you  may  d— n  at  us  as  much  as  ypu  plase,  sir,  but  you 
won't  move  a  mile  on  from  this,  I  can  tell  you,"  said  the  phleg- 
matic keeper,  as  he  suddenly  assassinated  with  a  *  coup  de  main,' 
a  wasp  that  had  lighted  on  Sir  Romulus's  cheek ;  and,  in  the  energy 
of  the  proceeding,  nearly  upset  that  equanimity  which  the  worthy 
baronet  had  hitherto  maintained.  At  this  juncture,  the  doctor  and 
proprietor  of  (he  establishment  entered,  followed  by  some  Ostend 
oysters,  a  bottle  of  ^chablis,'  and  some  *cotelettes  k  la  Soubise,' 
with  a  yard  and  a  half  of  bread  for  the  new  patient's  breakfast ;  but, 
upon  deliberately  feeling  Sir  Romulus's  pulse,  which  had  risen 
twenty  degrees  smce  the  massacre  of  the  wasp,  or,  more  properly 
speaking,  since  the  bh)w  on  his  cheek,  which  had  been  made  the 
scaffold  of  this  execution,  the  doctor  countermanded  that  savoury 
repast  for  some  '  eau  magn^sienne  salur^e  de  I'^lablissement  des 
bains  de  Tivoll,'  and  a  light  tisane  of  '  tilleul.'  This  was  too  much ! 
for  philosophy  consists  in  resigning  oneself  meekly  to  the  luxuries 
and  pleasures  of  life,  but  not  in  going  supperless  to  bed,  with  the 
expectation  of  a  'd^jeund  h  la  fourchette,'  and  safefng  it  suddenly 
exchanged  for  a  glass  of  eau  magn^stcnne  and  a  cup  of  tisane! 

'*Mais  diable!  diablel — feng,  fang,  morte  de  fang,"  remon- 
strated Sir  Romulus,  as  he  saw  the  cutlets  vanish,  and  the  eau  mag- 
iii6sienne  appear,  with  which  the  doctor  drenched  him  as  though 
he  had  been  a  pointer  pup  in  the  distemper  I 

"  Comment!  vous  ne  I'aimez  pas?"  said  the  doctor,  '^cependant 
c'est  tout  ce  que  nous  avons  de  meilleur." 

Yain  were  the  wry  faces  Sir  Romulds  made.  He  was  not,  in- 
deed, like  Dominie  Sampson,  compelled  to  eat  ^  on  the  contrary, 
like  Adam,  he  was  forbidden  to  do  so,  but  he  was  compelled  to 
drink ;  and  the  violent  fit  of  coughing  that  ensued  from  the  nauseous 
draught  having,  in  the  struggle  between  him  and  the  doctor,  gone 
the  wrong  way,  made  him  so  Indignantly  outrageous,  that  the  next 
measure  was  a  straight  waistcoat !  This  was  a  climax  for  which 
there  was  nothing  but  endurance.  Had  not  his  ^chevelure^  been 
'k  volonl^,'  shaving  would  have  followed  the  straight  waistcoat; 
but  as  it  was,  Monsieur  Gu^pard  the  doctor  contented  himself  with 
removing  it  as  expeditiously  as  might  be,  and  vigorously  sponging 
Sir  Romuhis's  head  with  cold  water,  to  the  groat  detriment  of  his 
waistcoat  'Ala  jockey'  and  suitable  continuations;  while  his  voci- 
ferous cries  of  "Oh !  the  Algerines !— the  Algerines! "  only  caused 
the  doctor  and  keeper  to  throw  more  cold  water  upon  the  efforts  he 
made  to  emancipate  himself. 
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Afler  being  completely  dreDcbed,  a  dry  sfraight  waistcbat  was 
procared,  and  he  was  placed  upon  the  bed,  and  ordered  to  seek  that 
repose  which  in  his  present  condition  he  was  not  likely  to  Ond. 

In  this  compulsory  state  of  quiescence,  we  will  for  the  present 
leave  him  to  the  care  of  the  keeper  and  relays  of  ^eau  magnesienne,' 
while  we  return  t5*what  the  Sunday  papers  would  call  his  discon- 
solate wife  and  family. 

'  Lady  Bubble,  as  we  before  stated,  had  made  it  a  point  to  faint  as 
soon  as  Sir  Romulus  had  been  lorn  from  her;  but  it  was  not  an  or- 
dinary and  silent  faint— no,  it  was  a  heaving  and  demonstrative 
one,  accompanied  by  a  considerable  plunging  of  the  feet.  Her  maid 
had  come  to  her  assistance,  and  brought  her  right  eyebrow  and 
some  *'  eau  de  luce,"  yet  still  the  flt  was  unconquered,  when  Miss 
Prudence,  Mademoiselle,  and  Mr.  McPhin  arrived  to  inquire  the 
order  of  the  day. 

"  Oh  dear!  what's  the  matter?"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence ; "  eat 
something  that  disagreed  with  her,  I  suppose — for  I  was  as  ill  as 
possible  all  night  after  that  horrid  French  supper.  But  where  is 
Bomulus?" 

**  Where  is  he ! "  screamed  Lady  Bubble  "why  dragged  to  the 
Bastille  by  a  Mettre  de  cachet! ' " 

"You  don't  say  so!"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence,  throwing  up 
her  liands  and  eyes.  "  Just  go  down  and  ask  Mr.  McPhin  to  come 
up  directly,"  rfdded  she,  turning  to  the  maid. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  McPhin  had  answered  the  summons,  and  bowed 
himself  into  the  room.  Miss  Prudence  began  : 

"  Oh  dear!  only  think ! — those  horrid  French  hlsve  dragged  Sir 
Romulus  to  that  horrid  prison— what's  the  name  of  it? — ^where  the 
people  never  get  out — oh — ah — yes— ^the — a— Pastille,  with  one  of 
those  what-do-you-calFems— lellre — lettre  de  sachet! " 

"  De  cachet,"  corrected  Lady  BuM)le,  and  then  gave  another 
plunge,  of  inrhich  one  of  Mr.  McPhin's  ankles  had  the  full  beneGt. 
"Ahem — ahem — I  would  take  leave  to  obsarve,  with  all  due 
deference  to  your  Ladyship,"  said  that  gentleman,  rubbing  his 
ankle,  "  that  there  is  no  Bastille  nor  ^  lettre  de  cachet'  either  now." 
"  The  next  thing  you  will  Iry  to  persuade  me,  sir,"  cried  Lady 
Bubble,  angrily,  as  she  assumed  a  sudden  perpendicularity,  "  will 
be  that  I  am  out  of  my  senses,  and  tell  me,  I  suppose,  that  they 
have  not  taken  Sir  Romulus  away  at  all  ? " 

"  Oh  dear  no !— that  I'm  confident  he  can't,"  said  Miss  Prudence  ^ 
"  for  I've  often  heard  Dr.  Damnemall  say  that  there  was  no  place 
where  people  were  so  easily  led  a^ay  as  in  Paris.  But  where  is 
Marmaduke? — oh,  not  up  yet,  of  course;  but  he'd  better  be  called, 
'cause  'lis  but  right  he  should  see  after  his  brother,  and  not  let 
them  rob  and  murder  him,  without  any  assistance  on  his  part." 

At  Ihe  tableau  Miss  Prudence's  forcible  lahguage  and  rich  ima- 
gery had  conjured  up,  Lady  Bubble  gave  another  scream,  and 
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pushed  her  feet  out  borizpntaliy,  while  her  head,  fell  back  upon  the 
arin  of  the  fauteuil,  at  which  interesting  crisis  Mr.  McPhin  was 
despatched  to  summon  Marmadulte,  whom  he  found,  in  bed,  with 
the  second  volume  of  ^'  Moustache"  in  his  hand,  apd  the  last 
number  of  the  "  Charivari "  on  his  pillow.  Mr.  McPhiu  apologised 
for  intruding,  and  then  informed  him  of  all  he  himself  knew,  name- 
ly, that  some  disaster  had  happened  to  Sir  Romulus,  and  that  he 
was  requested  to  go  to  Lady  Bubble,  in  order  to  see  what  could 
be  done. 

In  less  than  an  hour,  Marmaduke  was  with  his.  sister-in-law ; 
but  not  being  much  the  wiser  from  a  second  edition  of  the  '  Bas- 
tille' and  'letlre  de  cachet,'  he  summoned  Monsieur.  Galliez,  who 
with  many  apologies  and  regrets  explained  how  Sir  Romulus  had 
been  mistaken  for  the  madman,  who  had  been  since  secured^  but 
that  if  Marmaduke  would  accompany  hina  to  Monsieur  de  Rambu- 
tean's,  the  prefect,  the  mistake  should  be  rectified  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. 

'^  Dciar !"  interrupted  Miss  Prudence,  ^^  Rumbletoes,  what  droll 
names  the  French  have  to  be  ^ure !  but  I'm  confident  I  shall  soon 
learn  the  language  by  thinking  of  other  things.  Now,  those  large 
gateways  they  have  here  go  by  the  name,  in  French,  of  two  things 
I'm  remarkable  fond  of  in  English — '  porle,'  port-wine,  you  know; 
and  ^cochon,'  which  means  pig — so  by  that  means  I  always  re- 
member 'porte  cochon,'  as  they  call  the  gateways.  Now,  Mr. 
McPhin,Jf  you  would  teach  Cosmo  on  this  plan,  it  would  be  such  an 
assistance  to  him."  ^ 

But  before  Mr.  McPhin  could  thank  her  for  so  valuable  a  hint, 
Marmaduke  had  taken  his  arm,  and  started  for  the  H6tel  de  Yille, 
where  they  received  from  Monsieur  De  Rambuteau,  that  prompt 
iassistance  and  kind  consideration,  of  which  the  well-bred  French 
are  so  lavish  to  strangers.  The  Prefect  having  had  the  goodness  to 
write  a  letter  to  Monsieur  Gu^pard,  ordering  him  instantly  to  re^ 
lease  Sir  Romulus  Bubble,  who  was  an  English  baronet,  and,  mad- 
ness being  neither  the  '  sp6cialit6 '  nor  the  '  cat^orie '  of  the  order, 
had  no  right  in  the  first  instance  to  have  been  seized,  and  in  the 
next,  to  have  been  detained. 

Thus  armed  with  all  the  appliances  and  means  to  boot,  Marma- 
duke and  Mr.  McPhin  set  oft*  for  Boulogne,  where  they  arrived  be- 
tween five  and  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  fou;id  poor  Sir  Ro- 
mulus much  exhausted  from  want  of  food  and  copious  draughts  of 
eau  magn^ienne. 

As  soon  as  they  had  announced  the  name  of  the  person  they 
wished  to  see,  or  rather  described  him.  Monsieur  Gu^pard  pro- 
claimed with  great  satisfaction,  as  it  amounted  to  an  eulogium  on 
his  own  skill,  that,  from  the  regimen  he  had  adopted,  the  malady 
of  the  unhappy  patient  was  considerably  abated  since  the  few  hours  he 
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had  been  under  bis  care^ — great,  therefore,  was  bis  astonishment, 
when  Marmaduke  angrily  acensed  him  of  hating  committed  a 
shamefdl  outrage,  and  put  the  Prefect's  letter  into  his  hand. 

^^  Comment  V  exclaimed  Monsieur  GuApard,  as  soon  as  he  had 
read  it,  tightly  clasping  it,  and  shaking  it  above  his  head,  like  a 
hero  in  a  French  tragedy ;  ^  ^  comment !  il  n'est  pas  fou  ?  par  exemple, 
mais  c'est  extraordinaire — pas  fou !  ah  ^a,  Je  ne  m'y  connois  done 
pas  I  mais  cependanl  si  Monsieur  le  Prifet  le  dit,  il  n'y  a  pas  &dire ;'' 
and  so  saying,  Monsieur  Gu^pard  shrugged  his  shoulders,  took  a 
candle  and  led  the  way  up  stairs,  where,  unlocking  the  door,  he 
adTanced  towards  the  narrow  bed,  upon  which  poor  Sir  Romulus, 
in  self-defence,  had  lain  quiet  for  the  last  hour.  He  then  com- 
menced undoing  the  straight  waistcoat,  and  said  in  a  bland  voice— 
**  Mille  pardons,  Monsieur,  on  dit  que  Tous  n'^tcs  pas  fou ;  ainsi 
c'est  tout-ft-fait  dans  une  autre  categoric  que  nous  nous  trouvons.'' 

*^0h  my  dear  Marmaduke,'*  said  Sir  Romulus,  piteously,  with- 
out paying  any  attention  to  the  doctor's  speech;  ^'I  am  half-dead 
with  the  way  these  Algerines  have  used  me, — one  and  all — ^for  I 
have  had  to  endure  the  interference  of  the  whole  household  on  the 
occasion.  Not  one  morsel  of  food  have  I  had,  while  the  wretches 
have  compelled  me  to  swallow  a  Mediterranean  of  some  infernal 
medicinal  water,  that  has  played  the  very  deuce  with  me." 

^^You  do  indeed  look  sadly  pulled  down,"  said  Marmaduke; 
"but 'how  on  earth  did  it  all  happen?— for  I  have  not  yet  been  able 
to  get  a  clear  and  satisfactory  account  of  the  business." 

"  Um — ^um — never  were  there  such  a  set  of  Algerines,  "said  Sir 
Romulus,  in  a  confidential  mumble,  leaning  towards  Marmaduke's 
ear,  as  the  Irish  keeper  replaced  the  straight-waistcoat  with  the 
one  striped  k  la  jockey— the  brilliancy  of  whose  hues,  however, 
were  much  dimmed  by  the  plentiAil  splashings  of  '  eau  magn^ 
sienne,'  and  tilleul;  "the  fact  is,  the  French  are  anything  but  a 
flree  people ;  and  therefore  it  is  not  easy  to  open  one's  mouth  with- 
out getting  into  a  scrape;  and  a  very  slight  political  allusion  that 
I  made  in  my  speech  has  brought  all  this  persecution  upon  me"— 

"  What  speech?"  interrupted  Marmaduke. 

"Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear,  one  that  I  addressed  to  an  infuriated 
mob  from  the  window  at  Meurice's,  in  behalf  of  a  poor  d— 1  of  a 
madman->*and" — 

"Oh,  I  see  it's  a  clear  case  now,"  again  interrupted  Marma- 
duke; "so  put  on  your  wig  as  quick  as  you  can,  and  let  us  get 
home,  for  dinner  will  be  waiting,  and  I  should  think  you  must  be 
hungry." 

"  Hungry !"  exclaimed  Sir  Romulus,  tenderly  pressing  his  hands 
upon  his  chest— "by  George,  Sir,  I  could  eat  my  grand-p^re  with- 
out a  ^  sauce  Robert.' " 

Here  the  Irish  keeper  handed  Sir  Romulus  his  wig,  which,  in 
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bis  hurry  to  siiateh  from  that  ftioctionarr's  hand,  he  put  on  hind 
part  before ;  and  such  was  his  precipitation  to  leave  the  fatal  scene 
of  his  day's  persecution,  that  neither  the  remonstrances  of  Moi>- 
sieur  Gu^pard  and  the  keeper,  nor  the  hints  of  Marmaduke  and 
Mr.  McPhin  about  the  erroneousness  of  his  coiffure,  had  the  slight- 
est effect  in-making  him  alter  it» 

^^Pardou,  Monsieur — mais  Totre  perruque,''  recommenced 
Monsieur  Cki^pard.. 

^^  Pardon  I  Sir,"  thundered  Sir  Romulus,  looking  very  formidable 
in  his  wig  under  its  peculiar  circumstances-*^^ pardon,  Sir!  You 
must  ask  of  beayen ! — ^your  king!— and  country  I — for  crimes  like 
yours — without  which  mine  can  avail  you  little.  What  will  Europe, 
Asia,  Africa,  and  America,  too — think  of  such  an  infringement 
upon  the  liberty  of  the  subject!-- but  the  liberty  of  the  press  shaH 
and  will  avenge  it.'' 

Poor  Monsieur  Gu^pard,  who  did  not  understand  (how  should 
he?)  one  syllable  of  this  harangue,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  looked 
wistfully  at  the  straightrwaistcoat,  and  merely  soliloquized,  '^Com- 
ment I  on  dit  qu'il  n'est  pas  fou?''  as  he  walked  over  to  the  table  to 
write  out  his  'Mittle  account,"  which  amounted  to  63  francs,  for 
trouble,  lodging,  medicine,  and  attendance  for  seven  hours,  and 
damage  done  to  two  blue  damask  arm  chairs  by  Sir  Romulus's  on- 
courteous  rejection  of  the  proffered  bumpers  of  eau  magn6sienne. 

"The  Algerines!"  said  Sir  Romuhis,  conning  it  over,  when 
Monsieur  Gudpard  presented  it  to  him  •,  *•'  their  effrontery !— Ihey 
want  me  to  pay  for  the  outrages  i  have  received — they !  who  have 
done  me  more  injury  than  the  best  larder  in  Europe  can  repair  in 
amonthl-^hedoubleniistiiledAIgerines!  But  it's  a  bill,  I  can  tell 
them,  that  shall  be  laid  before  the  house !" 

"It  is  a  great  shame,"  said  Marmaduke,  taking  out  his  purse; 
"  but  I  fear  we  shall  have  to  pay  it  at  last,  so  there  is  no  use  in  dis- 
puting it." 

Sir  Romulus-seized  his  hat,  and  giving  it  an  Indignant  slap,  so 
as  to  secure  it  on  his  head,  which  was  a  matter  of  some  difficulty, 
considering  the  wheel-abqut-jump-Jim-Crow  conduct  of  his  wig — 
he  walked  with  great  dignity  towards  the  door,  where  be  was  fol- 
lowed by  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald,  the  keeper,  who,  pulling  the  fore- 
lock of  his  auburn  tresses,  said  he  hoped  "his  honour  would,  as  a 
ginlleman,  remimber  his  allintions,  and  the  care  he  tuck  of  him 
whin  he  stud  so  much  in  nade  of  thim?" 

"Remember  you !"  thundered  Sir  Romulus,  shaking  his  cane  at 
him,  accompanied  by  a  sort  of  Jupiter  Tonans  look,  as  he  placed 
his  hand  on  the  lock  of  the  door--"  you  Algerine!  never  shall  I 
forget  you  and  your  accomplice  as  long  as  I  live ;  remember  you ! 
I  should  think  so  indeed." 

But  seeing  that  Sir  Romulus  terminated  this  promise,  by  button- 
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ing  up  the  pockefs  of  his  muchrinjured  buckskins,  Mr.  Jonah  Fitz- 
gerald extended  his  hand,  humbly  asking,  ^^Thin  what  would  yer 
honour, be  plased  to  give  me?'' 

'^As  hearty  a  drubbing  as  you  ever  got  in  your  life,  if  you  don't 
disappear  instantly;  and  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that,  there's 
the  straight  waistcoat  and  those  infernal  empty  bottles  for  you." 

^^Indade,  Sir,  its  an  imply  compliment,"  said  Mr.  Jonah  Fitz- 
gerald, despondingly  scratching  his  right  ear;  as  Sir  Romulus 
cleared  the  first  fiight  of  stairs  at  abound,  followed  by  Monsieur 
,  Gu6pard,  who,  bowing  and  holding  the  candle  above  his  head,  kept 
repeating  that  he  shouki  be  at  all  times  'charm^  de  le  revoir,'  while 
Marmaduke  Hung  a  sop  to  Cerberus,  in  the  shape  of  a  five-franc 
piece  to  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald,  who  then  opened  the  door  wide  to 
let  Mr.  McPhin  pass,  whinking  and  whispering  him  as  he  did  so. 

^'  I  advise  you  to  kape  an  eye  upon  the  old  boy ;  for  if  he's  not 
mad,  why  the  race  of  March  hares  is  extinct,  that's  all." 

Mr.  McPbin,  who  knew  the  value  of  time  too  well  ever  to  lose 
it,  and  who  had  not  been  born  on  the  other  side  of  the  Tweed, 
without  on  all  occasions  having  au  eye  to  business,  replied  to  Mr. 
Fitzgerald's  xadmonition^  by  whispering  an  inquiry  as  to  whether 
they  ever  took  female  patients. 

"  Av  cooTse,  all  sorts,"  was  Mr.  Fitzgerald's  reply. 

"  Humph— had  you  ever  any  old  women  mad  on  the  subject  of 
fancying  themselves  in  love?" 

^'  Not  many;  for  that  complaint,  you  see,  ginrally  takes  the  ould 
ladies  the  other  way,  and  they  do  be  fancying  that  paple  is  in  love 
wid  thim."  ' 

'*  And  is  there  any  cure  for  that  sort  of  thing?"  breathlessly 
inquired  Mr.  McPhin,  with  a  depth  of  look  that  must  have  reached 
to  the  very  back  of  Mr.  Fitzgerald's  scull. 

"  Divil  a  better,  either  for  love  or  laming,  thin  plenty  of  that 
same,"  replied  that  genUeman,  nodding  familiarly  across  his 
shoulder  at  three  or  four  empty  'eau  magn^ienne'  bottles  that 
stood  on  an  opposite  table. 

*'  Hove  you  ony  of  it  for  sale,  my  dear  friend?"  exclaimed  Mr. 
McPhin,  suddenly  seizing  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald's  hand  in  a  sort  of 
ecstasy. 

^^As  much  as  you  plase." 

''What  is  it  a  bottle?" 

"  Thirty  sous." 

''  Give  me  a  couple  of  bottles  now,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  and  send 
ten  bottles  at  eleven  o'clock  to-morrow  morning  to  the  hotel 
^Meurice,  Rue  de  Rivoli,'  when  I'll  pay  for  it,  ond  if  it  succeeds, 
I'll  reward  you  handsomely." 

''Mr.  McPhin,  Mr.  McPhin,  we're  waiting  for  you,"  cried 
^armaduke  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 
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^^GomiDg)  Sir !  imme^ately,"  cried  Mr.  McPhio,  hastily  placing 
a  bottte  of '  eau  magnesienne'  under  each  arm. 

^^Have  they  got  hold  of  him  too?  or  is  the  Algerine  mad,  that  he 
stays  so  long  up  there?"  said  Sir  Romulus,  placing  one  foot  on  the 
first  step  of  the  fiacre,  as  if  about  to  get  out. 

"  No,  here  I  am,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  McPhin,  diplomatically  hold- 
ing the  precious  bottles  behind  him ;  fearing  that  they  niiight  excite 
disagreeable  reminiscentes  in  the  baronet's  mind,  and  come  to  an 
untimely  end  by  some  sudden  explosion  on  his  part,  seeing  the 
indignation  they  elicited  from  him  up  stairs. 

The  trio,  seated  in  the  fiacre,  and  once  fairly  off,  each  became 
busy  with  their  own  reflections. 

"  Egad,  my  dear  Marmaduke,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  *^  I  have  even 
had  a  straight  waistcoat  on  niy  lips  aU  day  in  that  infernal  placet 
but  now  it's  off,  Vl\  tell  you  what  I  mean  to  say  in  my  printed 
speech  to  Lord  John,"  and  here  Sir  Romulus  blew  up  into  a  whirl- 
wind of  eloquence  that  was  listened  to  in  profound  silence  by  both 
his  auditors;  for,  Mr.  McPhin  was  racking  his  brains  to  know 
under  what  pretext  he  could  present  the  bottles  of  ^eau  magn^sienne' 
to  Mademoiselle  Perpignon,  and,  what  was  more  germain  to  the 
matter,  how  he  could  induce  her  to  swallow  their  contents.  At 
length,  having  hit  upon  an  expedient  that  he  thought  infallible,  he 
rubbed  his  hands  with  delight. 

^^God  bless  me!  you're  not  cold,  surely?'"  said  Sir  Romulus, 
suddenly  stopping  short  in  the  midst  of  the  "liberty  of  the  press." 
and  the  "  liberty  of  the  subject,"  at  the  sight  of  this  untoward 
proceeding  on  the  part  of  Mr.  McPhin,  *'  for  it's  uncommonly 
sultry.  How  delightful  it  will  be  to  travel  by  the  Sub-marine  Rail- 
road on  such  an  evening  as  this !  and  then,  as  I  told  the  Mayor  and 
Corporation  of  Shrewsbury, — the  thing  will  be  not  who  shall  keep 
their  head  above  water !  but  who  shall  get  it  under  water,"  and,  so 
saying,  he  gave  poor  Marmaduke  a  poke  in  the  side  that  effectually 
dispelled  his  reverie,  which  had  consisted  of  efforts  of  his  imagina- 
tion to  try  and  conjure  up  the  scena  of  his  brother's  being  dragged 
to  the  ^Maison  de  Sanl6,'  which,  by  the  time  the  fiacre  stopped  at 
the  ^HdtelMeurice,'  he  had  effectually  succeeded  in  doing.  This 
accounted  for  the  loud  laugh  he  burst  into,  which.  Sir  Romulus, 
mistaking  for  a  tribute  to  his  oft-repeated  mot  to  the  Mayor  and 
Corporation  of  Shrewsbury,  extaticaliy  exclaimed, — 

"  Um— um — um — I'm  glad,  my  dear  Marmaduke,  that  you 
understand  the  point  of  this  at  last,  for  you  never  seemed  to  do  so 
before." 

Upon  alighting  from  the  hackney-coach,  the  driver,  of  course, 
expressed  himself  dissatisfied  with  his  fare,  whereupon  Sir  Romu- 
lus exclaimed,  turning  to  Marmaduke, — 
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*' A  propo6  (?)  tlwt  reminds  me  of  my  calamily !  bow  bas  she  iwrne 
Ibe  misforbmes  of  the  day?" 

^<  Oh,  like  a  heroine  op  to  the  time  I  left  her,"  replied  the  iatcer. 

Sir  Romulus  lost  no  time  io  maUog  his  way  up  stairs,  and 
restoring  himself  to  his  disconsolate  Ceimily.  All  French  houses, 
whether  ancient  or  modem,  being  constructed  upon  the  ^  chasse 
marl'  and  ^  sauve  amant'  plan,  the  rooms  occupied  by  the  Bubble 
family  at  Maurice's  had  the  usual  plentiful  allowance  of  doors,  out 
of  which  different  artistes,  who  had  been  to  wait  upon  Lady  Bubble, 
were  now  exiting  as  Sir  Romulus  entered  with  open  arms  ready  to 
receive  the  first  who  should  rush  into  them ;  this  happened  to  be 
Cosmo,  ^ho  was  rebutted  with — 

^^  Oh,  you  Algerine,  where's  my  calamity?" 

Lady  Bubble,  who  was  sitting  dressed  in  deep  mourning,  with  a 
long  black  crape  veil  pinned  to  the  back  of  her  turban,  and  a 
pocket-handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  did  not  perceive  his  entree,  but 
no  sooner  did  she  hear  his  well-known  Yoice,  than  she  started  up, 
gave  one  loud  scream,  and  then  sank  back  into  her  chair,  while 
Miss  Prudence,  who  was  making  the  tour  of  the  dinner-t2d>le,  in 
the  next  room,  and  emphaticaUy  ordering  a  waiter  to  take  away  the 
French  bread  and  bring  English,  now  came  forward,  exclaiming,— 

^^  Oh,  dear!  well,  I'm  so  glad  that  Mannadyke  has  been  able  to 
get  you  back,  and  Just  in  time  for  dinner,  too.  I  suppose  you  have 
had  nothing  but  black  bread  and  muddy  water  in  the  Bastille?'' 

Here  Marmaduke  and  Mr.  McPhin  made  their  appearance,  upon 
which  Lady  Bubble's  sobs  increased  so  audibly,  that  Mademoiselle 
Perpignon  drew  forth  her  pocket-handkerchief  and  contributed  a 
contralto  hysteric,  declaring  that  this  affecting  scene  reminded  her 
of  the  pictures  of  Louis  Seize  taking  leave  of  bis  family,  with  tliis 
difference, — that  Sir  Romulus  was  rejoining  his,  and  that,  instead 
of  his  head,  he  was  only  in  danger  of  losing  his  wig,  which,  with  his 
hat,  had  nearly  fallen  off  as  he  leant  forward  to  embrace  Lady  Bubble. 

Colonel  and  Mrs.  King,  who  were  also  present  on  this  Joyous 
occasion,  now  chimed  in  with  Mademoiselle,  in  assuring  Lady 
Bubble  that  there  was  nothing  so  bad  for  the  complexion  as  crying; 
for,  while  it  reddened  the  eyes  and  nose,  it  invariably  whitened  the 
cheeks.  Mr.  McPhin  took  this  opportunity  of  whispering  in  Made- 
moiselle's ear  that  he  wished  to  speak  to  her  in  the  next  room.  Too 
delighted  at  such  an  unexpected  request,  she  gave  him  her  hand, 
and  he  lead  her,  fat  and  fluttering,  into  the  ^  salle  k  manger,'  where 
he  said,  with  some  hesitation, — 

"  A-hem — a-hem! — not,  mum,  thot  you  want  ony  thing  of  the 
sort,  far  from  it  *,  but  I  hard  of  a  most  woonderful  cosmetic  to-day , 
which,  if  tacken  three  or  four  times  a  day,  will  make  ony  lady  look 
as  bright  as  Yenus  herself,  when  she  first  rose  out  of  the  waves  of 
Cirego.  So,  pray,  mum,  let  me  recommend  your  taking  a  toombler 
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full  before  dinner?'*  Mr.  McPfaiii,  wbo,  all  the  time  he  was  speak- 
ing, had  been  uncorking  one  of  the  bottles  of  ^  eau  magnfeienne,' 
now  poured  out  a  tumUer,  which  Mademoiselle,  with  confiding 
innocence,  drank  off,  merely  repeating  beforehand,  ^'  Ah !  le  cher 
homme ! ''  and  making  a  wry  face  after,  which  caused  Mr.  McPhin 
to  assure  her,  Ibat  he  had  never  seen  her  look  so  well. 

Shortly  after,  dinner  was  upon  the  table ;  every  one  seemed  happy 
in  their  own  way.  Sir  Romulus  eat  for  six  and  talked  for  ten ;  Made- 
moiselle sat  close,  very  close  to  Mr.  McPhin,  but  soon  felt  so  ill 
and  uncomfortable  that  she  was  obliged  to  leave  the  room,  upon 
which  that  gentleman  silently  but  sincerely  drank  Mr.  Jonah 
Fitzgerald's  health  in  a  glass  of  champagne  that  was  ^  frapp6'  to  a 
sparkle. 

After  dinner,  Marmaduke  proposed  going  to  Franconi's  -,  but  Sit 
Romulus  looked  despatch-bags,  and  declined,  saying  that  he  must 
write  that  very  night  to  Lord  John,  giving  him  a  full  and  authentic 
statement  of  how  the  French  government  had  behaved  to  him. 

'^  Then  at  all  events,''  said  Marmaduke,  '*'  the  rest  of  us  can  go." 

^^  I  think,"  cried  Lady  Bubble,  waving  her  handkerchief  majes* 
lically,  '^  that  it  would  be  highly  improper  of  any  of  Sir  Romulus's 
family  to  stir  out  on  the  first  night  of  his  miraculous  delivery." 

'^Miraculous  delivery! — capital!  capital! — that  gives  me  an 
idea! "said  Sir  Romulus,  making  a  pirouette  as  he  took  a  triple 
pinch  of  snuff— ^'  that  gives  me  an  idea ! " 

*^  Then  it  must  be  miraculous,"  muttered  Marmaduke. 

'^  Ck>smo,  bring  me  the  pen  and  ink." 

"  Yes,  papa." 

"  Well,  have  you  a  mind  to  go  to  Franconi's,  Mr.  McPhin?  If 
not,  I  shaU  go  alone,"  said  Marmaduke. 

'<  Stop— one  moment,"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  '^  just  till  I  show  you 
how  I  intend  to  begin  my  letter  to  Lord  John,  not  to  alarm  him  too 
niQch;  besides  there  is  nothing  like  throwing  a  tittle  wit  and 
pleasantry  into  everything."  So  saying,  Sir  Romulus  hastily  indited 
two  lines,  and  then  clearing  his  throat,  read  out  three  times  over 
the  f(rflowing  ^jeu  d'esprit' — 

^^  Dear  Lord  John, 
^'  I  was  confined  this  morning,  but  have  been  safely  delivered 
this  evening  I" 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


*'  Le  moyen  n'est  pas  neuf ,  je  vous  en  avertls  ,et  il  a  couru 
sou  monde  dans  toutes  les  comMies,  depuj^  Aristopbane  jus- 
qu'AMoliire." 


Sm  fiOHULUS  RE5ECTS  THK  ORDER  OF  THB  BATB,  AND  IS  FUNlSHfiD  FOR  HIS  IMDKFES- 
DKHCB.— ^LADY  BUBBLE,  FOR  THB  SECOND  TIME,  EXPERIENCES  AN  ATTACK  OF  TRB 
GRBEN-XrSD  MONSTER. 

About  a  fortnigbt  had  elapsed  since  the  arrival  of  the  Bubble 
family  in  Paris,  and  since  Sir  Romulus's  release  from  Monsieur 
Gufipard's  chateau  at  Boulogne ;  yet,  wonderful  to  relate,  England 
had  not  declared  war  against  France,  and  more  wonderful  still, 
neither  had  Lord  John  replied  to  Sir  Romulus's  last  important  com- 
muoication^  and  it  was  ^k  propos'  to  this  last  oversight  of  his 
Lordship  that  he  observed  at  breakfast,  though  apparently '  k  propos 
de  bottes,'  ^'  that  it  was  evident  those  Algerines  the  Whigs  were 
tottering  to  their  fall,  and  no  wonder,  from  their  total  incapacity 
for  business,  however  urgent/'  Ever  sinae  the  Baronet's  arrival  in 
Paris  his  unlucky  star  seemed  in  the  ascendant;  for  from  his 
uprisings  to  his  down-lyings,  from  his  out-goings  to  his  in-comings, 
some  disaster  seemed  still  to  wait  upon  his  most  trifling  movements. 

One  day  he  had  been  guilty  of  a  consummate  piece  of  ^  art — to 
imitate  nature,  and  had  gone  into  a  ^  salon  ^pilatoire'  in  the  Rue 
Yivienne,  when  lo !  Ju3t  as  his  head,  or  rather  his  wig,  was  between 
the  hands  of  an  excessively  attractive  demoiselle,  Lady  Bubble,  who 
was  on  her  way  to  a  ^  modiste's'  who  occupied  the  apartment  over 
the  salon  6pilatoire,  beheld  him  in  this  apparently  perfidious  posi- 
tion through  the  half-open  door;  and  the  Doctors-Commons  scream 
she  gave  on  the  occasion  caused  Sir  Romulus  to  rush  out,  thereby 
leaving  his  wig  in  the  young  lady's  hands,  which  Lady  Bubble,  na- 
turally enough,  considered  as  an  additional  proof  of  his  guilt,  and 
long  and  laboured  were  the  arguments  he  had  recourse  to  before 
he  could  convince  her  that  it  was  the  custom  in  France  for  elderly 
gentlemen  to  have  those  unsightly  '  souvenirs '  of  time,  gray  hairs 
eradicated;  to  which  she  replied,  with  that  obstinacy  which  none 
but  wives,  and  donkeys  hired  by  the  hour,  are  capable  of : 

^^  Yes,  Sir  Romulus^out  of  their  heads;  but  not  out  of  their 
wigs,  sir ! " 

"  My  dear — my  dear,"  replied  he,  in  his  most  persuasive  tone 
(telling  her,  *  par  parenth^se '  that  he  had  never  seen  her  look  so 
handsome),  '^one  must  put  a  little  poetry  into  what  one  does,  and 
I  don't  want  the  whole  world  to  know  that  I  wear  a  wig." 

'^  And  I,  sir,"  retorted  Lady  Bubble,  in  a  paroxysm  of  tears, 
**  don't  want  the  whole  world  lo  know  that  I  am  a  poor— neglected 
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—deserted — ^betrayed  wife!  So  Ibe  next  time  you  are  guilty  of  that 
foolery,  I  beg  you  will  allow  me  or  Martin  to  do  it  for  you  at  home." 

"  Ce-ce-certainly,  my  dear,"  stammered  Sir  Romulus,  as  Made- 
moiselle Pauline  Manourit  now  came  forward,  and  handed  him  his 
wig,  which  Lady  Bubble  snatched  from  her  hand  with  a  look  of 
outraged  dignity. 

It  was  several  days  after  this  unlucky  ^  conlre-temps,'  before  Sir 
Komulus  could  succeed  in  restoring  peace  by  calming  her  Lady- 
ship's fears  :  to  do  him  justice,  never  was  man  more  innocent  of 
any  design,  beyond  the  one  he  had  confessed  to  her  of  wishing  to 
have  the  ^renomm^e'  of  possessing  a  fine  head  of  hair;  but  un- 
luckily, in  objecting  to  the  gray  hairs  being  removed,  she  had  put 
far  worse  things  into  his  head;  for,  flrom  that  hour.  Sir  Romulus 
was  seized  with  the  ambition  to  pass  for  '  un  homme  k  bonne 
fortune'  during  the  remainder  of  his  *s6jour'  at  Paris  :  and  not  to 
lose  time,  he  made  his  debdt  by  a  tender  pressure  of  Mademoiselle 
Pauline's  hand,  as  he  placed  a  NapOl^on  within  it,  instead  of  the 
three  francs  usual  on  such  occasions,  and  gave  her  a  very  telegra- 
phic wink,  as  he  gave  Lady  Bubble  his  arm,  and  conducted  her  to 
her  carriage.  It  was  about  a  week  after  Sir  Romulus  had  been  thus 
lance  as  an  ^  homme  galant,'  that  Marmaduke  proposed  at  breakfast 
a  parly  to  Versailles  by  the  'Chemin  de  Fer.' 

"  Oh  dear !  a  very  good  thought,  Marmaduke,"  said  Miss  Pru- 
dence, ''  and  we  can  lunch  there,  and  come  back  and  dine  at  the 
table  d'hdte,  at  Ihe  Hdtel  de  Paris  :  where,  do  you  know,  I  have 
found  out  that  they  have  better  dinners  than  any  where  else  in 
Paris  :  and  oh,  dear!  there  is  a  stout  elderly  gentleman  there  that 
seems  to  enjoy  his  dinner  beyond  every  Ihing !  it  quite  does  me 
good  to  see  him :  do  you  know,  I  went  there  one  day,  at  four 
o'clock,  to  say  I  should  dme  Ihere ;  and  I  saw  him  already  seated 
at  table,  before  the  two  bottles  of  Champagne,  that  he  always  puts 
in  ice  himself;  and  I  thought  it  so  sensible  of  him,  that  I  sent  away 
the  carriage,  and  stay'd  too,  though  they  don't  dine  till  half-past 
five.  He  talked  a  good  deal  till  dinner  was  ready,  only  I  could  not 
understand  him ;  but  he  never  said  a  word  from  the  moment  dinner 
wa^on  the  table-^oh,  dear !  I  should  like  to  know  his  name,  for  he 
appears  the  most  sensUjle  foreigner  I've  seen." 

*'  Well,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  regardless  of  Miss  Prudence's  pane- 
gyric on  the  fat '  frappeur  de  Champagne,  at  Ihe  H6tel  de  Paris— 
"  well,  I  must  take  an  Algerine  bath  to-day,  to  see  what  Ihey  are  like, 
for  I  have  not  yet  done  so;  and  after  that,  I'm  ready  for  anything.'* 
''And  I,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  ''  want  to  go  to  a  flower  shop  in 
the  Rue  Richelieu,  so  that  will  just  do." 

"  And  I  must  go  to  the  H6tel  de  Paris,  to  say  we'll  all  dine  there^ 
or  we  shan't  get  places.;  and  as  it  is  in  the  Rue  de  Richelieu,  yoo 
can  take  me,  Lady  B." 
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'^  Betsy,  my  dear,  as  you  are  going  up-stairs,  ask  xVademoiseHe 
if  she  would  like  to  go  to  Versailles?  we  are  going  at  one  by  the 
railroad,  and  shall  return  in  (he  carriage/' 

^^  Yes,  mamraa,'^  said  Miss  Bubble,  as  she  closed  the  door. 

Mr.  McPhin  gave  a  groan,  and  pushed  away  an  untasted  pile  of 
foie  gras  that  remained  on  his  plate.  For  (en  days  the  eau  magoe- 
sienne  had  done  its  duty — and  by  making  Mademoiselle  Perpignon 
ill  and  uncomfortable,  had  confined  her  almost  entirely  to  her  own 
room  \  but  at  length  she  turned  restive,  and  yowed  she  would  take 
no  more  of  it,  despite  the  energy  of  Mr.  McPhin's  persuasions; 
bul  as  she  preferred  him  to  his  prescription,  they  were  not  likely 
to  prevail.  Another  groan  on  (he  part  of  this  unfortunate  gentleman 
exciting  Marmaduko's  compassion,  he  announced  that  he  was  going 
to  take  a  turn  in  the  Palais  Royal,  till  one  o'clock,  when  they  were 
to  rendezvous  at  the  Ghemin  de  Fer,  if  Mr.  McPUn  liked  to  ac- 
company him. 

^^  I  shall  be  very  hoppy,  sir,"  replied  the  latter,  looking  as  mi- 
serable as  it  was  possible  for  a  man  to  look,  as  he  rose  and  took 
his  hat.'' 

'^  Remember — one !  *'  cried  Sir  Romulus,  as  they  left  the  room, 
*"'  which  is  an  improvement  upon  Belvidera's  ^* remember  twelve! 
as  it  gives  you  an  hour  more ! "  and  with  this  briUiant  sally,  he 
walked  to  the  glass,  placed  his  hat  on  one  side,  kissed  his  hand  to 
Lady  Bubble,  and  started  for  the  Algerine  baths. 

Marmaduke  and  Mr.  McPhin  had  twice  made  the  tour  of  the  Pa- 
lais Royal,  stopping  like  two  school4>oys  before  every  shop  window ; 
when,  suddenly,  Mr.  McPhin's  attention  was  unusually  riveted,  by 
seeing  a  razor  in  a  cutler's  shop^  revolving  slowly  round  on  its  own 
axis,  without  the  intervention  of  hands. 

'*'  £h !  what  can  that  possibly  be?"  asked  he. 

*^  Why,"  replied  Marmaduke,  looking  in  his  torn  at  the  pheno- 
menon, ^'  i  suppose  it  is  a  self-acting  razor,  for  cutting  throats  upon 
philosophical  principles." 

^'  Eh !  but  thot's  a  copital  invention,  ond  quite  does  away  with 
the  sin  of  suicide,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  ^^  I'll  sartainly  buy  one.'' 

^'  You'll  certainly  do  no  such  thing,"  said  Marmaduke,  drafi;ging 
him  on  till  they  reached  a  magazine  of  Bohemian  glass. 

''  Well  now,"  cried  the  latter,  '*'  these  things  really  are  beautiful, 
and  look  as  if  they  had  been  brought  tVom  Aladdin's  garden ;  as 
Gertrude  Howard  is  to  be  married  in  the  spring,  I  don't  see  why  I 
should  not  order  her  a  complete  service  of  all  these  pretty  things 
for  her  boudoir  :  poor  Theresa  ! "  sighed  he,  entering  the  shop, 
"*'  I  wish  I  had  the  same  oifice  to  perform  for  you !  " 

By  the  time  Marmaduke  bad  ordered  a  complete  dessert  and 
toilet  set,  besides  innumerable  vases,  and  one  large  basin,  of  sap- 
phire and  ruby-coloured  crystal,  for  perfumed  water,  in  the  shape 
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of  the  FlorentiDe  one,  with  several  little  musical  birds  of  the  most 
brilliaot  plumage  hovering  round  it,  the  time  had  arrived,  within 
half  an  hour,  when  they  were  to  be  at  the  Rue  de  Londres,  whither 
we  will  leave  them  to  find  their  way,  while  we  look  after  Sir  Ro~ 
mulus,  who,  indeed,  appeared  to  require  more  looking  after  than 
our  time  will  permit  us  to  beslow  upon  him.  In  his  way  to  the 
baths,  as  it  threatened  rain,  he  had  purchased  an  umbrella  of 
bright  purple  silk  \  somewhat  simifair  to  the  one  in  the  possession  of 
Mr.  Simpson,  as  described  at  the  commencement  of  this  inleresting 
work.  Much  charmed  with  his  new  acquisition  of  property,  he 
walked  on  to  the  baths,  which  having  minutely  examined  in  all 
their  several  departments,  he  dismissed  the  attendant,  and,  despite 
of  remonstraaces  against  such  an  imprudent  step,  insisted  upon  ar- 
ranging everything  for  himself. 

Now,  though  it  is  true,  as  we  have  before  staled,  that  Sir  Romu* 
Itis  had  been  in  hot<-water  ever  since  his  arrival  in  Paris,  yet  he  was 
by  no  means  prepared  for  the  boiling  he  was  about  to  give  bimseif  ^ . 
for,  having  recklessly  jumped  into  the  bath,  and  turned  the  tubes 
of  hot  and  cold  water  both  at  once,  it  was  not  till  he  was  nearly 
scalded  to  death  that  he  discovered  that  the  tube  containing  the  cold 
water  was  stiff  and  would  not  turn,  and  that  the  boiling  flood  was 
therefore  mercilessly  ingulfing  him.  ^^  God  bless  kny  soul ! ''  ex- 
claimed he,  jumping  out  upon  the  floor,  where  he  danced  with 
pain.  '^  Never  again  as  long  as  I  live  will  I  eat  lobsters ;  for  now  I 
know  what  the  poor  d— Is  must  suffer  when  boiled  alive  !  Oh,  the 
Algerines !  Ihey  may  well  call  these  Algerine  baths.  I  suppose  they 
are  what  the  Dey  of  Algiers  had  for  making  ^  consomm6 '  of  Chris- 
tian in— pooh— pooh — ^pooh !  I'm  positively  done  to  rags ! ''  and 
here  Sir  Romulus  rang  and  roared  alternately,  till  Ihe  bath  man  at 
length  appeared  with  a 

**  Ciel !  qu'avez-vous  done,  Monsieur? " 

And  Sir  Romulus  informed  him,  in  a  ^  Maeedoine '  of  French 
and  English  oaths,  of  the  misfortune  that  had  befallen  him.  The 
phlegmatic  water-sprite  merely  replied  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoul- 
ders and  a  protrusion  of  both  hands,  after  the  fashion  of  Orestes  in 
Racine's  tragedy  of  '  Andromaque,'  when  he  announces  to  that 
very-hard-to-be-pleased  lady,  Hermione,  that  he  has  committed 
the  murder,  like  a  faithful  servitor,  as  she  desired  him. 

^'  Pardi,  Monsieur,  ne  vous  ai-je  pas  bien  dit  ?  On  ne  se  fait  pas 
pol-au-feu  comme  ^a  soi-m^me.'" 

"Maim— yes,  you  Algerine,  I  believe  I  am  maimed  for  life," 
said  Sir  Romulus,  limping  about  in  quest  of  his  different  garments, 
between  minute-gun  interjections  of  ^'  Oh,  my  arm  ! — ah,  my 
back ! " 

'^  Mais  assay ez- vous  done,  monsieur/'  said  the  bath-man,  offer- 
ing him  a  chair. 
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^' Barbarian !"  muttered  Sir  Romulus,  looking  angrily  at  the  at- 
tendant and  sorrowrully  at  the  chair,  ^^ Barbarian!  when  I'm  posi- 
tiyely  like  King  Cloyis's  angel !  It  will  be  a  mercy  if  I  am  ever  able  to 
sit  down  again. — OhT'  And  here  Sir  Romulus,  who  kept  a  journal 
that  he  eventually  intended  publishing,  sought  for  his  pocketrbook, 
and  hastily  wrote  down — ^^  Let  all  Englishmen  coming  to  Paris 
beware  how  they  go  into  any  of  the  public  baths,  unless  they  wish 
to  be  boiled  alive — which  will  be  the  infallible  result ;  as  these  baths 
are  evidently  a  deep-laid  scheme  of  the  French  government  to  ex- 
terminate (he  English.  (Mem. — ^To  write  to  Lord  John,  and  give 
him  timely  notice  of  this.)''  '*  Um — um— um,"  bumble-bee'd  this 
great  benefactor  of  the  human  race,  looking  handcuffs  and  con- 
demned cells  at  the  poor  bath-man,. who  was  quietly  examining  the 
workmanship  of  one  of  the  top-boots,  and  who  had  come^to  the 
conclusion  that  the  words  ^^Hoby,  maker,  St.  James'  Street/' 
printed  and  pasted  inside,  were  the  names  of  the  owner.  ^^  Um— 
um — um,  you  Algerines — I'll  defeat  your  malice." 

^^  Pardon,  monsieur,  mais  h  propos  (de  bottes)  vous  avez  un  nom 
bien  long,  Hobay  Mackair  Sam  Jam  Strait,'^ 

^^It  will  be  longer,  you  Algerine,  before  you  catch  me  here 
again,"  said  the  indignant  barpnet  ordering  the  attendant  instantly 
to  quit  the  room  -,  a  command  ( which,  like  Potier  in  the  '*  Sorrows 
of  Werter,"  when  he  desired  the  absence  of  Charlotte's  infantine 
relatives)  he  enforced  by  bringing  the  sole  of  his  right  foot  in  juxta- 
position with  the  most  defenceless  portion  of  the  retreating  indivi- 
dual's person. 

As  Sir  Romulus  progressed  in  his  toilette,  he  heaved  an  expia- 
tory sigh  to  the  ^  artiste'  who  had  fabricated  one  portion  of  his  dress, 
which,' from  their  now  inconvenient  narrowness,  reminded  him 
of  the  scolding  he  had  bestowed  upon  the  tailor  for  not  having 
made  them  tighter;  but,  without  diving  into  the  depths  of  philo- 
sophy, this  was  only  an  additional  proof  that  in  the  view  we  take 
of  things,  from  insurrections  down  to  inexpressibles,  we  are  always 
actuated  by  our  own  personal  feelings  ;  thus  it  is  but  natural  that 
a  man  who  had  just  barely  escaped  being  boiled  alive,  should  have 
narrower  views  than  he  who  stands  at  ease  before  a  mirror,  the 
Alexander  Selkirk  of  his  dressing-room — ^'monarch  of  all  the 
surveys." 

When  Sir  Romulus  found  his  way  into  the  street,  every  stone  of 
which  appeared  like  a  red-hot  gridiron,  he  determined  to  cast  a  last 
look  of  indignation  on  the  scene  of  his  sufferings,  and  raised  his  eyes 
therefore  to  the  narrow  door-way,  and  read  in  plain  black  letters, 
on  one  side  of  a  ground  glass  lamp,  the  modest '  ^ffiche'  of  ^'  Bains." 
"  Bless  me,"  said  he  "  after  all,  I  don't  believe  I  have  been  to  the 
Algerine  baths.  Pray,  sir,  said  he,  addressing  an  Englishman  who 
was  passing  at  the  lime,  ''  do  you  know  what  street  this  is?" 
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**  This,  sir  ?— it  is  Ihe  Rue  Neuve  des  Petite  Champs.'' 

"  And  the  Alg«rine  baths — are  these  they  ?" 

"  Oh",  dear,  no^  they  are  in  the  Rue  Neuve  Vivienne." 

''For  heaven's  sake,  sir,  if  ever  you  lake  a  bath,  never  venture 
into  this  infernal  den,  where  I  have  come  by  mistake,  and  been 
most  barbarously  used— boiled  alive,  sir— boiled  alive !— in  the 
most  cold-blQoded  manner  \  and  then  to  find  they  are  not  the  Alge* 
rine  baths  after  all !— luckily  I  have  not  ^ecified  that  they  were  in 
my  journal,  but  merely  give  a  general  caution  to  my  countrymen  16 
avoid  the  trap  laid  for  them  by  the  French  government!  Um^^um 
— um" — and  here  Sir  Romulus  lowered  his  voice  to  cabinet-secret 
pitch. 

The  Englishman,  thinking  that  he  had  certainly  become  cracked 
in  his  late  boiling,  merely  replied  with  a  smile, ''  Oh,  no,  the  Al- 
gerine  baths  are  like  the  Russian  ones:  they  first  put  you  into  a  va- 
pour bath,  and  when  you  are  nearly  suffocated  they  pour  cold  water 
upon  you,  which  is  very  delighlfuL" 

"Thank  you,  good  sir — I  owe  you  one — that  has  giv^  me  an 
idea.  Ill  go  back  and  take  it  out  of  these  Algerines  in  cold  water/' 

So  saying,  Sir  Romulus  re-entered  the  house,  and  walked  into 
a  room  opposite  the  one  that  had  been  the  theatre  of  hi^  late  mar- 
tyrdom. He  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  the  attendant  to  fill  the  bath 
with  cold  water,  and  bring  some  rough  ice  immediately.  By  the 
time  the  man  had  come  back  with  the  ice,  the  baronet  had  resumed 
his  '  costume  de  Paradis,'  and  plunging  into  the  bath,  ordered  the 
attendant  not  to  return  till  he  rang.  For  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
he  continued  to  enjoy  this  antidote  to  his  late  boiling,  when,  con- 
sidering himself  sufficiently  '  frappe,'  he  recommenced  his  toilet, 
and  felt  himself  so  perfectly  convalescent  that  ipstead  of  a  sigh  he 
bestowed  a  volley  of  Algerines  upon  his  tailor,  and  returned  to  his 
former  opinion  of  how  widely  he  had  erred. 

Having  given  the  last  touch  to  his  wig,  he  walked  quietly  out, 
leaving,  instead  of  the  price  of  his  last  bath,  the  followidg  witty ! 
reproof  written  on  a  slip  of  paper — 

<*  An  EBglish  b»:onet  boiled, 
Is  a  French  bathrbill  spoiled." 

being,  as  the  classical  reader  will  perceive,  a  parody,  though  not  a 
close  one,  upon  the  celebrated  distich  relative  to  ihe  prevailing 
dissimilarity  of  tastes  with  regard  to  the  mode  of  dressing  a  leg  of 
mutton. 

Exulting  in  this  dignified  reproof,  Sir  Romulus  walked  on  through 
several  bye  streets,  till  he  completely  lost  his  way  •,  and  as  it  just 
occurred  to  him  that  it  would  be  as  well  to  inquire  the  road  to  the 
Rue  de  Londres,  a  few  large  drops  of  rain  began  to  faU.  According 
to  his  usual  plan  of  doing  things  out  of  the  common,  in  order  to 
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save  his  new  umbrella,  he  beckoned  lo  Uie  driver  of  a  very 
dilapidated-looking  sylphidc  that  was  passing  al  Ihe  lime,  and  as 
soon  as  it  stopped  Jumped  into  it,  ordering  the  man  to  drive  as  fast 
as  po^ible  to  the  Rue  de  Londres. 

The  dreadful  jolting  of  the  sylphide  not  only  remiDded  Sir 
Romulus  of  his  recent  boiling,  by  making  him  feel  every  instant  as 
though  each  fresh  jerk  were  tearing  off  a  blister,  but  it  also  caused 
him  to  compare  himself,  as  he  bumped  from  one  side  to  another,  lo 
Ta^ioBi  balancing  on  the  sun-flower,  which  he  had  always  con- 
sidered a  most  perilous  and  uncomfortable  proceeding. 

"Um — um— these  Algerines  of  hackney-coaches  are  terribly  ill 
arranged;  there  should  be  a  total  overthrow  of  ttie  whole  systeai"— 
soliloquized  the  baronet,  who  al  the  most  extreme  point  of  personal 
distress  never  forgot  the  public  weal.  Scarcely  had  he  uttered 
these  last  words,  when,  turning  suddenly  into  the  Rue  de  Mont- 
JNane,  over  went  the  sylphide,  and  out  came  Sir  Romulus  head- 
foremost. 

Now  it  so  happened,  that  among  the  crowd  that  such  an  accident 
invarifld>ly  draws,  was  Mademoiselle  PauKne  Manourit;  and  it  also 
happened  that  it  was  into  her  arms  Sir  Romulus  fell  as  he  gave  the 
last  kick,  to  extricate  his  right  foot  from  the  window  of  the  sylphide; 
in  bis  fail  his  hat  had  received  a  bulge  op  the  lefl  side,  which  poshed 
both  it  and  his  wig  considerably  over  his  right  ear,  which  gave  him 
a  very  knowing  look,  and  no  doubt  caused  the  arch  glance  that 
lurked  in  the  corner  of  Mad'eHe  Pauline's  eye,  which,  reminding 
Sir  Romulus  of  his  new  role  of '  homme  galant)'  made  him,  as  soon 
as  he  had  recovered  his  equilibrium,  turn  round  and  bestow  sundry 
little  caresses  and  '  coup  de  pattes'  on  Ihat  young  lady's  cheeks  and 
chin;  which,  to  the  great  amusement  of  a  numerous  auditory,  he 
accompanied  wilb^  "  Um — um — um — Mong  petit  chat  ^a  va  mew ! '" 
and  here  Sir  Romulus  raised  his  voice,  in  imitation  of  that  of  a 
^chat  en  bonne  fortune.'  As  ill  luck  would  have  it,  just  as  he  was 
again  bestowing  a  few  little  amiable  attentions  upon  Mademoiselle 
Pauline's  chin,  who  should  drive  by,  on  their  way  to  the  Ghemia 
de  fer,  but  Lady  Bubble  and  Miss  Prudence. 

'*  bear  me ! "  exclaimed  the  laller,  ''  who  can  that  young  woman 
be  that  Romulus  has  got  with  him?" 

^^Stop!"  screamed  Lady  Bubble,  pulling  the  check-string  so 
suddenly  that  the  coachman's  finger  was  nearly  amputated ;  '' Alci- 
biade,  Alcibiade — laissez-moi  get  out! " 

And  Alcibiade  (Sir  Romulus's  chasseur)  jumped  dowa^froni 
behind  the  carriage,  and  lowered  the  steps.  Indignation  ga^e  an 
impetus  lo  Lady  Bubble's  movements  thai  enabled  her  to  squeeze 
herself  through  the  door- way  in  less  than  a  minute  and  a  half;  when 
rushing  up  to  Sir  Romulus,  seizing  his  arm,  and  menacingly  shaking 
a  large  green  fan  in  his  face,  she  exclaimed — 
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'^Oh,  Sir  Romalufi !  Sir  Romahis!  this  Is  pretty  b^aviour  in  tbe 
public  streets,  sir.*' 

**  My  dear,  my  dear,  If  you'd  hear  rae.' — 

*'  I  won't  hear  yod,  sir-  seeiag  is  beUeviDg." 

"  Um— urn— urn— there  is  somcthiBg  in  the  Paris  air  that  makes 
one's  calamity  dreadfally  Jealous."  solto  voce'd  Sir  Romulus. 

"There  is  something  in  the  air  of  Paris  that  makes  husbands 
scandalously  profligate — what  is  tbe  cause  of  this,  sir?" 

"My  new  umbrella,  my  dear." 

"Your  new  flddleslick—you  may  make  a  fool  of  yourself,  Sir 
Romulus,  but  you  sha'nt  make  one  of  me." 

"Fool!  my  dear,  there  is  no  folly  in  the  case,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, great  wisdom— you  see  this  fine  new  purple  silk  umbrella-* 
bought  it  only  two  hours  ago,  and  naturally  wishing  to  save  it  from 
the  rain,  I  got  into  that  Algerine  of  a  sylphide,  which  overturned 
Just  before  you  drove  up,  and  collected  this  mob;  and  this,  I  assure 
you,  my  dear,  is  the  exact  truth.*' 

"Really,  sir!"  fanned  Lady  Bubble,  "you  are  enough  topro^ 
yoke  a  saint — who  e?er  heard  of  any  one  saving  an  umbrella  from 
the  rain,  when  that  is  what  Ihey  are  made  for ! — but  it  never  rains 
but  it  pours — and  that  is  the  reason,  I  suppose,  you^were  taking 
such  scandalous  iVeedoms  with  that  creature."  Here  Lady  Bubble 
turned  indignantfy  round,  but  Mademoiselle  Pauline  had  prudently 
shrunk  back,  and  mingled  with  the  crowd.  "  That  was  to  save  your 
umbrella,  too,  I  suppose? — Oh !  that  I  should  live  lobe  so  treated ! " 

"Urn — urn — um — no;  there  I  was  making  hay  while  the  sun 
shines,"  muttered  Sir  Romulus;  "but"  added  he  aloud,  '^Oh,  ray 
dear !  as  for  the  young  person  to  whom  you  allude,  she  prevented 
my  falling,  when  I  was  upset  out  of  that  infernal  machine,  and  so" I 
was  obliged  to  be  civil  to  her."' 

"  There  is  a  great  difiference  between  being  civil  to  young  women, 
and  being  rude  with  them,  Sir  Romulus,"  replied  iier  ladyship  in- 
dignantly, as,  fanning  herself  violently ,  she  returned  to  the  carriage ; 
while  Sir  Romulus,  who  began  to.  And  liis  situation  somewhat  un- 
pleasant^ and  his  position  anything  but  advantageous,  seeing  that 
he  had  one  foot  in  the  mud,  and  one  skirl  of  his  coal  (Owing  to  the 
pressure  from  without)  getting  up  a  touching  scene  with  the  belter 
balf  of  an  over-ripe  melon,  thai  was  meUiifg  away  on  a  stall  beneath 
the  rays  of  a  meridian  sun — now  began  to  think  seriously  of  how 
he  should  effect  a  retreat;  when,  just  as  he  was  deliberating  (that 
dangerous  crisis  for  man  as  well  as  woman),  whom  should  he  per- 
ceive in  the  crowd — like  the  "  peerless  Marcia" — inasmuch  as^  like 
that  formidable  lady,  "  he  lowered  above  his  sex ;"  but  Mr.  Jonah 
Filzgerald,  grinning  from  ear  to  ear^^the  sight  of  a  shell  coming 
towards  him  could  not  have  given  a  greater  impetus  to  the  baronet's 
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moYementfi— for,  pioneering  his  way  wilh  the  point  of  his  umbrella^ 
he  made  straight  for  his  wife's  carriage, 

Just  as  Alcibiade  had  lowered  the  steps  (against  Lady  Bubble's 
express  command),  Sir  Romulus  was  recognized  by  two  men  in  the 
crowd,  who  had  heard  his  eloquent  harangue  from  the  window  of 
the  H6lel  Meurice,  on  the  first  morning  of  his  arrival  •,  and  bursting 
into  a  loud  laugh,  they  exclaimed  with  one  voice,  pointing  at  him, 
*Ah!  c'esl  le  Saltimbanque  de  I'Hdlel  Meurice!'— which  watch- 
word, setting  on  some  twenty  or  thirty  little  gamites,  the  uproar 
and  rush  towards  the  unfortunate  baronet  became  tremendous. 

"  You  shan't  come  into  my  carriage,  sir,"  was  Lady  Bubble's  first 
veto,  as  Alcibiade  lowered  the  steps  5  but  as  the  pursuit  aHer  Sir 
Romulus  became  hotter,  and  hotter,  and  the  noise  louder,  and 
louder-,  her  ladyship  began  to  feel  herself  in  the  same  predicament 
as  those,  who  formerly  rented  ferries  on  the  banks  of  the  river 
Meander,  in  Ionia ;  who,  Strabo  tells  us,  were  responsible  for  all 
the  damage  done  by  its  overflowings;  so  that  whenever  the  river 
was  indicted — which  by  the  Athenian  law  it  could  be— these  un- 
fortunate proprietors  had  to  bear  the  brunt.  Now,  as  Lady  Bubble 
was  unquestionably  the  proprietor  of  Sir  Romulus  (however  much 
he  might  be  inclined  to  divide  and  circulate  so  valuable  a  property ), 
she  felt  herself  called  upon,  at  the  increasing  overflowings  of  po- 
pular tumult,  to  pay  the  tax  entailed  upon  her,  as  possessor  of  the 
cause  of  it  -,  and  therefore  relaxed,  so  far  as  to  address  to  her  sposo, 
who  stood  with  one  foot  on  the  step  of  the  carriage— not  daring  to 
advance  farther— the  interrogation  of  "  What  is  the  matter  ? "  His 
wits  being  always  whetted  by  the  urgency  of  (he  moment,  he  lost 
no  time  in  leaning  forward,  and  saying,  in  a  confidential  whisper, 
as  he  put  his  hand  to  one  side  of  his  mouth, 

"  Um— um— my  dear,  don't  be  alarmed,  but  it  is  the  first  out- 
break of  a  revolution." 

"Good  heavens!"  almost  screamed  Lady  Bubble,  '^  get  in 
directly,  and  don't  stand  there  to  be  murdered." 

Sir  Romulus  obeyed,  without  an  instant's  delay,  but  still  the 
provoking  Alcibiade  stood  with  the  dQor  open  in  his  hand,  waiting 
for  orders ;  and  to  his  reiterated  query  of  where  he  was  to  t^l  the 
coachman  to  drive.  Lady  Bubble,  in  her  fright,  replied, «"  Ghemin 
d'Enfer." 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  facetiously  patting  her 
cheek,  for  he  had  grown  courages  with  the  fiVst  movement  of  (he 
carriage-,  "  well,  my  dear,  that^is  as  good  a  road  as  any  other  ^  for 
I  have  no  objection  any  day  to  go  to  the  d— 1  with  a  fine  woman." 

"  So  it  appears,  sir,"  frowned  Lady  Bubble,  drawing  herself  up, 
and  again  having  recourse  to  her  fan  j  "  for  you  seem  to  have  come 
to  a  fine  pass,  since  you  have  been  in  this  horrid  abandoned  place  I '' 

"  Abandoned  idace,  is  it,  my  dear?— then  it  should  turn  Tory, 
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for  no  place  ever  was  abandoned  by  them — ha!  ha!  ha!— ^turn 
Tory,  no  place  ever  abandoned  by  Ihem !  I  must  writeibat  to  Lord 
John,  thougl^the  jMgerine  has  not  answered  one  of  my  lettere  since 
I  left  England,  though  they  alt  contained  the  most  important  Go- 
vernment secrets!  which  I  have  no  doubt,  they  will  issue  from  the 
Cabinet  next  Session  as  their  own!''  and  here  Sir  Romulus  very 
dexterously  made  the  conversation,  or  rather  his  harangue,  so 
completely  political,  that  before  they  had  arrived  at  the  Rue  de 
Loudres,  he  had  quite  succeeded  in  convincing  Lady  Bubble  that 
the  little  ^  scena'  she  had  been  witness  to  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue 
de  Montblanc,  between  himself  and  Mademoiselle  Pauline  Manou- 
rit,  was  only  one  of  the  hundred  and  fifty  little  dexterities  and 
manoeuvres  he  possessed,  of  managing  and  humouring  a  French 
mob!  with  whom  oratory  was  sometimes  dangerous  for  the  orator — 
witness  the  late  catastrophe  at  Meurice's. 

^^  Still,  my  dear,"  said  Laddy  Bubble,  with  a  last  faint  glimmer 
of  scepticism ;  ^'  I  donH  see  what  that  has  to  do  with  your  being  so 
familiar  with  young  women  in  the  streets?*' 

"  Um— um — ^um — ^my  dear" — ^bul  whatever  Sir  Romulus  said, 
though  no  doubt  as  pithy  and  witty  .as  usual,  is  unfortunately  lost 
to  posterity,  as  he  whispered  in  Lady  Bubble's  ear,  who  replied 
with  a  benignant  smile — ^'Oh!  Sir  Romulus,"  tapping  his  cheek 
with  her  fan,  as  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  station  in  the  Rue  de 
Londres. 

CHAPTER  XXV. 

"  — —  enfln  quelle  galore, 
£t  que  c'est  fa  tiguant  de  se  mettre  en  colore/' 

VEcole  des  Joumalistei^ 

"  My  story  will  not  be  the  worse. 
If  you'll  reflect  with  patience, 
Upon  the  constant  intercourse. 
Between  Uie  neighboring  nations.'' 


"  THBftK  18  IBASOH  IN  THUOASTING  OF  B6G8,"  SATS  THB  P^OYKEB,  ARD  THBRB  IS  ALSO 
BBASON  IN  BOSS  PBUDERCB's  ADHIBATIOK  OF  PIGTUBBS.'-^OME  BAD  LAM6UAGB  PASSBS 
BffrWEEH  HER  AltD  A  GABOON  SE  CAFE  AT  TSBSAfLLBS.-^MR.  MC  PHIN  SEEMS  IM- 
CXINBD  TO  MAKE  A  DECLABATIOK  AT  THB  BABBIEB.*— *THB  BUBBLE  FAHILT  DIME  AT 
TIB  HOTEL  DE  7AB1S,   WHBBB  MISTEB  SIMPSON  fefr-AFPKABS  WFEH  HIS  BBIDE,    ALSO 

MONSIEUB  GATAPLAH,  TO  HIM  HIS  UHGLE. 

*  •  •       • 

The  tide  of  Sir  Romulus's  affairs  had  certainly  set  in  with  a 
current  of  ill  luck,  for,  when  he  arrived  at  the  station,  he  had  the 
satisfaction  of  hearing  froni  Marmaduke,  that  the  last  train  had  been 
gone  about  ten  minutes,  and  that  consequently  they  must  wait  an 
hour  for  another!  However  distressing  this  might  have  been  to  the 
rest  of  the  party,  Sir  Romulus  bore  it  very  philosophically,  as  he 
passed  the  time  in  narrating  the  providential  escapes  he  had  had. 
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9q4  ttoplDt  of  the  Frenoh  Goferameot!  for  boilipg  an  Engttslnnen 
alive!  MM»  Prudeece^  too,  enlWeBed  the  copversalion,  by  several 
original  r^roarks,  auoh  as  ^^  Ob  dear  I  do  you  koow  I  ^ve  observed 
that  ttwre  are  two  oames  remarkable  common  at  Paris — '  Baios/ 
BOW  that's  an  Irish  name,  and  '  Prix  Fixe,'  which  Is  quite  Freoch, 
but  very  ugly/* 

Marmaduke  endeavoured  to  set  her  right  upon  her  wooderful 
discoveries;  and,  after  much  argument,  she  resigned  'Bains'  to 
their  fate;  but  'Prix  Fixe'  wap  an  ^id*e  fii^B,'  that  there  was  no 
possible  means  of  removing,  as  she  insisted  upon  having  seep  it  at 
so  many  totally  difiTerent  shops,  and  therefore  it  must  be  the  peo- 
ple's name. 

TbU  dispute  notbeipg  likely  to  end,  and  Sir  Romulus  bating  io 
be  bored,  however  he  might  like  to  bore,  waliced  out  to  the  lrain» 
and  entered  into  a  description  wilh  the  engineer,  of  the  plan  and 
advantage^  of  the  Sub-marine  Railroad-  This  description  would 
have  been  most  graphio,  but  that  unfortunately  there  was  an  im- 
pervious incognito  about  Sir  Romulus's  French,  that  baffled  the 
engineer's  most  strenuous  attempts  to  recognise  a  single  word; — 
perceiving  which,  the  baronet  became  pantomimie,  and  se^ing  a 
paii  of  water  standing  near,  be  instantly  tilted  it  on  one  side, 
performing  a  sort  of  booming  sound  wilh  bis  lips  as  he  did  so,  and 
passing  his  slick  rapidly  along  the  side  of  the  bucket,  by  which 
means  the  engineer  got  considerably  splashed.  This  did  not,  how- 
ever, in  the  least  damp  Sir  Romulus's  ardour,  any  more  than  the 
alarmed  looks  of  his  companion,  till  he  suddenly  perceived  on  the 
wall  the  taH  shadow  of  a  man,  the  thumb  of  whose  right  hand 
touched  his  nose,  while  that  of  his  left  joined  the  little  finger  of  his 
right :  and  the  fingers  of  both  hands  were  performing  telegraphic 
evolutions  to  the  engineer.  Looking  for  about  a  second  at  this 
^  ombre  Ghinoise,'  which  seemed  to  produce  an  alarming  effect 
npon  the  engineer,  Sir  Rrnnului  turned  abruptly  round,  and  beheld 
the  gaunt  figure  of  Mr.  Jonah  Filigerald !  measuring  his  own 
august  person  very  significantly  with  one  eye,  and  playing  the 
flageolet  with  his  fingers  at  the  engineer. 

We  have  before  slated  that  Mr.  Jonah  Fityger^Id'^  were  fire- 
locks—tb^y  were  more,  they  were  percussion  looks ;  for  no  sooner 
did  Sir  Romulus  behold  them,  than  the  noise  in  his  ears  became  in- 
tolerable, and  he  darted  off  like  a  shot  back  to  the  waiting-room, 
overturning  and  dividing  the  contents  of  the  pail  equally  between 
the  seriously  a)armed  engineer  and  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald,  who  had 
beejl  merely  acquaintiitg  the  farmer  by  all  the  eloquence  of  dumb- 
flhow,  that  Sir  {lomylus  had  been  one  of  Monsieur  Gu^pard's  in- 
Qurable  patients — a  foct(!)  wbich  he  put  into  words  the  moipQot  the 
baronet  bad  disappeared- 

''  What's  Ihp  matter,  Ronuilus?  you  look  as  if  you  bad  been 
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pursued  by  a  msd  bull,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  as  her  brolher  flung 
himself  op  a  bench,  fanning  himself  vehemently  with  his  ha^. 

'*  Mad  bull! — um — um— um,  my  dear,  worse  than  that — I  have 
discovered,"  (but  here  Sir  Romulus  prudently  lowered  his  voice,  a 
precaution  the  intelligent  reader  must  have  obsei^ed  this  able  poli- 
tician always  took  when  alluding  to  the  French  government),  'M 
have  discovered  that  the  French  police  is  composed  almost  enllrely 
of  those  Algerines  the  mad-doctors,  who  dodge,  haunt,  pursue,  and 
catch  one  at  every  turn — it  must  fill  every  honest  man  with  indig- 
nation— as  for  me,  'servala  fides  cineri '  I  am  ready  to  burst !  and 
there  is  one  thing  I  am  convinced  of,  my  dear  Marmaduke,  respect-^ 
ing  this  country "  but  whatever  that  was,  unluckily  for  poste- 
rity, it  never  transpired,  for  at  that  moment  the  bell  rang,  and  tho 
crowd  in  the  waiUng-room  rushed  like  a  swarm  of  electrified  antk 
to  secure  their  places.  Cosmo,  and  Mr.  McPhin  were  hurrying  on 
with  the  rest,  when  they  were  suddenly  pulled  back  by  Sir  Romulus* 

^^Stop!^'  said  he^  ^^in  these  critical  times  one  cannot  be  too 
guarded  in  every  movement  one  makes  ]  and  as  at  this  moment  1 
am  evidently  an  object  of  political  persecution!  it  behoves  me  for 
the  honour  of  England,  and  my  name,  to  baffle  them.  Um — um--^ 
um,  my  dear,  take  my  arm.  Prudence,  you  take  my  other  arm. 
Mr*  McPhin  give  Mademoiselle  yours,  and  walk  close  behind  me." 
(Mr.  McPhin  groaned  assent;  Mademoiselle  simpered  alacrity.) 
''  Gosnto,  700  take  your  uncle's  arm,  and  walk  close  before  me*, 
King,  you  take  your  calamity,  and  walk  before  them  ;  and  then  we 
shall  be  enough  to  frighten  the  d-^,"  • 

"  Ah  I  just  so— just  so— ah !  '* 

With  this  '  garde-du-corps,"  Sir  Romulus  walked  boldly  out  to 
the  train,  till,  arriving  at  th^  carriage  destined  for  his  party,  whom 
he  whispered  to  surround  him,  he  hastily  poked  the  tickets  into  the 
man's  hand ;  and  ducking  his  head,  like  a  hero  making  a  low  bow 
to  a  bullet,  or  a  school-boy  to  a  proffered  box  on  the  ear,  he  sprang 
Into  the  carriage,  all  the  time  crouching  down,  holding  his  hat 
before  liis  face,  beckoning  to  the  rest  of  the  family  to  follow,,  and 
repeating  the  words   '  quick !  quick !  " 

''Oh  dear!"  cried  Miss  Prudence,  as  sooo  as  Ihcy  had  passed 
another  train,  ^'  I  wonder  if  the  Sub-marine  Rail-road  traias  will 
be  like  these,  all  flre  ?" 

"  No!  to  be  sure,  they'll  be  all  water,"  replied  Lady  Bubble. 

'*  Uni^-um— ^um,  my  dear,  my  celebrated  *bon  root'  to  the 
mayor  and  corporalion  of  Shrewd>ury  ought  to  have  made  yott 
know  that ;  but  as  I  suppose  you  have  been  stupid  enougli  ia  forget 
it  I'll  repea " 

''Oh, dear  no!'  interrupted  Miss  Prudence,  "I've  heard  it  loo 
ofi^n  to  forget  it,  but  I  merely  ask^  for  inlbrmation  sake." 
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"Well,  then,"  said  Marmfiiduko,  " having  been  dDswered,  lel 
us  wave  the  subject.** 

"  Wave  the  subject— very  well—very  virell— egad !  you  are  grow- 
ing witty  too,  Marmaduke ;  but  I  must  explain  to  these  Algerines, 
for  they  don't  seem  to  take — um — urn — um — my  dear,  wave  the 
subject— the  subject  being  the  Sub-marine  Rail-road,  and  wave 
being  in  allusion  to  the  waves  of  the  sea." 

''Oh !  I  see,''  said  Lady  Bubble. 

"  What  a  pity,"  remarked  Sir  Romulus,  facetiously,  "  that  there 
is  no  one  here  of  the  name  of  Anne,  for  then  I  might  exclaim,  'Oh! 
see— Anne— which  would  give  us  the  whole  ocean!  ha!  ha!  ha! 
there,  Marmaduke,  go  beyond  that  if  you  can !" 

"  I  don't  want  to  go  beyond  seas,  I  am  very  comfortable  where 
I  am,"  said  Marmaduke,  opening  one  eye,  and  leaning  his  head 
more  towards  the  window.  After  which  he  drew  an  English  news- 
paper from  his  pocket,  and  began  to  read. 

"Um— um,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  glancing  at  the  paper,  "What 
have  you  got  there,  Marmaduke,  my  friend  the  Examiner?  eh!" 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  Marmaduke,  "  I  have  long  given  up  that 
paper-,  for  its  swear-black-is-white  tone,  both  in  literature  and 
politics,  is  truly  disgusting ;  and  the  ministerial  toadyism  of  its 
leading  articles  completely  neutralizes  the  otherwise  good  style  in 
which  they  are  writfen;  as  for  its  reviews,  or  rather  boreas-like 
puffs,  they  are  a  disgrace  to  the  very  devil  who  prints  them.  No, 
I  now  lake  "  The  Spectator,''— there  is  a  good  healthy  honest  tone 
about  Us  political  articles;  and  a  fair  spirit  of  criticism  in  the  lite- 
rary department,  that  makes  one  feel  it  is  conducted  by  men  of 
sense  and  probity,  and  not  by  a  band  of  brigands  of  the  press, 
ready  to  pillage  and  assassinate  the  community  at  large,  for  the 
sake  of  enriching  and  aggrandizing  their  own  chosen  few ;  but 
neariy  all  Periodical  Literature,  with  very  few  exceptions,  is  on  a 
most  disgraceful  footing,  that  of  cliquism.  So  that  when  ''My 
Grandmother's  Gazette,"  ycleped  the  Literary,  is  ordered  by  some 
money-lending  confrere  to  'b6chamel6'  a  book,  and  denounce 
resisted  sm  as  the  adultery  of  the  mind!  (sublime  expression, 
worthy  of  those  gentlemen  celebrated  for  their  addiction  to  the 
ordmary  sort  forbidden  in  the  Decalogue),  its  continental  cor- 
respondents, such  as  the  'Revue  des  deux  Mondes,'  for  instance, 
IS  ordered  to  flounder  out  a  similar  attack,  in  which  it  displays 
much  ingenious  ignorance,  in  confounding  the  identity  of  Queen 
Charlotte  and  Queen  Caroline— infusing  Belgium  blood  into  Irish 
vems— and  wasting  a  great  deal  of  poor  invective  upon  a  very  ter- 
tile^subject  of  which  it  knows  nothing. 

"Then  comes  the  plastering  department,  when  contributions  to 
annuals,  written  by  diplomatic  young  gentlemen,  who,— when  not 
engaged  m  the  honourable  employment  of  a  spy,  or  of  furnishing 
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the  newspapers  with  gross  falsehoods,  of  a  persecuted  woman,  or 
publishing  slanders  of  an  iHustrioas  lady  S — devote  their  valuable 
time  to  outraging  English  grammar,  and  maiming  English  style, 
by  telling  the  '^pensive  public**  that  some  old  lady's  '^verdant 
lawns  were  green !  '*  and  attempting  the  lives  of  great  men  (vide 
that  of  I^rd  Byron),  in  a  manner  so  atrocious,  that  they  deserved 
to  be  hanged,  all  of  which  enormities  have  to  be  puffed  and  be 
praised  by  the  aforesaid  periodicals/' 

"Oh  the  Algerines!"  cried  Sir, Romulus 5  "you  give  a  pretty 
account  of  them." 

"A  true  one,''  said  Marmaduke,  as  the  train  stopped. 

"Um — um — um,"  bumble-bee'd  the  former,  whispering  in  his 
brother's  ear,  "you  know  that  great  tall  Irish  Algerine  Of  a  keeper, 
that  was  at  the  madhouse  at  Boulogne, — well,  I  saw  the  wretch 
before  we  set  off,  so  just  keep  a  look  out  for  him,  and  I'll  sit  here 
till  you  tell  me  he  is  out  of  sight"  Marmaduke  did  look  in  every 
direction,  but  no  wiiere  could  he  see  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald,  who, 
indeed,  had  only  been  as  far  as  the  Rue  de  Londres  with  a  parcel 
to  forward  to  Versailles. 

As  soon  as  the  crowd  had  quite  disappeared,  Sir  Romulus  ven- 
tured to  alight,  but  took  the  precaution  of  marching  to  the  hotel  in 
the  same  order  in  which  he  had  walked  to  the  train.  Half  the 
party  were  for  going  at  once  to  the  ch&ieau ;  but  Miss  Prudence 
declared  that  it  would  be  too  late  for  luncheon  after  they  had  been 
over  it,  and  that  for  her  part  she  was 'so  faint  for  want  of  food,  she 
should  die  if  she  did  not  get  something^  and  Mr.  McPhin  having 
given  a  casting  vote  in  her  favour,  it  was  decided  that  they  should 

have  luncheon  first.  Accordingly  they  repaired  to  the  Hdtel  de 

and  selecting  a  table  under  a  lime  tree  in  its  charming  little  garden, 
Sir  Romulus  busied  himself  about  iceing  the  wine,  while  every 
one  ordered  a  separate  ^plat'  to  tbeir  own  taste.  Sir  Romulus 
ordered  a  ^ mayonnaise/  which  he  called  a  ^Solomon  Gundy'  of 
chicken  and  salad,  and  was  very  angry  with  the  gar^on  for  not 
understanding  him. 

Every  one  had  chosen  what  they  wished,  except  Miss  Prudence 
and  Mademoiselle  ^  the  fGfrmer  had  been  too  busy  looking  for  her 
bag,  and  the  latter  looking  at  Mr.  McPhin.  As  Miss  Prudence  was 
still  hunting  under  the  table  for  her  lost-  reticule  (which  she  had 
left  la  the  carriage),  and  shaking  every  one's  petticoats,  much  to 
their  annoyance,  the  gar^on  finding  it  in  vain  to  appeal  to  her, 
turned  to  Mademoiselle,  who,  sighing  deeply  as  she  bestowed  a 
parting  glance  on  Mr.  McPhin^  replied  to  bis  question  of  what  she 
>    wished  to  have,  by  murmuring  out,  "  Riz  au  lait." 

I>        '  See  the  infamous  calamnies  on  the  charming  and  still  beautiful  Madame  Kdcamier, 
in  a  late  ridiculous  work  on  France,  which  calumnies  were  Ceibricated  and  furnished  by 
I     the  revengeful  malice  of  Ihe  author's  mistress. 
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'^  Au  gra»/'  repeated  tbe  gargon. 

^-  Non,  aii  laU/'  corrected  fflademolaeUe. 

'^  Pour  votts  (^  aerait  ioujours  an  graa,*'  miHtered  the  waiter,  as 
for  the  last  time  he  turned  to  Misa  Prudence,  to  know  what  she 
would  like  to  bate. 

'^  Mong  6ack--<^Yez)-vou8  too  mong  sack?"  inquired  she,  sitting 
down  at  the  labte  quite  exhausted  from  her  researches,  and  bran- 
dishing Mademoiselle's  bag  in  the  man'a  fiice,  to  make  hhn  under- 
stand what  ahe  meant.  He  replied  that  he  had  not,  and  suggested 
that  she  had  probably  left  it  on  the  seat  of  the  railroad  carriage, 
but  that  he  would  send  and  see,  and  then  again  inquired  what  she 
would  choose  for  lunehaon.  This  was  the  third  and  last  lime  of 
asking ;  so  Miss  Prudence,  placing  her  wrists  on  the  edge  of  the 
tabl6|  elevating  her  hands,  and  twitching  her  fingers  yehemenlty, 
begpn  to  consider,  and  at  length  decided  upon  a  ^coquille  de  \o- 
laille.'  Now  it  so  happened  that  her  fece  had  got  eiLceedingly  red 
and  angry  looking,  from  the  exertion  of  stooping  to  look  for  her 
bag,  and  it  also  happened,  that  not  being  f  ery  sure  of  her  French, 
she  always  made  up  in  loudness  of  tone  and  Tehemence  of  action 
what  she  thought  might  be  deficient  in  clearness  of  pronunciation. 
Aoeordingly,  in  reply  to  the  gar^on's  last  query,  she  twitched  her 
fingers  more  conYulsiTcIf  than  usual,  and  looking  him  sternly  in 
the  fcce,  replied,  ^h  haute  voix/  twice  running,  ^'Coqain  de  to- 
leiir !  Goqttin  de  yoleurP' 

The  poor  waiter^  naturallf  considering  this  as  an  aspersion  upon 
his  honesty  in  reference  to  the  lost  bag,  hastily  flung  down  a  yard 
of  bread,  a  bottle  of  beaune,  and  a  napkin,  that  he  bad  hitherto 
held,  as  he  indignantly  exclaimed,  clinching  his  hand  in  Miss  Pru- 
dence's face : 

^'Commeni!  coquin  de  Yoleur ?— plutAt  canaille  d'Anglaise !  c'est 
joli  (a,  par  example !" 

And  here  Monsieur  Hector  the  waller  tore  his  hair,  knocked  his 
forehead  with  his  clenched  hand,  and  rushed  out  of  the  garden  to 
bring  tbe  master  and  mistress  of  the  hotel,  Monsieur  le  Ctief,  and 
two  or  three  other  waiters,  to  bear  witness  to  his  unimpeach^le 
honesty.  As  he  was  exiting,  Ma<temolseIh3  explained  to  Miss  Pru- 
^  denoe  what  she  had  called  him,  when,  by  tray  of  mending  the 
matter,  the  latter  (olio wed  hkn  to  the  door,  and  with  even  a  greater 
appearance  of  anger,  inasmuch  as  it  was  uttered  in  a  loader  and 
shriller  voice,  accon>panied  with  more  violent  gesticulation,  she 
erted  out : 

*'Eh  blen,  si  vous  n'eies  pas  coquin  de  voleor,  quefie  aolre 
chose  6tes-Yous  ?*' 

Now  what  the  poor  lady  meant  to  say  was,  "Eh  bien,  si  vous 

p'avez  pas  una  coquille  de  voiaiile,  quelle  autre  cho^e  avez-vous?" 

^'  Oh  ciel !"  exclaimed  Monsieur  Hector,  again  slai^ping  his 
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forebeed,  as  he  darted  into  the  paavge,  fnun  whence  is  less  tban 
Ibree  oiioutes  be  reiiirned  vUh  tbe  chef,  (wo  waiters,  and  the  mas* 
ter  aod  mistress  of  the  hotel— Ibe  latter  an  ^eeediogly  pretty  wo-^ 
man,  of  some  four-aad-tweaty  sDfnmer»-^er  sposo  a  burly  per*- 
sooage,  labouring  under  tbe  result  of  siity  years'  good  living,  in 
tbe  shape  of  a  gouty  foot  and  a  large  oak  stick. 

Sir  Romulus  undertook  to  explain,  and  therefore,  as  usual,  made 
confusion  worse  confounded  by  intariarding  tbe  words  ^'  eoqoln  da 
voleur,'  with  sundry  English  expletives^  all  of  which  were  perfectfy 
incomprehensible  to  bis  audience. 

^'  Ab,  Monsieur,"  said  the  chef,  doffing  bis  pigbtcap,  and  twist- 
ing it  energetically  in  bis  hands,  as  he  shrugged  his  shoulders^ 
'^  pour  Monsieur  Hector,  il  est  un  charmanl  gargon.'' 

'^Bien  sOr,''  chimed-ln  Monsieur  Carofrngnol,  the  master  of  the 
hoid,  appealing  to  bi»  wife  as  he  babbled  three  steps  nearer  to  Sir 
Romulus,  ^' ji'est-ce  paa,  Yirginie?  tu  sais  bieo  que  je  lui  ai  tou*^ 
jours  Gonfi(6  Qies  int^^ts  les  plus  inlimes.'' 

''  Ah,  pour  sa  fid^lilJ^  J'en  r6pQpdfi,''  said  Madame  Carmagnof, 
looking  unbounded  confidence  at  Monsieur  Heetdr,  which  that 
gentleman  returned  with  suitable  assurance,  aqd  then  turned  to  the 
wall,  whicb  be  (bumped  with  bis  clenched  list,  muttering  rapidly, 
at  short  intervals,  the  words  ^^  coquin  de  voleur  \  la  vieille diabli^se  !*' 

^^Well,  now,  but  do  you  know,  young  man,''  said  Mias  Prur 
dence,  approaching  him,  ^^  it's  exceediiigly  fpolisb  of  you  fo  make 
such  a  piece  of  work,  when  I  never  meant  to  call  you  a  thief;  'cause, 
of  course,  I  know  nothing  of  your  moral  character,  and,  as  Dr. 
Damnemail  says,  one  should  never  bear  false  witness  against  one's 
neighbour,  and  I  was  not  even  thinking  of  my  bag,— I  assure  yoo, 
I  mean  what  I  say-4)ut  it's  all  the  fiuU  of  the  French  language, 
which  I  call  truly  ridiculous,  having  names  for  things  that  no  mor» 
tal  can  understand  or  remember." 

This  apologetic  harangue,  (he  sidbstaoce  of  whith  Monsieur  Hecr 
tor  was  perfectly  ignorant  of,  and  tbe  manner  of  whicb  seemed  to 
him  anything  but  conciliatory,  only  seemed  to  add  fbel  to  fire,  for^ 
he  turned  round  and  demanded  of  Madame  Garmagnol  what  la 
vieilie  sorci^re  bad  said?  Here  Mademoiselle  Perpignoa  charitably 
came  forward  to  explain  the  nature  of  Miss  Prudence's  offence  ao4 
apology,  which  so  far  appeased  Monsieur  Hector,  as  to  enable  hin^ 
to  turn  bis  face  from  the  waH,  run  his  fingers  through  bis  hair,  and 
exclaim, — 

^^  Est-elle  done  b6te,  la  vieille,  d'appeler  une  coquille  de  vohille, 
coquitt  de  voleur?" 

^^If  you  mean  to  see  the  Palace  to-day,  you  bad  better  make 
haste,"  said  Marmaduke,  looking  at  his  walcb,  ^^  for  it  is  now  a 
quarter  past  three." 

^'To  be  sure,  it's  ridiculous  to  have  Ivncheon  at  this  hour,"  sai4 
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Lady  Bubble,  v^o  perceiving  that  Sir  Romulus  bestowed  more 
looks  upon  the  pretty  face,  and  prettier  cap  of  Madame  Carmagnol 
than  she  thought  absolutely  necessary,  considering  she  was  not  (he 
heroine  of  the  scene,  became  anxious  to  hurry  him  away. 

^^Oh,  dear,  how  liresom^!''  said  Miss  Prudence,  seizing  a  long 
roll^  ^^so  we  are  to  have  no  luncheon  after  all.'' 

^^  Gome  T' cried  Lady  Bubble,  majestically  leading  the  way,  and 
flinging  a  look  over  her  shoulder  at  Sir  Romulus,  as  much  as  to 
say,  '^  linger  behind  at  your  peril !"  The  whole  party  had  reached 
the  street,  when  Sir  Romulus  bumbled  out,: — 

^^Um — um— in  paying  that  Algerine  of  a  waiter,  I  forgot  my 
'  gloTes;  just  wait  here,  my  dear,  and  111  be  back  in  a  moment;'' 
accordingly  into  the  house  the  baronet  returned,  to  look  in  Ma- 
dame CarmagnoPs  flace  for  bis  gloves,  which  he  knew  to  be  all  the 
time  safely  in  his  pocket.  Monsieur  Carmagnol,  the  chief,  and  the 
two  other  waiters  had  not  stood  upon  the  order  of  their  going,  but 
had  gone  at  once,  as  soon  as  the  Bubble  family  had  quitted  the 
Hotel ;  but  Monsieur  Hector  still  remained  in  the  garden  to  re- 
arrange the  table,  and  Madame  Carmagnol  also  remained,  io  offer 
to  this  much  injured  young  man  the  surplus  of  that  philosophy  of 
which  she  had  not  occasion  for  her  own  immediate  use  ]  and,  as  her 
left  hand  rested  on  his  right  arm,  while  her  right  hand  parted  the 
raven  hair  on  his  angry  brow,  it  was,  no  doubt,  through  the  me- 
dium of  magnetism  that  she  meant  to  convey  it. 

"  Cm — um— um— mes  gaots,  perdoo  mes  gants !"  said  Sir  Ro- 
mulus, and  no  sooner  fatd  he  uttered  these  words,  which  seemed 
to  act  like  electricity  upon  Madame  Carmagnol  and  Monsieur  Hec- 
tor, who  both  started  back,  than  the  head  of  the  latter  was  under 
the  table,  leading  the  forlorn  hope  of  a  search  after  Sir  Romulus's 
gloves,  who,  not  to  lose  ground,  took  Monsieur  Hector's  place, 
which  brought  him  so  close  to  Madame  Carmagnol  that  it  enabled 
him  to  discover  that  her  eyes  were  dark  blue,  instead  of  black,  as 
he  had  at  first  thought  they  were.  There  was  a  mysterious  and  un- 
accountable attraction  between  all  female  chins  in  France  and  Sir 
Romolus's  true-born  English  fingers,  that  always  at  the  end  of  a 
few  seconds  brought  the  latter  intimately  acquainted  with  the 
former;  and  it  was  just  as  his  finger  and  thumb  had  been  intro- 
duced to  the  pretty  H|Ue  dimpled  chin  of  Madame.  Carmagnol,  that 
Monsieur  Hector  became  convinced  that  Sir  Romulus's  gloves  were 
not  under  the  table,  nor  even  growing  upon  any  of  the  trees  5  and 
this  it  was,  no  doubt,  from  a  natural  combination  of  thoughts,  that 
caused  him  to  exdaim,  in  no  very  dulcet  voice,  on  looking  up, — 

^' Ha!  ha !  coquin  de  voleur !'' 

Sir  Romulus  was  at  first  slightly  displeased  at  the  construction 
of  the  sentence;  but,  upon  reflection,  thought  it  better  to  consider 
it  as  a  quotation  from  Miss  Prudence,  and,  therefore,  to  show  that 
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he  relt  no  resendneDt,  ^as  proceeding  to  renew  his  altentions  td 
Madame  Garmagnors  chin,  when  he  heard  Lady  Bubble's  voice 
aogrily  through  the  garden-paling,  and,  what  was  worse,  saw  her 
indignant  look  as  she  cried  out,^ — 

^^So,  Sir  Romulus,  I  suppose  this  is  another  of  your  precautions 
to  save  your  umbrella  from  the  rain !" 

''Um — um— um — my  dear,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  abruptly  quit- 
ting Madame  Garmagnol,  and  looking  as  blue  as  his  newly  acquired 
umbrella.  '^There's  no  finding  any  thing  in  this  Algerine  of  a  coun- 
try when  once  it  is  lost." 

"You  appear  lost  yourself,  sir,  to  all  sense  of  propriety,"  said 
Lady  Bubble,  indignantly  rejecting  his  proffered  arm. 

•"Um — um — my  dear,  our  heads  would  very  soon  be  lost,  if  I 
did  not  understand  how  to  humour  these  Algerines,  on  the  very 
brink  of  a  revolution  as  they  now  are." 

These  talismanic  words  never  failed  to  produce  the  desired  effect, 
and  form  an  instantaneous  Lethe  for  all  Sir  Ramulus's  peccadilloes; 
so,  silently  seizing  his  arm.  Lady  Bubble  wafted  quietly  on  to  the 
Chateau. 

As  the  day  was  already  advanced,  they  hurried  through  the  pa- 
lace, taking  but  a  cursory  view  of  the  very  great  improvendents 
that  Louis  Philippe  has  made  in  that,  as  in  most  other  things  in 
France.  Sir  Romulus,  when  he  came  to  the  picture  of  Louis  Qua- 
torze,  as  Apollo,  surrounded  by  his  court,  in  mythological  costume^ 
conceived  the  idea  of  having  himself  painted  as  Jupiter  on  Olympus, 
looking  over  a  chevaux  de  frise  of  clouds  and  cupids,  to  replace  the 
picture  of  Sir  Cephaliis  Bubble,  on  the  staircase  at  Bubble  Hall, 
^hich  he  intended  transferring  to  the  music-gallery. 

Arrived  at  length  at  the  gallery  of  French  victories.  Miss  Pru- 
dence stood  riveted  before  the  picture  of  the  battle  of  Wagrim, 
twitching  her  fingers  as  she  exclaimed  aloud — '^oh  dear!  how  I 
am  interested  in  this!"  Scarcely  had  she  made  the  assertion,  when 
she  felt  the  butt  end  of  a  riding  whip  touch  her  shoulder,  accom- 
panied by  a  gruff  voice,  inquiring — 

'*  Why !  did  you  lose  any  friends  or  reMtions  at  that  battle?" 

The  voice  proceeded  from  Miss  Tripe,  in  her  packet  costume ; 
but  before  she  turned  round  even  to  see  who  had  accosted  her— 
Miss  Prudence  replied*— 

"  Oh  dear,  bo  !  but  being  at  the  Hotel  Wagram,  of  course  I  take 
an  interest  in  the  battle  yon  know !" 

'*I  don't  know  any  such  thing;  for  I  can't  conceive  why  you 
should,"  said  Miss  Tripe ;  ^'  but  allow  me  to  introdooce  my  brother, 
Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe  to  you — I  forget  your  name  :  Miss— « — 
the  old  woman  I  met  on  board  the  packet,  my  dear,  that  wa&  so 
frightened  at  Jupiter — my  brpther.  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe." 

Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe  rejoiced  in  a  tall  thin  figure,  like  two 
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deal  boards  fastened  logetber  by  a  blue  coat,  \irith  gill  battoos, 
being  buttoned  over  them  ^  his  complexion  was  rljrddy,  his  nose 
AAuUiy,  his  eyes  light  and  snaall,  and  his  head  cofered  by  a  bay 
Viig,  or  the  scratch  genus ;,  which,  from  its  long^trled  fidelity  to  his 
head,  in  a  cttil  war  with  his  yelvet  coat  collirr,  was  beginning  (o 
turn  up  behind,  after  the  fashion  of  a  di^ake's  tail.  Having  been 
bred  and  born  near  Dublin,  the  doctor  had  a  rich  and  mellifluous 
brogue,  which  be  imprisoned  as  closely  as  possible,  by  always 
speaking  with  his  teeth  shut(  and  in  a  lew  and  lengthened  drawl, 
which  had  a  very  pathetic  effect^  when  he  was  wont  to  describe  ce^ 
tain  domestic  wrongs  that  he  had  experienced  and  discovered,  as 
he  said,  by  the  ^^mareat  acctdint  in  Hfe,  that  df  liappening  to  pape 
through  a  kay  hole/' 

^^  Is  this  your  first  visit  to  Pawis  (Paris)  ma*am?''  said  the  Doctor 
to  Miss  Prudence,  as  soon  as  the  introduction  had  taken  place. 

"  Yes,  my  first — queer  place,  isn't  it? " 

^^  Oh  ihdade^  ma'am,  ther  are  some  quare  things  in  il,  and  I 
have  a  collection  of  ^he  quarest — a  perfect  ansacldpadia,  I  may 
say^  of  curiosities,  which  I  shall  be  happy  to  show  you  at  any  time 
you  would  like  to  lake  a  pdpe  at  them/' 

^'  Oh,  thank  you !  but  they  are  not  all  like  (hose  great  hedge-hogs, 
are  they?  'cause  do  you  know,  1  was  particular  frightened  at  that, 
and  my  arm  is  quite  sore  still." 

'^  Why,  ma'am !  I  have  animate  and  inanimate  objects,  and  I  try 
curious  ixpirimints  on  ache." 

*'Um — um*— who's  your  friend?"  whispered  Sir  Romulus j 
*'  very  genfeel  man— introduce  me  to  him." 

**0h,  Dr.  Epeihelanium  Tripe  —  my  brother.  Sir  Romulus 
Bubble." 

'^  I  think  my  brother,  Mr.  Alonso  Tripe,  has  tlie  plisure  of 
knowing  you,  sir,"  bowed  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe. 

^^  The  celebrated  poet?  oh,  to  be  sure — he's  going  to  take  a  eala- 
mity  from  our  part  of  the  world— Miss  Damnemall/' 

^^ReaUy,  Sir  Romulus/'  said  Lady  Bubble,  ^^  strangers  never 
ooold  hnagioe  that  by  a  calamity  you  mean  a  wife! " 

\'  Ma'am,"  bowed  the  doctor,  ^^  I  regret  to  say,  that  no  one  knows 
more  of  the  avils  attindani  on  marge  (marriage}  tliiQ  I  do— it  has 
i>een  a  rale  calamity  to  me ^  as  I'm  sure  you'll  allow  whin  I  tdl  you 
that  Mrs.  Tripe  desaved,  desarted^  in  short,  played  me  faJse, 
ma'am,  at  the  age  of  forty-two ! " 

^^  Oh,  the  Algerines!"  said  Sir  Romulus,  who,  with  great  tact, 
gave  the  conversalion  a  scientific  tui;p,  by  sounding  Dr.  Epami- 
Aondai  Tripe  as  to  Ihefeasibility  of  constructing  a  galvanio  telegraph 
for  the  Sub-marine  RaMroad. 

Tlie  Doctor  expressed  his  conviction,  that  as  soon  as  the  Sub- 
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marioe  Railroad  Should  be  completed,  he  would  have  no  difflculty 
in  constructing  the  telegraph  in. question. 

At  the  end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  Sir  Honnulus  became  the 
happy  possessor  of  one  of  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe's  gilt  buttons; 
whereupon^  the  latter  gentlemaa  thought  it  high  time  to  make 
his  bow,  saying,  ^^  that  his  scientiflc  parties  took  place  every  Sa- 
turday, at  which  he  should  be  most  happy  to  see  Sir  Romulus  and 
his  party ! " 

''Very  genteel,  clever  man! ''  said  the  latter,  as  the  Doctor  and 
Miss  Tripe  strode  out  of  the  gallery. 
''As  much  the  one  as  the  other,''  muttered  Marmaduke. 
''Oh,  dear ! "  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence,  drawing  her  town  clock 
of  a  watch  out  of  her  pocket,  "  it's  a  quarter  past  four  I  the  dinner 
is  to  be  at  half-past  Ave,  and  I  am  quite  famished — we  bad  better 
be  going." 

"  Um — urn" — ^mumbled  Sir  Romulus,  paying  no  other  atteniion 
to  Miss  Prudence^s  wishes,  than  by  mechanically  moving  on  to-^ 
wards  the  door,  "  um — um — very  odd  Lord  John  don't  answer  my 
letters — ^but  I  must  write  to  Town,  and  our  fortunes  will  be  nsade, 
if  he  can  get  the  galvanic  telegraph  for  the  Sub-marine  Railroad." 
The  (rain -not  of  the  Sub-marine  Railroad,  but  of  thought^ 
which  Sir  RomulMs's  soliloquy  led  to,  continued  till  (hey  reached 
the  courf-yard,  where  the  carriages  were  waiting;. when  the  sudden 
recollection  of  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald  caused  him  to  retreat  back 
into  the  entry,  while  the  carriage  was  driving  up,  and  order  his 
family  to  surround  him  in  his  way  to  it  in  the  same  order  they  had 
done  from  the  station  in  the  Rue  de  Londres.  Sir  Romulus,  Lady 
Bubble,  Miss  Prudence,  and  Mrs.  Ring  got  into  one  carriage, 
while  Marmaduke,  Colonel  King,  MadenH>iselle  Perpignon,  and 
Mr.  McPhin  fllled  the  other— Cosmo  going  in  the  rumble. 

Colonel  King,  who  had  never  been  of  a  loquacious  turn,  had  be* 
come  even  more  taciturn  since  his  mamage;  for  having,  since 
that  event,  been  in  the  habit  of  being  appealed  to  by  bis  wife^  to 
know  if  he  did  not  think  she  would  look  exceedingly  well  in  (his  or 
that  article  of  dress;  he  liad  abstained  from  the  use  of  the  ooly  wofds 
to  which  he  had  ever  been  much. addicted,  aamely-^^'  just  so — ^Just 
so — a;"  being  therefore  now  in  a  profound  state  of  qniescenoe, 
Marmaduke  followed  his  example,  so  that  Mr.  McPhin  was  (^liged, 
in  self  defence,  to  go  to  sleep,  in  which  happy  state  he  continued 
till  they  arrived  at  the  Barri^e  where  the  audden  stoppage  of  the 
carriage,  and  the  "avez-vous  qnelque  chose  &  d6clarer?"  of  the 
gendarmes  awoke  him ;  but  he  was  not  thoroughly  roused,  till  to 
answer  to  the  above  question — Mademoiselle  marmured  with  a 
'    deep  sigh  in  his  ear : 

' '  Rien,  qu*une  passion  malheureuse  poitr  vous !  "* 
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^^Oh,  by  Jo^,  mtttn,"  said  Mr.  McPhie,  ^Hhe  sooner  you  make 
that  over  to  the  police  tbe  better-— shall  I  tell  them  of  it?" 

<^0h  Ciell ''  cried  Mademoiselle^  ^^  Tamour  n'est  pasdes  comes- 
tibles!" 

^'Hamph!  it's  to  be  hoped  not,  mum;  for  on  some  occasions  it 
is  both  unpalatable  and  indigestible  ^  in  short,  there's  no  swdlow- 
ingit." 

Luckily  for  Mademoiselle's  peace  of  mind,  this  reply  did  not 
reach  her  ear,  as  Colonel  King  was  busy  telling  the  servant  to  set 
him  down  at  his  own  bouse  in  the  Rue  Tronchet^  as  bis  wife  had 
asked  her  sister  Betsy  to  dine  with  them,  Sir  Romulus  not  thinking 
it  proper  that  his  daughter  should  dine  at  a  '  table-d'hOte.'  On  ar- 
riving at  the  H6lel  de  Paris,  he  had  scarcely  time  to  pay  his  devoirs 
to  two  magnificent  Persian  cats,  with  tails  that  beat  Mr.  O'ConneU's 
hollow,  who  were  ambling  about  the  court,  when  Miss  Prudence 
pulled  him  by  the  sleeve,  and  pointed  through  a  glass  door  to  show 
him  that  the  guests  were  already  seated  at  table  :  he  instantly  offered 
his  arm  to  Lady  Bubble,  who,  in  passing  through  a  smaller  room, 
where  a  very  pretty  and  beautifiilly  dressed  girl  was  putting  some 
verbenum  leaves  into,  finger-glasses,  begged  he  would  not  waste 
his  time  looking  at  that  over-dressed  creature,  but  look  straight 
forward  and  see  hpw  full,  tbe  table  was. 

^^ Oh  dear!"  cried  Miss  Prudence,  dodging  looks  through  tbe 
camelias,  heliotropes,  and  azalias  of  the  plateau ;  ^'  I'm  so  afraid  he's 
not  here." 

''  Who's  not  here? "  asked  Marmaduke. 

<<  Why  that  stout,  sensible,  elderly  gentleman,  that  seems  to  enjoy 
his  dinner  so." 

**  Fudge ! "  cried  Marmaduke. 

'<  Oh  yes,  there  he  is !  "  and  Miss  Prudence  began  nodding,  like 
a  mandarin,  at  an  old  gentleman,  who  marvellously  resembled  a 
large,  fat,  white,  superannuated  Angora  cat  stuffed  into  nankeen 
trousers,  whose  faults,  whatever  they  might  have  been,  were  now 
nearly  obliterated  ^  his  eyes  were  green,  round,  and  shiney;  his 
face  was  white  .and  smooth,  with  a  purring  expression  of  innate 
complacency  about  the  mouth  -,  his  head  was  round  as  an  apple, 
bald,  and  shining,  wilb  some  half-dozen  feline  whisker-looking 
hairs  on  each  temple  ^  round  his  neck  was  a  half  handkerchief  of 
white  cambric  muslin,  which  looked  as  if  it  had  undergone  a  course 
of  camomile  tea,  and  of  which  the  little  raU>its-ears,  attenuated 
ends,  fluttered  from  the  undrawnH)utbows  like  sign-posts,  pointing 
the  way  they  never  went — namely,  to  the  right ;  bis  coat  was  of 
grass-green,  cut  like  a  shooting^fjacket;  and. his  waistcoat  was  of 
rusty  black  satin,  between  which  and  the  aforesaid  pale  and  cowardly- 
looking  nankeens  there  was  evidently  a  hostile  meeting,  as  they 
stood  full  twelve  paces  asunder  ^  his  coat-sleeves,  also,  fell  far  short 
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of  what  a  gentleman's  hands  have  a  right  to  expect,  even  when 
those  hands  should  be  engaged  like  the  stout  gentleman's  in  ques- 
tion, forming  a  miniature  North  Pole  round  a  bottle  of  champagne. 

The  rest  of  the  party  seemed  composed  chiefly  of  Americans  and 
Germans.  The  former,  as  far  as  the  female  portion  were  concerned, 
might  be  known  by  their  extreme  beauty  and  ladylike  appearance  i 
and  the  latter,  by  their  unexceptionable  moustaches  and  their  atten- 
tion to  their  dinners.  In  spite  of  the  good  breeding  rife,  among  all 
foreigners,  the  ^entr^'  of  the  Bubble  family  seemed  to  subject  their 
risible  muscles  to  a  painful  degree  of  temptation.  Scarcely  were  they 
all  seated,  Miss  Prudence  securing  a  place  on  one  side  of  the  stout 
gentleman,  before  the  door  opened,  and  in  tripped  a  young, gqntle-^ 
man  with  his  hat  on,  humming  the  ''  Gracovienne'^and  aiming  the 
remains  of  a  cigar  from  his  mouth  to  the  other  end  of  the  room 9 
placing,  as  he  did  so,  his  right  hand  perpendicularly  at  the  side  of 
his  mouth,  according  to  the  rule  of  that  charming  dance,  but  looking 
as  unlike  that  lovely  and  graceful  rival  of  Terpsichore,  Fanny  Elssler  ^ 
as  possible.  These  little  preliminaries  over,  he  gave  his  hat  to  a 
waiter,  and  glided  into  a  vacant  seat  on  the  other  side  of  the  stout 
gentleman,  first  going  through  the  ceremony  of  exclaiming — . 

"  Gommeut  ga  va-t-il,  mon  vieux  ?" 

And  giving  him  a  resounding  slap  on  the  back,  that  nearly  choked 
(he  old  gentleman  with  a  turbol  bone,  and  embroidered  his  waistcoat 
with  a  splash  of  '  sauce  boUandaise,'  that  was  anything  but  an  im- 
provement to  it. 

''Eugh — eugb — eugh!  Ah,  c'est  toi  mauvais  sujel?"  coughed 
the  old  gentleman. 

''Oui,  c'est  moi,  mon  coquerel*,  et  le  vin  de  Ghampagne— c'est 
ta  sp6cialit6  ?''  said  this  amiable  youth,  pointing  to  the  solitary  boUlc 
before  the  old  gentleman^ 

^^Oui,  bien  sCir  ^  tu  n'en  auras  pas  aujourd'hui,  fripon.'' 

^^Les  pauvres  neveux !  c'etait  pour  les  tourmenter  que  les  oncles 
par  la  nature  ^talent  inventus,"  said  the  young  gentleman,  making 
his  head  look  like  a  porcupine  by  running  his  fingers  through  his 
hair. 

^^Oui,  mon  Nenuphar,  justement,''  replied  the  old  gentleman, 
helping  himself  to  a  glass  of  Champagne. 

While  Miss  Prudence  was  in  vain  trying  to  understand  all  that 
the  fat  gentleman  said,  and  making  a  point  of  helping  herself  to 
every  dish  that  he  did,  having  formed,  from  a  fortnight's  attentive 
observation,  a  just  deference  for  his  gastronomic  talents,  she  was  ad- 
dressed by  a  nasal  voice  on  her  right-hand  in  the  following  words : — 

*'  If  you  ever  drink'sherry,  madam,  this  is  proinie." 

^'Oh  dear,  you  are  very  good.  Fm  so  glad  Fve  got  beside  an 
Englishman,  for  now  I  shall  understand  what  Fm  eating." 

'*  Under  correction,  madamj  1  am  not  English,  but  American. 

26 
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My  name  is  Simpson,  madam.  I  have  come  to  Paris  on  a  little  go- 
yernment  business ;  and  expence  being  no  object  to  me,  I  am  deter- 
mined to  see^  and  sliow  Mrs.  Simpson,  erery thing.  You  may  pro- 
i>ably  have  seen  my  name,  madam,  in  tfie  public  papers,  as  connected 
with* a  very  valuable  hydraulic  privilege,  a  water-mill  that  I  have 
.  upon  an  estate  in  Kentucky,  that  the  American  goTernment  wish  to 
purchase  ;  though,  perhaps,  it  may  not  have  got  into  the  European 
papers  yet  So  I  take  the  liberty  of  repeating  my  name,  madam— 
Simpson — Walter  Scott  Byron  Washington  Simpson." 

<^  filess  me!"  said  Miss  Prudence,  laying  dcmn  her  knife  and 
fork,  and  staring  Mr.  Simpson  full  in  the  face,  '^  Bless  me !  are  you 
the  AoMlican  gentleman  who  was  shot  in  a  duel  in  Dublin,  about 
two  years  ago  r 

^^  No,  Madamr~I  am  the  gentleman  who  narrowly  escaped  being 
shot  about  that  period  of  time." 

^^  Well,  that's  very  droll.  You  know  Hov^ard — Cecil  Howard, 
my  cousin,  that  you  used  to  correspond  with — he  told  me  all  about 
you." 

^'  Mr.  Howard,  madam,  is  my  most  intimate  friend  \  I  have  been 
in  constant  correspondence  with  him  ever  since  my  flrst  arrival  in 
Europe,  and  I  have  written  to  America  to  say  how  he  is  rising  in 
the  world.  I  hope  heenjoys  his  health,  madam,  and  his  high  station?" 

^^  Oh,  dear ! "  said  Miss  Prudence,  twitching  her  fingers,  without 
replying  to  Mr.  Simpson's  kind  inquiries  after  the  health  of  his 
most  *'  intimate  friend"-^"  Oh,  dear— I'll  tell  you  another  person 
who  used  to  talk  of  you,  Mrs.  Jinks.  Now,  do  yon  know!  I  think 
it's  a  most  remarkable  circumstance! — that  I — a  person  you  never 
saw— should  have  been  talking  of  you  two  years  ^go! — and  that 
now  I  should  be  talking  to  you !  and  sitting  beside  you  at  dinner ! 
Oh,  dear !  It  is  droll,  to  be  sure ! ''  concluded  Miss  Prudence,  with  a 
little  short  cackling  laugh,  as  she  helped  herself  to  some  filetdeboeuf. 

'^  Surely,  madam,"  assented  Mr.  Simpson;   and  then  added 
musingly,  balancing  a  fork  on  his  fore-finger — ^' At  onetime  there 
was  very  near  being  a  trip  out  to  New  York  for  Mr.  Howard — and   i 
no  Mrs.  Simpson ! "  Here  Mr.  Simpson  turned  his  right  thumb   I 
back,  so  as  to  point  over  his  shoulder  at  Mrs.  S. — ^'  Yes,  madam —  i 
had  I  been  shot  in  that  duel — ^Mr.  Howard,  with  his  usuai  kindness  | 
(for  I  wrote  to  him  about  it),  would  have  gone  out  to  New  York  to 
look  after  Mrs.  Simpson,  then  Miss  Florida  Wiggins." 

"  What,  is  that  pretty  young  woman  your  wife?"  said  Miss 

Prudence,  i 

^'  I  am  happy  to  say  she  is,  madam,"  replied  Mr.  Simpson,  ^^  and  | 

I  think  I  may  say  without  vanity,  that  she  considers  herself  happy  i 

in  being  so!"  i 

"  And  is  she  American,  too?"  i 

'*  Only  partly,  madam — the  raw  malerijoil  is  English— -that  is,  her  ' 
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falbi^r  and  mother  were  oatiyes  of  Derbyshire,  who  came  io  New 
York  in  1806-— where  Miss  Florida  Wiggins,  the  present  Mrs.  Simi>- 
son,  was  born  in  1814  -  an  ausfucious  era,  inasmuch  as  it  cemented 
the  peace  of  Europe,  madam.'' 

'^  How  de  do  ? — do  you  like  Paris ? — ^been  here  long  ? ''  said  Miss 
Prudence,  nodding  at  Mrs.  Simpson  across  her  sposo. 

^'  Not  vary  long ;  I  came  last  fall,  and  shall  probably  go  back  the 
next— but  I  loike  Europe  extremely." 

'^  And  what  do  you  think  of  the  marriage  state,''  said  Miss  Pru- 
dence; '^  I  don't  ask  out  of  idle  curiosity,  I  assure  you— I  mean 
whall  say ;  but  because  1  don't  mean  always  to  remain  single  myself.'' 
'^  Then,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  before  his  wife  could  reply, 
^M  should  advise  you  to  lose  no  time ;  for  I  think  happiness  is  like 
money,  and  the  sooner  one  invests  both  the  better." 

^'  Oh,  that  is  your  opinion,  is  it?  Well,  I  quite  agree  with  you. 
And  how  are  the  American  funds  just  now?" 
^^  Looking  up,  madam — looking  up." 

^^  Oh  indeed ! — that  is  the  reason  there  are  sio  many  American 
families  in  Paris  Just  now,  I  suppose." 

^'  Possibly,  madam.  Are  you  acquainted  with  Ck)lonel  Thorn?  I 
understand  he  lives  quite  like  a  lord!" 

'^  Oh,  dear,  to  be  sure — that's  the  rich  American  gentleman,  isn't 
it.  that  gives  such  fine  balls,  and  that  the  English  do  such  mean 
things  to  get  to.  I  hear  his  daughters  are  very  beautiful ;  and  the 
Buke  of  Arlington  told  my  brother  that  his  balls  were  the  most 
i)eautiful  things  he  had  ever  seen." 

^^  So  I  have  heard,  madam ;  indeed  I  believe  nothing  in  Europe 
comes  up  to  his  style  of  living,  except,  indeed,  that  on  board  the 
Great  Western!" 

^^  So  the  living  on  board  the  Great  Western  is  good,  is  it?"  said 
Miss  Prudence. 

^^  Superior  to  all  others — even  bangs  Paris,  madam." 
^^  Well,  I  have  often  heard  Lord  John  Rubble  say  that  America 
vfdiS  daily  and  hourly  getting  the  start  of  all  other  countries,  and  that 
it  would  be  the  greatest  country  in  the  world.  Now,  what  you  saj 
confirms  this." 

^'  I  shall  write  out  to  America,  madam^  to  inform  them  of  his 
Lordship's  opinion.  If  you  are  fond  of  scenery,  you  would  be 
delighted  with  our's.  Some  of  the  environs  of  Paris  are  exceedingly 
pretty,  too,  madam,  but  not  on  the  same  great  scale  as  our's" 

^^  Ah  madame,"  said  an  Italian,  who  sat  next  to  Mrs.  Simpson  ^ 
^'  if  you  are  fone  of  de  fine  scene,  you  mose  come  to  Italy.  Oh  dere 
is  nosing  in  zee  worlds  like  Vesuve— he  smoke^smoke— smoke, 
and  burn—burn — ^burn,  all  zay  and  all  nise."  ^ 

Frizzle !  Yesuvius,  sir !  weWe  a  Niagara  that  would  put  it  out 
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in  five  minutes,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  indignantly,  who  neither  liked 
the  Italian's  praises  of  Italy,  nor  his  s^ltentions  to  his  wife. 
>    ^^  Well  now,  that  is  most  remarkable,''  said*Miss  Prudence ;  ^'  but 
would  it  be  possible  to  get  the  engine  you  speak  of  oyer  to  Italy?" 

'*  I  fear,  not,  madam,"  smiled  Mr.  Simpson;  ^'  for  it  belongs  to 
the  firm  of  Nature  and  Go." 

*'  Oh  I  see,  they've  a  patent  for  it  tlien." 

Mr.  Simpson  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  thought  he  beard  the 
Italian  telling  his  wife  that  there  were  no  eyes  in  all  Italy,  so 
beautiful  as  her's  -,  and  that  the  flames  of  Vesuvius  were  nathing  to 
those  she  had  kindled  in  his  heart. 

'^Sir,'^  said  Mr.  Simpson,  angrily  ;  ^VAmerican  ladies  are  not 
accustomed  to  have  nonsense  talked  to  them ;  and  as  I  am  not  an 
admirer  of  Italian  scenery,  I  beg  we  may  hear  no  more  of  your 
descriptions." 

Plain  as  Mr.  Simpson's  English  indisputably  was^  the  Italian  did 
not  quite  understand  it,  and  therefore  looked  very  much  embar- 
rassed, w)iich  three  exceedingly  genllemen-like  looking  Americans 
Bt  the  opposite  side  of  the  table,  perceiving^  with  great  kindness 
and  good-breeding,  immediately  entered  into  conversation  with 
him ; — for  there  is  a  degree  of  kindness  and  good-breeding  among 
the  best  class  of  Americans,  only  to  be  equalled  by  the  most  polished 
of  our  own  aristocracy.  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Simpson  did  not  seem 
comfortable,  and  turning  to  Miss  Prudence,  he  said,  ^  sotto  voce,' 
placing  his  hand  "-^  la  cracovienne'  at  one  side  of  his  inoulh — 
"Would  it  be  a  great  inconvenience,  madam,  if  I  asked  you  to 
change  places  with  Mrs.  Simpson,  and  let  her  sit  at  this  side  of  me?" 

"Oh dear!  not  in  the  least,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  darling  like  a 
hot  pea  out  of  her  chair,  and,  perceiving  for  the  first  time  as  she 
did  so,  that  her  left  hand  neighbour^  was  Monsieur  Cataplan,  the 
specimen  of  '  la  Jeune  France,'  whicli  she  had  met  on  board  '  La 
Normandie  ^'  and  the  only  words  of  French  that  occurred  to  her  at 
the  moment,  being  those  she  had  heard  while  last  in  his  company, 
when  embarking  at  H^vre  for  Rouen — and  al  Rouen  for  Paris,  she, 
by  a  natural  concatenation  of  ideas,  thought  they  were  the  most 
applicable  to  him,  so  accordingly  she  began  nodding  and  bobbing 
to  hinS,  as  she  repealed— "Bon  voyage — bon  voyage! " 

Monsieur  Cataplan  stared,  as  well  he  might,  and  al  length  with 
a  look,  as  if  awaking  from  a  dream,  recognised  Miss  Prudence 
with  an  exclamation  of  "Ah  I — -la  vieille  perruque  perdue  des  Do- 
rados! et  le  tour — comment  ^a  va-t-il?" 

''  Oh !  quite  well,"  said  Miss  Prudence,  pointing  to  a  new  set  of 
capillary  button  mushrooms  that  adorned  her  forehead  ^  ^^  quite 
well,  but  on  board  ship,  you  know,  one  ought  to  nail  on  every- 
thing, if  one  means  to  keep  it." 

"  Nail^  nail— what  ees  nail?"  asked  Monsieur  Cataplan. 
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^'  Clou/'  responded  Mr.  Simpson,  who  was  tired  of  waiting  for 
Miss  Prudence,  to  take  his  wife's  <;hair. 

^^  Ah  ^a  yeut  dire  clou  en  angiais-^alors  c'est  la  Tour  de  Nesle 
que  yous  donnerez  k  Tayenir  dans  les  bateaux  k  y^peur." 

^^Oh  dear  no!  I  neyer  haye  the  yapours^  or  if  I  do,  I  take  a 
little  Hungary  water,''  said  Miss  Prudence,  at  length  seating  herself 
in  Mrs.  Simpson's  chair,  much  to  the  discomforlure  of  the  Italian, 
who  did  not  at  all  like  the  transfer,  and  consequently  talked  no 
more  of  Italy,  Yesuyius,  flames,  or  fine  eyes,  but  transferred  his 
attentions  to  a  '  Charlotte  Russe.' 

Miss  Prudence,  howeyer,  hlBid  found  Mr.  Simpson  what  she 
called  so  chatty  and  knowledgable,  (hat  she  continued  to  mono- 
polize bis*conyersation.  '^  I  should  be  extremely  obleeged  to  you,l' 
said  she,^^  if  you'd  ask  that  young  man,  the  Frenchman  next  you, 
if  that  stout  elderly  gentleman  next  to  him,  who  seems  to  order  aH 
the  wine,  is  his  father?— just  find  out  his  name,  will  you?" 

Mr.  Simpson  propounded  the  desired  query,  and  informed  her 
that  the  stout  gentleman's  name  was  also  Cataplan. 

''Dear,  I  wonder  if  he's  married,  or  a  widower?— do  be  so 
good  as  to  ask  the  young  man?" 

Now  j  all  Yankee  as  he  was,  this  appeared  to  Mr.^Simpson  rather 
an  unwarrantable  inyestigation  at  a  public  table.  However,  to  use 
the  language  of  his  own  thoughts, ''  there  was  nothing  a  man  ought 
not  to  do  for  the  ladies!"  so  he  took  courage  and  made  the  inquiry, 
by  delicately  saying  to  Monsieur  Cataplan  junior,  as  he  looked 
towards  the  old  gentleman;  "Monsieur  yolre  p^re,  sans  doulCj. 
Monsieur?" 

''Au  contraire,  il  est  riche  c61ibataire,  el  par  1^  ma  coqueluche." 

This  intelligence  Mr.  Simpson  also  conveyed  to  Miss  Prudence, 
who  now  eyed  the  stout  gentleman  with  additional  complacency,  as 
she  said  to  Mr.  Simpson,  "Now^  I'll  tell  you  the  reason  I  did  not 
lika  to  ask  myself, — the  French  are  so  uncommon  rude  and  spiteful 
if  they  don't  understand  you  :  now,  as  a  proof  of  what  I  say,  we 
went  to  one  of  the  inns  at  Versailles  to-day,  intending  to  have 
luncheon,  and  do  you  know,  'cause  the  Waiter  did  not  understand 
when  I  ordered  a  partieklar  sort  of  fricassee'd  chicken,  if  he  did  not 
go  and  make  out  that  I  called  him  a  thief!  and  there  was  such  a 
row  as  never  was  known,— true  as  you're  there,  I  assure  you.  Ohi 
they're  a  terrible  set — I  suppose  on  account  of  all  the  revolutions 
they  have— my  brother  has  slopped  two  or  three  since  he's  been  in 
Paris.  There,  what  do  you  think  of  that  ?" 

Mr.  Simpson  was  about  to  express  all  the  surprise  he  so  naturally 
fell  at  this  announcement,  when  a  piece  of  ice  Miss  Prudence  had 
helped  herself  to,  to  put  into  her  wine,  instead  of  her  glass  found 
its  way  into  her  lap,  and  her  subsequent  search  for  il,  and  3Ir. 
Simpson's  remarks  upon  its  brightness,  and  strong  family  likeness 
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to  the  lumps  of  diamonds  found  by  Siid>ad  in  the  valley  of  brilliants, 
changed  the  subject  of  their  conversation,  and  by  so  doing  checked 
another  revolution  I  Meanwhile,  Sir  Romulus,  at  the  opposite  side 
of  the  table,  had  been  placed,  perfectly  to  his  salisfecCion,  and  still 
more  to  Lady  Bubble's,  next  a  lady  who  for  age  and  ugliness  would 
have  made  the  Gorgons  hide  their  diminished  heads,  seeing  tbat 
there  was  no  particle  of  youth  or  beauty  in  disguise  beneath  her 
smart  yellow  crepe  bonnet,  pink  dog-roses,  gray  hair,  parrot's 
nose,  and  railroad  of  a  mou^h,  ornamented  with  large  discoloured 
teeth,  placed — 

**Like  angels'  vitits,  few  and  far  between.—" 
Her  Ladyship  allowed  him  to  converse  unmolestedly  with  his  lo- 
quacious neighbour,  who  had  known  Napoleon  intimatefy,  conse- 
quently was  a  great  Bonapartist — described  very  graphically  (he 
state  of  things  ^  sous  Tempire,"  and  told  Sir  Romulus  many  pieces 
of  the  secret  history  of  that  time,  which,  with  his  usual  patriotism, 
he  determined  upon  writing  to  Lord  John — thinking  (hat  the  know- 
ledge of  Napoleon's  covert  intentions  might  be  of  ^^incalculable 
use !  '^  to  the  British  army,  who  had  occupied  France  six-and- 
twenty  years  ago !  No  mat(er  how  delighlfhl  conversations  may  be, 
still  (hey  must  come  to  an  end ;  and  as  every  one  was  now  leaving 
the  table.  Sir  Romulus  was  compelled  to  make  his  bow  to  his  agree- 
able companion,  telling  her  she  little  knew  the  service  she  hadl[>een 
of  to  the  English  nation  ! 

The  only  person  staunch  to  the  dinner  table  was  Monsieur  Gata- 
plan  senior  :  as  he  was  there  the  first,  so  he  was  there  the  last— 
and  his  similitude  to  a  cat  seemed  to  broaden  and  lengthen  in(o 
that  of  a  cow  in  (he  act  of  ruminating  after  an  ample  meal,  except 
that  cows  don't  wear  nankeen  trowsers,  and  have  no  thumbs  to  put 
in  the  pocket-holes  of  them  if  they  did.  This  aRer  dinner  sedentary 
habit  of  Monsieur  Cataplan  enabled  Miss  Prudence  to  veni  her  ad- 
miration of  his  rational  behaviour,  by  asking  his  nephew,  through 
the  medium  of  Mr.  Simpson^  to  present  him  to  her.  This  cere- 
mony gone  through.  Monsieur  Cataplan  (ried  to  rise,  but  ^obn  re- 
linquished the  fruitless  attempt,  and  contented  himself  by  nodding 
his  head  with  a  purring  accompaniment,  which  no  doubt  meant 
something  very  civil.  Be  that  as  it  may.  Miss  Prudence  replied  to 
it  by  putting  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  to  push  him  down  in  his  seat, 
and  saying ! 

"  Oh  dear !  you  are  so  much  in  the  right  of  it ! — nothing  so  bad 
for  the  digestion  as  moving  directly  after  dinner — ^we've  the  wisdom 
of  our  ancestors  for  that,  you  know  •,  for  ever  since  Adam  and  Eve's 
time  it  has  been — 

**  After  dinner  rest  awhile, 
After  supper  walk  a  mile." 
There  is  my  card— shall  be  happy  (o  see  you  if  ever  you  come  my 
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^Aj,''  said  Miss  PriideDce,  Ihrosting  her  autograph  into  his  hand, 
which  Mr.  Cataplaa,  who  had  a  confused  knowledge  of  English, 
thought  was.  the  ^  affiche '  of  some  dinner  pills  manufactured  by 
herself,  as  from  her  '  savoir '  about  digestion,  he  concluded  her  to 
be  some  diplomaless  female  Esculapius :  so  that,  in  placing  the  card 
in  his  pocket,  he  drew  from  it  a  five  franc  piece,  which  Miss  Pru- 
dence haying  at  the  moment  turned  to  shake  hands  with  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Simpson,  and  express  a  hope  that  they  would  come  and  see 
her,  prevented  his  offering  to  her. 

Sir  Romulus,  as  soon  as  they  were  seated  in  the  carriage,  in- 
formed Marmaduke  that  he  had  sat  next  a  most  agreeable  vvelMn- 
formed  woman.  '*  Um— um — um — I  have  mountains-^posttively 
mouptains  of  information  for  that  Algeriqe,  Lord  John— and  yet  he 
won't  answer  my  letters.  The  lady  I  was  talking  to  said  she  knew 
IHapoleon  intimately,  and  that  he  was  a  very  genteel  clever  man — 
very  genteel  clever  man^  ! " 

*'  After  that,"  said  Marmaduke,  "  shall  we  go  and  see'  Les  Pi- 
lules du  Diable  ?' ;' 

*'  Um— um^-um — you  may  do  as  you  please,"  said  Sir  Romu- 
lus ;  ^'  but  I  shall-  go  to  bed ;  for  somehow  or  other  I  have  had  a 
most  arduous  day  of  it,  and  feel  quite  dead  beat,  just  as  I  used  to  do  * 
after  one  of  Lord  John's  elections.'* 

''Well  Mr.  McPhin,  are  you  for  the  '  Pilules  du  Diable  ? " 
"  I  thank  you,  sir,"  groaned  Mr.  McPhin,  v^hose  hand  the  mi- 
nute before  had  undergone  a  tender  pressure  from  Mademoiselle's, 
"but  I've  hod  one." 

Finding  bo  one  inclined  to  go  to  the  play,  Marmaduke  drove 
quietly  home,  where  Miss  Prudence  parsed  the  evening,  and  in- 
sisted upon  having  some  toasted  cheese  for  supper.  As  Sir  Romu- 
lus imprudently  partook  of  this  delicacy,  introducing  it  during  the 
evening  to  several  tulnblers  of  bottled  porter,  it  is  our  painful  duty 
Co  state  that  the  night  he  passed  was  not  more  tranquil  than  the  day. 
His  nightmare  came  in  the  form  of  a  sea-horse  (far  different  was 
its  action  from  the  soft  ambling  paces  of  his  waking  hobby)  on 
^hich  he  was  furiously  galloping  h  la  Mazeppa  on  the  Submarine 
Railroad,  pursued  alternately  by  Lord  John  Bubble  and  Mr.  Jonah 
Fitzgerald.  But  love  that 

''  Rules  the  court,  tbe  camp,  the  grove, 
And  men  below,  and  saints  aboye/' 

extends  his  empire  even  over  toasted  cheese,  and  therefore  exerted 
his  influence  over  Sir  Romulus's  midnight  plungings,  in  the  forms 
of  Mademoiselle  Pauline  Manourit  and  Madame  Garmagnol  5  the 
dimple  in  the  latter  lady's  chin  no  doubt  caused  the  night  mare  to 

>  Poor  Napoleon!  that  he  should  have  lived  and  died  to  be  called  genteel .'  Ridiculous 
and  far-fetched  as  this  may  appear,  the  original  of  SfrlRoraulus  Bubble  made  use  of  tbese 
very  words  in  speaking  to  the  author  about  Napoleon. 
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Stumble— for  in  another  minute,  both  ladies  were  rolled  oter  into 
the  briny  flood,  into  which  Sir  Romulus,  with  his  usual  gallantry, 
plunged— but  lo!  instead  of  the 

"  Cool  wayes,  that  play  with  sammer  air,—" 

he  found  himself  boiling  in  the  bath  of  the  Rue  Neuve-des-Petits- 
Ghamps,  with  the  heads  of  the  fair  syrens  now  courting,  now  illud- 
ing  his  grasp.  But,  heroic  even  in  his  dreams,  he  pursued  them 
till  he  seized  Ihem  by  their  flowing  locks,  and  bore  them  safely  to 
the  shore ^ — but  oh!  horror  of  horrors !  —in  turning  to  bestow  on 
them  a  look  of  mingled  love  and  triumph,  he  perceived  they  had 
been  boiled  into  mermaids!— -not  those  fabled  ones  of  more  Ihao 
mortal  beauty,  but  into  a  pair  of  shrivelled  Musus  naturae,"  re- 
sembling the  composition  of  an  ancient  monkey  sewn  into  a  fish's 
tail,  exhibited  under  the  name  of  mermaid  some  years  ago  in 
Piccadilly!  Just  as  he  was  about  to  give  vent  to  his  wild  despair, 
he  heard  the  engine  of  the  Submarine  Railroad  running  after  him, 
and  felt  his  head  macadamizing  into  a  thousand  pieces !  He  awoke 
— and  Lady  Bubble  was  standing  by  his  bed  side,  shaking  him 
violently  by  the  shoulder,  as  she  exclaimed, 

"  Sir  Romulus !  you  have  no  idaya  how  you  are  snoring! — ^it's 
impossible  to  get  a  wink  of  sleep !  '* 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

"  Seccare  is  a  word  of  fan ; 

It  means  to  dry  as  yoii  mayHndf, 
Not  like  the  fire,  or  like  the  sun, 
.  Bat  like  a  cold  onpleaiant  wind/' 
,  /Vor />om  Btbon  . 

*'  Therefore,  I  have  no  one  notion. 
That  is  not  form'd  like  the  designing 
Of  the  peristaltic  motion ; 

Yermicnlar,  twisting,  and  twining ; 
Going  to  work, 
Just  like  a  bottle-screw  upon  a  cork." 

JXot  from  BraoR,  but  from  whom  he  stole. 


k  FAMCT  BALL,  AT  WHICH  SSTSRAL  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE  APPEAR.— MR.  HOWARD  IS 
6U1LTT  OF  A  GOOD-lf  ATURBD  ACT  TOWARDS  MRS.  DAMNEMALL,  WHICH  INYOLTBS  A 
RESULT  TO  A  PRIVATE  AND  PUBLIC-HOUSE. 

We  will  now  for  a  short  time  leave  Sir  Romulus  to  all  the  plea- 
sures and  perils  of  Paris  :  the  first  consisting  of  what  he  intended 
to  do,  the  second  of  what  befel  him  in  the  shape  of  politieal  plots 
against  his  personal  comfort,  and  that  ^otium  cum  dignitate' 
which  gentlemen  of  his  age  and  fortune  are  In  most  parts  of  the 
world  entitled  lo  enjoy — while  we  return  to  London  and  see  how 
Mr.  Howard  is  gelling  on. 

In  the  common  acceptation  of  those  two  last  words,  nothing  couid 
progress  more  rapidly  5  and,  while,  every  day,  he  was  considered 


THE   BUBBLE   FAMILY.  409 

more  promising,  his  friend  Carlton  was  performing  nightly  lo  over- 
flowing houses.  Still/ notwithstanding  the  most  brilliant  success, 
both  in  politics  and.  society,  no  one  laboured  so  much  under  that 
worst  of  maladies^  the  ^  tdBdium  yitse,'  as  Cecil  Howard — the  envied 
of  the  men— the  admired  of  the  women-^tbe  respected  of  the 
good — the  appreciated  of  the  clever.  Alas!  it  is  with  the  heart  that 
we  hear,  see,  and  think,  as  well  as  feel!  and  when  once  these 
faculties  have  become  deadened  within  it,  from  the  one  great  blow 
of  fate,  which  must  in  some  shape  or  other  come  to  the  hearts  of 
aH,  the  remaining  pleasures  or  prosperities  of  life  are  but  as  colours 
to  the  blind— music  to  the  deaf— and  sunshine  to  the  dead.  So  it 
was  with  Cecil  •,  he  felt  that  his  one  great  fault— a  morbid  jealousy 
and  tenacity  of  temper — had  wrecked  the  argosy  of  happiness  that 
might  have  been  his.  True,  there  was  much  still  left  ^  but  he  was  as  a 
prodigal  banished  to  a  beautiful  and  fertile  country,  without  having 
left  himself  the  means  of  existing  in  it.  He  had  reached  that  pinnacle 
of  worldly  success  which  always  attracts  a  vile  herd  of  imitators. 

Cecil  Howard,  with  every  thing  to  make  life  not  only  agreeable, 
but  enviable,  always  looked  melancholy  and  discontented.  Conse- 
quently, it  was  the  fashion  for  most  of  the  youiig  men  of  his  ac- 
quaintance to  appear  'blas6  sur  tout,'  a  circumstance  which  often 
made  him  remark  to  his  frieqd  Carlton,  that  he  longed,  like  Alexan- 
der, to  box  the  ears  of  the  abject  copiers  of  his  stiff-necked  mi- 
santhropy. 

He  had  only  been  able  to  obtain  unauthentic  and  garbled  ac- 
counts of  Theresa. — ^One  was,  that  she  was  married  to  a  man  of 
enormous  wealth,  an  old,  unattractive,  sun-burnt  nabob;  —  the 
other,  that  she  had  been  only  going  to  be  married,  but  was  not 
married.  And  this  latter  account  his  sister  Gertrnde  always  endea- 
voured lo  impress  upon  him,  was  the  correct  one ;  but  this  was  of 
little  import  to  him.  The  offence  towards  his  self-love,  was  equally 
great  in  going  to  be  married,  as  in  being  married.  Yet,  in  spite  of 
all  his  efforts  to  despise  her,  he  could  not  ^  for,  in  his  minute  and 
constant  researches  for  materials  wherewith  to  do  so,  he  found^no- 
Ihing  but  those  calculated  for  self-condemnation. 

It  was  now  January,  and,  early  as  it  was,  town  was  filling.  A 
new  star  had  risen  in  the  hemisphere  of  fashion,  in  the  person  of  a 
Miss  Delville,  a  millionaire  of  great  reputed  beauty.  She  had 
recently  purchased  a  fine  house  in  Whitehall,  which  she  had  con- 
siderably added  to,  and  improved  in  splendour.  She  had  already 
acquired  the  renomm^e  of  giving  the  most  recherche  dinner  in 
London  ^  and,  while  the  men  were  naturally  anxious  to  form  the 
acquaintance  of  so  desirable  a  partie,  the  women  were  equally  an- 
xious to  have  the  entr6e  of  so  agreeable  a  house. 

'  Gertrude  Howard  had  contracted  an  intimacy  with  this  charming 
person,  and  was  always  importuning  her  brother  to  be  introduced 
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to  her*,  while  Lord  Mornington  declared  that/ if  he  was  not  already 
in  lore  with  Gertrude,  he  soon  should  be  with  Miss  DelTiUe,  were 
it  only  for  her  exquisite  taste  in  dress ;  and  that,  as  it  was,  be  was 
not  sure,  if  he  thought  he'd  be  accepted,  that  be  should'  not  Jilt 
het  for  the  beautiful  tnillionaire,*  but  nothing  could  pique  GeciFs 
curiosity  into  a  wish  to  know  her,  or  eyen  a  consent  to  see  her. 

'*  But  she  is  so  charming!''  urged  Gertrude, 

^^  I  hate  charming  women,*'  was  Cecil's  ungallant  reply. 

"  And  she  dresses  comme  un  anfge !— " 

**  Or  a  French  woman  which  is  an  ange  de  toilette!"  interposed 
Lord  Mornington. 

^*  You  know  those  charming  women  may  dress  ihemselves  jusl 
as  they  please!"  laughed  Cecil;  *' at  least  for  me;"  and  then  he 
would  turn  off  into  the  most  opposite  subject  he  could  think  of. 

One  morning,  after  a  conversation  like  the  foregoing  between 
the  trio,  Howard  exclaimed,  ^  propos  to  any  thing  but  the  beauti- 
ful heiress,— 

"By  Jove!  Fm  sadly  afraid  that  fellow  Town  will  be  the  ruin 
of  all  the  poor  gulls  whom  he  has  got  to  advance  money  for  his 
quicksaind  chimera,  the  Sub-marine  Railroad." 

"  What  a  bore  you  are,  Ces,  with  your  Sub-marine  Railroad ; 
Sir  Romulus  himself  is  a  rational  being  compared  to  you,"  said 
Gertrude ;  spoiling  a  whole  packet  of  pens,  by  tapping  her  brother's 
head  with  the  ends  of  them,  as  she  and  Lord  Mornington  were 
as  usual  idling  away  his  and  their  own  time  in  Cecil's  study :  ^'  but 
the  real  meaning  of  my  honouring  you  with  ^  visit  this  piomiDg," 
continued  she,  "is  to  know  whether  it  is  to-night  or  to-morrow 
night,  that  the  Claverings  are  going  with  us  to  see  Carlton  act:  I 
hope  it's  not  to-night,  on  account  of  the  fancy  ball  for  th6  Poles,  at 
the  Mansion-house;  because  I'm  dying  to  be  there  early  *,  having 
met  Mrs.  Damnemall  at  the  bazaar  this  morning,  who  told  me  that 
she  had  come  to  town  for  Anna  Martha's  truss-i^^  and  that  they 
were  to  be  at  the  ball  to-noighl,  as  the  Doctor  had  given  Anna  Mar- 
tha a  dress;  that  was  so  foine,  it  would  qupite  put  all  the  others  io 
the  back  ground ;  and  Mester  Troipe,  he  was  going  as  Alonzo  the 
Brave,  which  was  something  or  other  belonging  to  the  dress  Anna 
Martha  was  to  wear." 

As  soon  as  Cecil  had  done  laughing  at  Gertrude's  very  accurate 
imitation  of  Mrs.  Damnemall,  he  replied: 

"No!  considering  Fve  been  nearly  a  year  trying  to  gel  Sir 
Headworth  Clavering  to  go,  I  was  determined  to  choose  a  night 
when  we  had  nothing  else  to  do." 

"  Oh,  that  is  right,"  said  Gertrude,  "for  I  would  not  for  the 
world  miss  the  entree  of  Alonzo  the  Brave,  the  Fair  Imogene,  and 
Mrs.  Damnemall !" 
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"  It  will  certainly  be  worlh  seeing,"  smiled  Cecil  5  "  does— a — 
your  friend  Miss  Dehille  go  ?"  added  he. 

^'Now  really,"  fltfid  Gertrude,  kissing  his  forehead,  *Mf  your 
hair  was  not  so  abominably  black,  you  should  be  my  white-headed 
boy  from  this  out  ^  for  it  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  you  evince  a 
particle  of  human  curiosity  about  that  unfortunate  young  lady/' 

^'  Nay,  most  fortunate  of  young  ladies !  but  does  she  go?  " 

'^  No.!  I  am  sorry  (0  say  she  is  laid  up  with  a  bad  cold,  and  has 
sent  300/.  as  het  deputy/*     . 

^'  Then  she  does  know  how  to  spend  her  money,"  said  Howard. 

^\She  does  that  as  well  as  she  does  eyerything  61se— and  better 
she  could  not  do  it." 

'^*  Well,  that  is  a  comfort,"  yawned  Cecil,  '^  for  it  is  a  talent  so 
few  of  those  Croesus's  are  possessed  of." 

^'  Bear  me !  it  is  five  o'clock,  and  we  dine  at  six,  on  account  of 
this  charity  ball — so  ^  adieu  et  au  revoir'  brother  mine,"  said.  Ger- 
trude, as  Lord  Mornington  helped  her  on  with  her  burnous  \  and  in 
another  minute  they  had  reached  the  carriage. 

^'  I  do  believe  those  two  are  happy,  if  any  one  is,"  soliloquized 
Cecil  aloud,  as  they  closed  the  door  :  and  then  ensued  a  train  of 
silent  reflections,  that  might  have  led  him  on  into  midnight,  had 
not  Girouette  put  into  his  head,  at  a  quarter  to  seven,  with  '*  Par- 
don, mais  Monsieur  has  sans  doute  forget  he  is  to  condutre  Ma^ 
dame  la  Ducbesse  au  bal  c^  soir,  et  par  consequent  de  dinner  he  is 
early ! " 

At  ten  o'clock  the  Duchess  of  Arlington  and  her  party  arrived  at 
the  Mansion-house,  and  found  some  difficulty  in  inaking  their  way 
through  whole  cities  of  Greeks,  Romans,  iTurks,  Albanians,  Poles, 
Russians,  Hungarians,  Spaniards,  Bohemians,  Sylphs,  Sylphides, 
Devils,  Dairy-maids,  Angels,  Africans,  Wizards,  Witches,  Nymphs, 
Neptunes,  Sailors,  Susans,  Monks,  Mandarins,  Pachas,  Peris,  Cir- 
cassians, Capucines,  Postillions  and  Philosophers — to  say  nothing 
of  Alps  upon  Alps  of  Savoyards  and  Shepherdesses. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Gertrude,  as  she  had  finished  a  quadrille  with 
Lord  Mornington,  '^  I  don't  see  the  least  vestige  of  my  only  induce- 
ments to  come  to  the  ball." 

''  Nor  I !"  replied  her  companion,  "  but  I  see  a  green  baize  bench 
over  there ;  and  as  it  is  most  likely  that  at  some  time  to  night 

'  *  Alonzo  the  brave,  and  the  fair  Jmogene, 
Ck)nverse(l  as  ttiey  sat  on  the  green," 

if  you  take  my  advice,  you  will  hover  near  this  spot,  as  my  prophe- 
tic spirit  tells  me  they  will  pass  this  way." 

Here  a  troop  of  Polish  lancers  came  charging  in  a  galope,  and 
for  a  sShorl  lime  impeded  their  progress  towards  the  green  bench ; 
this  relrogr^ide  movement  brought  Gertrude  beside  her  brother— 
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^'  Really,  Cecil,''  said  she,  ^^  if  you  persist  in  looking  so  disinal,  I 
shall  apply  to  the  gas  company  to  light  up  your  foce/' 

^^  Then  I  Tear  it  would  be  more  ghastly  than  ever  I  *'  soiiied  Cecil. 

^'  I  canU  box  your  ears  before  all  these  people,  or  else  I  cer- 
tainly would,''  said  Gertrude,  '^  for  that  is  the  second  acc^  of  Sir 
Romulus  you  have  had  to  day  ;  however,  anything  is  better  than 
the  Sub-marine  Railroad/'^ 

*:*'  I  am  sure.  Miss  Howard,  ma'am,  I  feel  proud  and  honoured, 
indeed  I  may  say,  highly  distinguished,  ma'am,  at  such  a  lady 
evincing  such  a  deep  interest  in  the  prosperity  of  the  country  as  to 
speak  of  the  Sub-marine  Railroad,"  said,  or  rather  suddenly  whis- 
pered Mr.  Town,  with  his  mouth  close  to  her  ear.  His  costume 
was  that  of  a  merman,  which  he  contrived  to  represent  by  having 
stuffed  both  his  feet  into  the  solitary  opening  of  a  one-legged, 
flesh-coloured,  web  pantaloon,  the  said  feet  coming  out  at  the 
other  end,  but  so  closely  kept  together  as  to  be  scarcely  visible; 
while  from  their  heels  an  artificial,  but  substantial  tail,  curved  up- 
wards ;  and  over  his  shoulders  fell  thick  clusters  of  green  worsted, 
from  a  wig  made  of  that  material ;  in  his  right  hand  he  held  the 
frame  of  a  mirror,  which,  instead  of  glass,  contained  a  prospectus 
of  the  Sub-Marine  Railroad,  that  he  brandished  in  every  body's  face. 

"  'Pon  my  word,  Mr.  Howard,  sir,"  whispered  he,  mercifully 
releasing  Gertrude,  "  I  think  I  may  say,  indeed  I'm  sure  I  may, 
as  he  has  at  length  said,  he'll  think  about  it ;  therefore,  I  may  with 
truth,  sir,  say,  that  I  have  got  Sir  Headworth  Ciavering  to  invest  a 
small  portion,  sir,  of  his  enormous  wealth  in  the  Sub-marine  Rail- 
road ;  and  if  I  might  hope,  Mr.  Howard,  sir,  to  gel  your  powerful 
influence  enlisted  on  my  side,  I  should  not  despair  of  adding  the 
Duke  of  Arlington's  name  to  my  list,  sir." 

"  Considering  what  a  thorough  going  Whig  you  are,  Mr.  Town," 
smiled  Cecil,  **  I  should  have  thought  you  would  not  in  so  great  a 
national  improvement  have  allowed  any  Tory  to  enter  tl\e  lists  with 
you." 

"  Oh  !  indeed,  Mr.  Howard,  sir,  as  far  as  the  Sub-marine  Rail- 
road is  concerned,  I  wish  all  politics  were  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

*'  Then  I  suppose,"  laughed  Howard,  ^'  you'd  allow  the  bishops 
only  one  sea  (see),  to  which  you'd  translate  them  all." 

*'  Precisely,  Mr.  Howard,  sir,"  whispered,  more  confidentially 
than  before,  Mr.  Town,  who  never  liked  to  be  thought  in  the  rear 
of  any  one's  ideas  or  plans,  ''  precisely,  it  is  an  idea,  sir,  that  has 
often  suggested  itself  to  me,  and  which  E  have  had  serious  thoughts 
of  communicating  to  Lord  John." 

'^What  is  that?"  inquired  his  lordship,  who  now  advanced  in 
plain  clothes,  to  match  his  face,  ''that  you  thought  of  consulting 
mc  about?" 
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'*0h!  a  liUle  mailer  of  business,  my  lord,  that  we  will  discuss 
another  time,  when  your  lordship  is  more  at  leisure/' 

"  How  do  you  do.  Major  Whabble,  delighted  to  see  you,"  said 
Lord  John  to  that  gentleman,  his  looks  all  the  while  insulting  his 
words  by  giving  Ihem  the  lie< 

Neither  did  the  Major  seem  one  iota  more  pleased  at  the  ren- 
contre than  his  lordship  ^  but  for  this  there  were  certain  private  and 
pertinent  reasons.  In  the  first  place,  no  dissolution  had  talsen  place 
since  the  time  they  had  met  in  Shropshire,  therefore,  the  Major  had 
had  no  opportunity  of  giving  his  votes  to  Lord  John ;  and  what  he 
thought  infinitely  more  distressing,  and  more  injurious  to  the 
country,  neither  had  the  then  confidently  talked  of  brevet  ever  taken 
place,  consequently  the  major  was  still  a  major !  What  his  present 
costume  was  intended  to  represent  was  by  no  means  palpable,  as  it 
merely  consisted  of  a  fur  cap,  fustian  jacket,  and  leather  apron. 
So  finding  his  address  rather  cool,  Lord  John  thought  he  would  do 
the  popular  and  affable  by  rallying  him  upon  the  warmth  of  his 
dress.  "You  must  find  that  cap  and  apron  very  hot,"  remarked 
he,  "what  costume  may  it  be  intended  to  represent?'' 

This  was  the  consummation  Major  Whabble  had  so  devoutly 
wished  *,  so  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and  giving  what 
his  wife  called  one  of  his  Talavera  looks,  which  cut  the  lookee  to 
pieces,  he  replied  with  great  dignity,  "My  lord,  I  am  tired  of  being 
a  major,  and  seeing  no  hQpe  of  advancement,  I  have  thought  any- 
thing better  than  standing  stilly  and  so  have  gone  back,  and  again 
become  a  miner!"  (minor). 

" Ha!  ha !  ha ! "  struggled  Lord  Jobn,  "  very  good." 

"I  think  it  very  bad,  my  lord,"  said  Major  Whabble,  in  a  dignity 
key  pitched  at  zero,  as  he  swept  past  Lord  John,  who  got  a  headache, 
at  the  sudden  recollection  of  all  the  noise  made  over  his  head  by 
the  young  Whabbles,  on  the  morning  after  tlie  night  he  had,  for 
the  good  of  the  nation,  ventured  to  "  lie"  at  Gorget  Cottage. 

"How  do  you  do?"  said  Gertrude,  "have  you  heard  from  Sir 
Romulus  since  he  went  abroad?  and  have  they  all  been  turned  into 
vaudevilles  yet?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Lord  John,  "  I  have  had  two  or  three  most  ex- 
traordinary communications  from  him  :  to  judge  by  his  letters  I 
should  say  he  was  quite  mad,  indeed  they  put  him  into  a  mad-house 
the  morning  after  he  arrived  at  Paris,  he  says  by  accident,  but  I 
should  say  they  knew  very  well  what  they  were  about." 

"  Yes,"  acquiesced  Lady  John,  who  now  came  to  cMm  the  arm 
that  was  legally  hers,  "  yes,  that  is  putty  plain ;  by  the  bye,  Ger- 
trude, I  hear  that  your  friend,  Miss  Delville,  is  going  to  give  a 
magnificent  fancy  ball  in  March  :  I  wish  you  could  get  me  an  in- 
vitation to  it,  as  I  am  told  it  will  be  the  puttiest  thing  that  has  been 
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giveo  a  long  time ;  besides,  I  want  to  see  if  she  herself  is  as  putty  as 
they  say." 

Gertrude  was  about  to  reply,  when  up  rushed  Mrs.  Daamemall, 
dressed  as  a  Cherokee  queen,  with  rampant  strips  of  scarlet  and 
green  feathers  round  her  forehead  as  a  crown.    "Oh!  Miss  Ho- 
ward," exclaimed  she,  laying  both  her  hands  on  Gertrude's  arm, 
*'  ave  you  seen  the  coplain?" 
'*  What  captain?"  re-interrogated  Gertrude. 
**  Whoy  Aye"  (for  so  Mrs.  Damnemall  invariably  pronounced 
the  pronoun  I) — "  Aye  know  he  is  a  coptain  by  his  manner !  but 
Aye  mbost  tell  you  all  about  it  first.  You  moost  know,  the  doctor, 
as  indeed  you  may  suppose  firom  his  woy  of  thinking,  don't  ap- 
prove of  balls  at  all,  specially  the  fancy;  so  he  was  decoidedly  against 
our  coming  to-noight,  and  threw  all  sorts  of  cold  water  upon  it. 
Among  other  things,  that  as  Anna  Martha  had  as  good  as  got  a 
husband,  there  was  no  manner  of  use  in  her  going  lb  such  places. 
But  Mr.  Troipe,  he  seemed  as  much  for  it  as  Anna  Martha ;  and  the 
doctor  and  Aye,  we  happened  to  meet  his  lordship"  (the  lord  mayor 
sous-entendu)  "  at  Birch's,  and  he  was  so  pressing,  and  affable,  and 
condescending  about  our  coming,  that  the  doctor,  he  was  quoite 
over-persuaded ;  and  so  off  we  came,  and  the  doctor,  he  is,  poor 
man,  left  to  himself,  as  he  says  of  sinners.   Now,  on  coming  into 
the  room,  and  seeing  so  much  of  what  the  doctor  calls  '  the  pomps 
and  vanities  of  this  wicked  world,'  Aye  says  to  Anna  Martha  : 
'  Now,  my  dear,  aving  chosen  a  partner  for  loife,  Aye  think  he  may 
do  for  you  for  the  whole  evening ;  so  moind  if  any  one  else  asks  you 
to  dance,  that  yen  say,  ^  Thank  you,  sir-,  but  Ay've  got  a  partner 
quoite  to  my  moind,  and  have  no  intention  of  changing  him." 
Well,  poor  choild,  she  had  gone  through  two  cod-drills  with  Mester 
Troipe,  when  up  comes  the  coptain" — 
'*  But  what  captain,  Mrs.  Damnemall?"  interrupted  Gertrude. 
*^  How  s(hould  Aye  know,  my  dear,  when  I  never  laid  eyes  on 
the  man  till  to-noight?  but  as  I  told  you  before.  Aye  know  he's  a 
coptain  by  his  manner,  though  he's  dressed  loike  a  Choinese.  Well, 
up  comes  the  coptain,  and  asks  Anna  Martha  to  dance  ^  she  an- 
swered him  as  Aye  told  her,  when — would  you  believe  it?— he 
turns  round  like  a  dragon,  and  nearly  knocking  off  Mr.  Troipe's 
helmet,  says  to  him— now  in  the  rudest  and  modt  ungenteel  man- 
ner possible — '  You  be  d — d ! '  At  this,  of  course,  Anna  Martha 
faints  away  in  the  arms  of  two  pages  of  Frederick  the  Great's;  for 
Mr.  Troipe,  he  was  busy  saying  to  the  coptain,  '  No,  sir,  that  Aye 
oever  can  be!  for  Aye  am  writing  a  tragedy  which  will  never  even 
be  acted,  as  it  is  intended  wholly  and  solely  for  the  closet.'  Whether 
or  no  the  captain  was  froightened  at  Mr.  Troipe's  determined  man- 
ner. Aye  can't  tell;  but  he  was  off  like  a  shot,  and  returned  with  a 
great  tankard  full  of  iced  water,  which  he  soused  all  over  Anna 


THE   BUBBLE   FAMILY.  .  -415 

Marlba  \  when,  as  you  may  suppose,  Aye  ran  up  as  fagt  as  Aye  could, 
to  try  and  save  her  beautirul  spangled  dress,  which  the  doctor  had^ 
given  ten  guineas  for  last  ninth  of  November,  Tor  her  ladyship' 
ball',  but  it  was  too  late  :  Aye  only  got  terribly  splashed  myseir,  and 
am  slidly  afraid  Ay  We  got  my  death  of  cold  too ;  and  the  worst  of  it 
is,  the  doctor  will  say  it  is  a  Judgmeqt  on  lis  for  coming  to  the  ball.'' 

'^  £ut  what  became  of  the  captain?''  asked  Gertrude;  making  a 
great  effort  to  suppress  her  laughter. 

'*  Oh,  Aye  was  going  to  lell  you :  when  he'd  done  all  the  mischief^ 
he  bolted,  and  soon  after  a  gentleman  came  and  said  he  was  so  tipsy 
that  he  had  fallen  over  a  bench,  and  was  lying  at  full  length  on  the 
floor.  Now,  says  Aye  to  Mester  Troipe,  is  your  toime  to  be  after 
him ;  but  he  made  answer  something  or  other  about  keeping  his 
temper  if  Ghoina  fell ;  but  as  Aye  told  him,  he  should  consider  he 
was  not  a  real  Choinese.  However  he  did  not  move,  which  shows 
he  is  of  a  quiet  forbearing  disposition,  and  will  make  a  good 
husband :  and  we  soaked  up  Anna  Martha  as  well  as  we  could.  Oh 
dear!"  concluded  Mrs.  Damnemall,  ^^for  my  part  I  feel  quile 
shivery  and  goose-skinny.'* 

''No  wonder,"  said  Miss  Howard,  in  reply  to  Mrs.  Damnemall's 
last  assertion. 

"  Here  is  Mester  Troipe  and  Anna  Martha^,"  said  Mrs.  Damn«* 
email ;  '^  dear  me,  her  dress  is  quoite  spoiled." 

Mr.  Tripe  advanced,  supporting  Miss  Damnemall.  He  had  hired 
the  armour  belonging  to  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  in  order  to  personate 
Alonzo  the  Brave,  and  consequeptly  looked  mgre  dismal  and  moth* 
eaten  than  usual. 

^\l6o  believe,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Damnemall  to  her  daughter, 
*'  you  are  Wringing  wet  still." 

''  'Tis  but  tlie  dewftrop  on  the  rose,"  said  Mr.  Tripe,  with  a 
solemn  wave  of  his  hand. 

'^  More  ICHkely  to  turn  into  an  ague,  Aye  fancy,"  said  the  tender 
mother. 

''  Fancy !  '  Tell  me  where  is  fancy  bred !'  "  spouted  Mr.  Tripe. 

'^  Whoy,  the  best  fancy  bread  in  all  London,"  said  Mrs*  Damn- 
emall, ''is  in  Bridge  Street,  roight  opposite  Alderman  Fippet^. 
Dear  me,  this  cold  wind  from  that  door  will  give  you  your  death, 
child — stand  more  on  this  side — and,  unfortunately.  Aye  have  not 
ordered  the  carriage  till  two  o'clock,  and  it's  not  twelve  yeL" 

"  Mine  is  at  your  service,"  said  Howard,  who  really  pitied  both 
mother  and  daughter  for  the  drenching  they  had  got. 

"  Oh,  Aye!m  sure  we're  greatly  obloiged  to  you,  Mr.  Howard, 
and  will  accept  your  offer.  Aye  do  hope  the  doctor's  a-^bed  and 
asleep,  or  else  he'll  think  we've  joined  the  Anabaptists^" 

Cecil,  who  never  thought  vulgarity,  especially  in  a  wooian,  a 
sufficient  reason  for  being  ill-natured  or  ill-bred,  now  offered 
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Mrs.  Damnemall  his  ami  to  escort  her  to  the  carriage,  while  AIodzo 
the  Brave  ran  every  risk  of  rusting  his  armour  by  a  contact  with 
the  damp  Imogene — ^but  he  was  above  all  such  paltry  ancl  personal 
considerations;  and,  as  an  outward  and  visible  sign  of  his  internal 
philosophy,  be  quitted  what  he  and  the  newspapers  called  ''  the 
festive  scene,"  murmuring  something  about  the  ''  light  fantastic 
toe,''  which,  however,  he  gave  no  practical  illustrations  of,  as  he 
nearly  overturned  the  carriage  on' getting  into  it,  as  the  Bishop  of 
iRochester  describes  Lord  Bath  to  have  done  the  ministry — '*  chiefly 
l^y  his  own  personal  weight-,''  for  long,  lanky,  boney  mortals  are 
always  heavier  on  hand,  and  on  foot,  than  atiy  others. 

No  sooner  were  the  trio  seated — ^Alonzo  the  Brave  rattling  and 
clattering  as  Bodkin-r— than  Mrs.  Damnemall  told  the  servant  to 
drive  to  her  house.  No. — ,  Southampton  Street,  Covenl-garden, 
^^  and  not  to  i^nock,  as  the  doctor  he'd  be  a-bed." 

"  And  now,  my  deair,"  said  she^  turning  to  her  daughter,  *'  don  I 
you  say  anything  to  your  fdther  about  the  drenching  we  have  got, 
or  else,  Aye'm  very  sure,  it's  the  last  ball  we  should  get  to;  as  the 
doctor  he's  a  decoided  objection  to  parties  of  all  koinds." 

"  Even  water  parties,"  epigram malized  Mr.  Tripe. 

"  Oh  yes;  it  don't  signify  what  sort  of  parly  it  is,"  matter-of- 
facted  Mrs.  Damnemall. 

On  arriving  in  Southampton  Street,  Mrs.  Damnemall,  we  regret 
to  state,  considerably  increased  her  cold  by  the  time  she  occupied 
in- rummaging  in  her  pocket  for  half-a-crown  to  give  the  footman, 
Who  was  no  other  than  Harding,  the  ^  ci-devant 'lacquey  of  Sir 
Romulus  Bubble,  who  had  ^'left  to  belter  himself,"  and  was  now 
in  the  service  of  Mr.  Howard.  ' 

Having  pocketed  this*king-consort  pittance,  Mr.  Harding  thought 
he  might  as  well  convert  it  into  brandy  ancrwater  at  his  old  fami^ 
liar  friend's,  Archy  Dunn's,  new  "public,"  the  Bear  and  Bee-hive 
in  Drury  Lane.  So,  accordingly,  he  begged  his  colleague,  Mr. 
Jenkins  the  coachman,  to  drive  there. 

As  the  snow  was  drifting  fast,  and  the  cold  intense,  Mr.  Jenkins 
had  no  objection,  and  accordingly  turned,  his  horses'  heads  in  the 
direction  of  old  Drury. 

The  same  bright  pots  and  pans  that  had  adorned  the  kitchen  of 
the  Pug  and  Primrose  now  graced  that  of  the  Bear  and  Bee-hive, 
the  ceiling  of  which  being  protected  with  thick  bars  of  white  painted 
wood,  through  which  appeared  innumerable  hams  and  sundry  sides 
of  bacon,  while  from  the  rafters  were  suspended  bougbs  of  holly 
and  strings  of  birds'-eggs,  that  gave  the  Bear,  and  Bee-hive  a 
^  rus  in  urbe'  appearance  that  must  have  been  truly  refreshing  to 
its  cockney  '  habituees. ' 

Mrs.  Dunn  w$is  to  the  full  as  active  and  as  thrifty  as  Mrs.  Fine 
had  been,  and  had  the  same  turn  for  managing  she  had  ever  had, 
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with  for  better  success  as  regarded  her  present  spouse ; .  who,  to  do 
him  justice,  was  the  most  dutiful  isind  obedient  of  husbands,  nerer, 
by  any  chance,  appropriating  to  his  own  use  a  single  drop  of  the 
choice  spirits  of  their  establishment,  unless  giyen  to  him  by  his 
wife;  never  receiving  a  doit  that  he  did  not  instantly  transfer  to 
her;  never  ^^fetching  a  walk''  of  a  Sunday  without  asking  her  leave; 
and  aever  making  the  slightest  reduction  in  any  reckoning  without 
the  bill  having  first  received  the  royal  assent  of  Mrs.  Dunn.  Yet^ 
notwithstanding  all  this  marital  perfection,  Mrs.  Dunn  thought, 
with  regard  to  husbands,  what  Hamlet  thought  with  regard  to  death 
— there  is  no  knowing  "what  chahge  may  come."  So,  upon  the 
Yicar  of  Wakefield's  plan  of  arranging  his  wife's  epitaph  so  as  that 
it  might  always  stare  her  in  the  face,  Mrs.  Margery  Dunn  pUced 
the  square  wooden  collar,  that  Mr.  Fine  had  been  wont  to  wear 
after  his  throat  had  been  cut,  hatchment-ways  over  the  kitchen 
chimney-piece  of  the  Bear  and  Bee-hive,  under  which  it  was 
Archy's  habit  to  sit  and  meditate,  or,  peradventure,  to  smoke ;  and 
it  must  be  confessed  (as  we  pique  ourselves  on  the  veracity  of  thi^ 
history),  that  there  were  times,  notwithstanding  the  generally  speak- 
ing: halcyon  atmosphere  of  their  ^  menage,'  when  that  great  finan- 
cier, Mr.  Joseph  Hume,  might  have  recommended  Mr.  Dunn  to 
put  the; said  square  collar  in  his  pipe  and  smoke  it] 

Just  as  Messieurs  Harding  and  Jenkins  entered  the  kitchen,  Mr. 
Dunn  was  sitting  with  his  eyes  mournfully  fixed  on  the  aforesaid 
collar,  while  the  ashes  fell  listlessly  from  a  pipe  that  he  held  in  bis 
right  hand;  Mrs.  Dunn  was  engaged  in  the  useful,  if  notorna-. 
mental,  occupation  of  frying  beef-steaks  for  thesupper  of  Mr.  John 
Brough,  who  was  drinking,  swearing,  and  playing  draughts  at  d 
small  table  with  Fogey  Mcl9nips;  while,  on  a  bench  beside  him, 
iwith  a  bundle  tied  up  in  a  blue  cotton  handkerchief  in  her  lap,  and 
an  old,  torn,  black  straw  bonnet  on  her  head,  which  leant  languidly 
against  the  wall,  looking  very  tired  and  very  cold,  sat  Sally  Tom- 
lins,  who  followed  Mr.  Brough  through  all  his  fortunes,  in  the  hope 
of  being  made  Mrs.  Brough  "  present-ly." 

'^  Why,  you  here,  John  Brough!"  said  Harding,  as  soon  as  he 
had  finished  his  salutations  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  DUnn;  "I  thought 
you'd  been  down  yonder  in  Shropshire." 

'*Ura— "  grunted  Mr.  Brougl^;  'Mf  I'm  here-^hows  I'm  not 
there."  • 

''And  Sally,  too!— how  is  this?"  continued  Harding,  eyeing  the 
girl's  pale  altered  facp.  ''  Why,  you  used  to  look  like  a  cherry- 
orchard,  and  now  you  look  like  a  tumip^fleld." 

''  That's  neither  here  nor  there,"  growled  Mr.  Brough.  ''Sixes! 
— my  eye!  don't  be  so  boiti^eable!  Whil^ mother  Fine's  a  hold- 
ing  the  stakes  (steaks,)  there,  and  I'm  a  holding  my  tongue, 
your'e  a  fleecing  the  loining  out  of  my  pockets.  That  Temoinds 
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me^  Archy,  my  man,  that  ere  vescut  of  moioe,  as  I  give  youthis 
arter-nooD ;  I  waDls  it  particlar  herly  (o-morrow,  as  oi've  a  job  as 
will  carry  me  out  o'  town  to-morrow  arternoon.'^ 

^^  Ye  need  oa  fear ;  I'll  be  ready  for  ye,''  said  Archy,  in  a  tone 
of  voice  ibat  seemed  to  imply  more  than  met  the  ear. 

'^  ru  trooble  ye,  Meester  Brough,  to  gi'  me  eighteen  pence 
ha'pney/'  said  Fogey  MacSnips,  leaning  back  in  his  chair  and 
pushing ii way  the  board, 

^'  I  wool,  present-ly,"  replied  Mr.  Brough,  '4f  so  be  as  I  can't 
vin  it  back  ater  anoother  bout.'' 

'^  Hoot,  men !  enoo's  os  gude  os  a  feast,  ond  Fm  na  for  Tentur- 
ing  ony  mair  tonight,  beyand  the  speculations  my  night-cap  may 
lead  mc  into," 

"  Veil,  I'm  blow'd  if  that  aint  one  way  of  getting  off  Scot-free," 
growled  Mr.  Brough,  as  he  reluctanUy  doled  out  the  sum  he  had 
lost  in  half*pence  and  farthings. 

Mrs.  Dunn  now  placed  the  supper  on  the  table,  before  which 
Mr.  Brough  squared  himself,  at  the  imminent  risk  of  knocking 
out  Sally  Tomlins'  right  eye  with  his  left  elbow,  as  he  made  these 
gastronomic  preparations.  ^^  Umph !"  grunted  he,  sticking  his  fork 
into  the  viands  before  him;  ^^a  collop  off  old  Tony  himself  could 
not  be  harder.  I'm  sadly  afeared  I'll  have  a  tough  job  of  it  here." 

^'I  dinna  duct  but  ye'll  soon  have  a  tougher  elsewhere,"  mut- 
tered'Archy,  who  was,  in  vain,  thanks  to  his  peculiar  obliquity  of 
vision,  trying  to  catch  Harding's  eye,  as  he  stood  at  another  table, 
acting^as  master  of  the  ceremonies  between  Mr.  Jenkins  and  a  bowl 
of  punch. 

^^  Shall  I  make  yoii  a  cup  of  tea,  Sally,"  asked  Mrs.  Bunn,  who 
really  pitied  the  starved  and  dejected  Ippearance  of  the  girl,  who 
silently  shook  her  head  as  Mr.  Brough  replied,  through  a  well 
filled  mouth,  while  his  wrists  rested  on  the  iable,  and  his  knife  and 
fbrk  pointed  upwards  towards  the  ceiling,-^ 

*^  Set  her  up-^tea,  indeed !  she'll  be  wanting  a  coach  and  a  lady's 
maid  neit,  I  s'pose*, — vot  I  leaves  she  may  have^  and  if  she  don't 
hke  it,  she  may  lump  it  ^  but,  on  t*othef  hand,  if  as  I  leaves  nothink, 
vy,  her  supper  vont  disagree  with  her,  that's  all.  Vomen  and  vater 
is  two  plaguy  things  to  deal  with,  as  the  devil  said,  yen  he  found 
his  wife  vouldn't  drown.  But  I  say,  Missus  Foine,-^I  beg  your 
pardon^  I  always  forget  as  you're  Missus  Tailor,  now,— I'll  froable 
you  for  another  tombler,  or  I'll  never  get  to  my  journey's  end  to- 
mfiorrow." 

*'I  suppose  you're  off  for  Shrewsbury,"  said  Harding,  as  he 
walkM  to  the  fire  to  light  a  pipe. 

^'  You're  out  there,  as  the  extinguisher  said  to  the  wick,"  replied 
Mr.  Brough  ;  *^  but  it's  no  consarn  of  nobody's  where  I  goes,  or 
where  I  stops/'  X  :  , 


THE   BUBBLE   FAMILY.  4lO 

<<  Hoot,  mon!  dinna  fash  yersel ;  avry  afn  kens  full  weer  where 
ye'U  gaog  to,  and,  os  for  stopping,  ye  stop  at  nothing,  just/' 

''  I'll  troabie  you  to  keep  a  civil  tongne  in  your  head*,  a.pedlar's 
pack  don't  fit  every  back,"  growled  Mr.  Brough.   , 

'*A-hein — a-hem  — Fve  got  a'  yer  things  ready,  Maisler 
Harding,"  said  Archy,  as  the  former  was  about  to  withdraw  from 
the  0re^  Harding  was  on  the  point  of  inquiring  what  things?  as  he 
was  not  aware  of  having  any  in  Mr  Dunn's  custody,  when  the 
violent  blinking  of  that  gentleman's  eyes,  and  nervous  quivering  of 
his  nether  lip,  did  not  fail  to  convince  a  lackey  whose  intelligence 
had  been  whetted  in  |he  diplomatic  atmosphere  of  Arlington-house, 
that  a  secret  of  importance  was  in  the  wind.  So,  instead  of  his  first 
query,  he  answered,  with  considerable  dignity,  '^  that  he  was  ready 
to  take  Iheni.'^ 

"Very  weU,"  said  Archy,  rising  with  alacrity^  ''come  into  the 
next  room  with  me  and  I'll  gi'  them  to  you." 

Mr.  ^Harding  foUqwied  the  landlord  of  the  '^  Bear  and  Bee*hive" 
into  the  opposite  apartment,  which  was  his  bed-room,  into  which 
he  had  no  sooner  entered  than  Archy  set  his  back  against  the  door, 
and,  taking  a  piece  of  paper  out  of  his  pocket,  spoke  as  follows  : 

''  Ye'll  obsarve,  Maister  Harding,  that  what  I'm  ganging  to  say 
to  you,  is  in  the  stractest  confidence  ^  but  this  bit  o'  writen  that  t 
hold  in  my  hand  has  given  me  unco'  trouble,  as  ye  may  suppose, 
whaD  I  tell  ye  thot  I've  nae  e'en  named  it  to  Margery  -,  but  it  con- 
farms  me  in  the  opinion  I  have  always  hod,  that  John  Brough  is  a 
scooDdrei,  ond  ne'er-do-weel." 

'^  Of  that  there  is  very  little  doubt,"  replied  Harding ; ''  but  what 
has  Ihat  to  do  with  you^  Archy,  in  your  line  of  life?  A  scoundrel's 
money  is  as  good  as  a  saint's!  and  thirst,  do  you  see,  is  like  a 
Radical  Member ;  so,  as  it  gets  what  it  wants,  it's  all  one  to  it,  whe- 
ther the  measure  is  carried  through  the  mouth  of  an  honest  man  or 
a  rogue." 

^^  Preceesdy,  Maister  Harding,  ond  there's  mlckle  sense  in  thot 
same ;  but  it's  nae  what  John  Brough  does  in  (his  hoose  that  I  wad 
discoorse  ye  aboot,  but  what  I  fear  he  scans  doing  in  ither  hooses. 
Redd  that  bit  paper,  which  I  foond  crinkled  up  in  the  earner  of  a 
waistcoat  pocket  that  he  gave  me  to  mend  this  vary  afternune." 

Harding  took  the  proffered  paper,  which  was  the  fragment  of  a 
letter,  and  read  as  follows  : 

*< , ^it  should  not  be  later  ^  but  there  is  no  use  in  your  being 

there  before  two  in  the  morning  on  Saturday  next,  as  he  may  not 
be  baclL.  The  great  thing  is  to  secure  him.  I'll  have  the  chaise 
ready.  Any  papers  you  can  get,  do.  The  child  must  also  be  se- 
cured ;  and  for  plate  and  that  sort  of  thing,  you  need  not  fear  an 
equal  division  from  '*  J.  G." 
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''  Why,  dang  it! ''  said  Harding,  pushing  hiis  hat  more  over  his 
forehead  by  scratching  the  baclc  of  his  head,  as  he  turned  the  letter 
in  various  directions  with  his  other  hand,  ^Mhis  seems  like  a  plot  to 
break  into  a  house  and  kidnap  some  one/' 

"  Preceesely,"  responded  Archy :  "  just  what  I  said — ood  they 
must  be  sarcumvented." 

''Yes,  but  who  are  they?  for,  beyond  John  Brough,  we  don't 
know  who  they  be;  and  Sir  Romulus  being  abroad,  you  see  there's 
no  magistrate  in  the  family--and  so  I  don't  know  how  to  get  John 
Brotigh  taken  up  private  and  cautious  like  *,  besides,  if  he  was  taken 
up,  we'd  never  get  at  the  plot  in  that  way." 

"  To  be  sure  not,"  said  Archy,  *'  Ihot's  not  the  way;  but  we 
must  gi'  notUce  of  their  proceedings,  onddog  thim  just  avery  step 
o'  the  way." 

"Mighty  fine!"  objected  Harding;  "but  give  notice  to  who? 
and  dodge  them  where?  " 

"Why,  I've  my  suspeecions,  do  ye  sec,"  l^joinedMr.  Dunn, 
placing  the  forefinger  of  his  right  hand  mysteriously  at  one  side  of 
his  nose. 

"Well,  and  what  if  you  have?'-suspicions  neither  twist  ropes 
nor  catch  thieves." 

"  Na,  na — ^but  they're  the  first  stage  on  the  journey  towards 
doing  so;— and  noo  FU  axplain — but  on  the  promising,  Maister 
Harding,  that  ye  tell  nae  living  mortal  of  it  but  yer  master,  Mr. 
Hooard."  * 

"  Well,  out  withit ;  but  I  don't  see  what  he  has  to  do  with  U." 

"  Why,  you  must  ken  thot  he's  a'particklar  friend  of  the  andi- 
vidual  wha  I  suspact  is  to  be  made  awa  wi' :  ye  must  ken  that  aboot 
twa  years  agone  on  the  very  night  on  which  pure  Maister  McPhin 
was  droonded  and  brought  in  dead  to  the  Pug  and  Primrose,  on 
ill-favoured  fellow,  with  a'  kind  of  writens  ond  papers,  like  a  walking 
prenting-prass,  left  ain  o'  those  awfu'  storms  thot  are  to  be  hod  for 
looking  oot  for  on  Dunderhead  Common,  for  a  gude  fire  and  a 
gude  dinner,  (noo  this  Margery  hos  since  told  me,  for  I  did  nae  ken 
the  chap) ;  but  for  the  last  fortnight  a  gibbet-faced  looking  scoondrei 
has  been  running  a  score  here  for  brondy  and  boccy ; — ond  seeing 
there  was  naething  to  be  hopped  frae  his  looks  beyand  the  tread- 
•  mill  or  the  stocks,  I  did  nae  like  looking  to  them  for  payment.  So 
I  asked  Margery  just  to  pop  in  and  tak  a  look  at  him^  ain  night  os 
he  sot  guzzling  in  the  bar.  She  hod  nae  sooner  seen  him,  than  she 
said  (hot  he  was  the  same  that  hod  slopped  at  the  Pug  and  Primrose 
twa  years  before,  ond  thot  he  bod  wanted  to  scrape  on  acquaintance 
with  Maister  Marmaduke,  but  thot  he  hod  said  he  was  a  penny-a- 
liner,  whatever  thot  meant,  ond  wad  have  naething  to  say  to  him. 
'  Are  ye  sure  it's  the  same? '  said  I.  '  Ye'U  soon  see  whether  it  Is  or 
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oae,"  said  she  ^  ond  wi'  thot  she  walks  up  to  him,  ond  says  :  ^  I  see 
ye*Ve  nae  money  for  water,  sir  ^  for  yer  duck  trowsers  are  a  deal 
diogier  thon  when  I  saw  them  twa  years  agohe  ^— but,  you  know, 
brandy  is  dearer  than  water,  for  which  reason  I  canna  afford  to  l0t 
you  hove  mine  for  nothing— ond  sae  Fll  trooble  ye  for  the  rackon- 
ing,  which  is  jiist  saxteen  shillings  ond  sevenpence  halfpenny." 
Upon  which,  he  want  through  the  sarimony  of  putting  his  bonds 
in  his  pockets,  but  there  was  nothing  in  them ;  he  then  scrotched 
his  head,  but  there  was  naething  in  thot  either  :  for  he  said  some- 
thing about  to-morrow,  ond  very  sorry*— 4)ut  he  hod  called  ot  the 
office,  ond  not  been  paid  himself.  Weel,  to  mak  a  long  story  short, 
John  Brough  arrived  this  vary  day,  ond  the  chap  with  the  dingy 
*  ducks  come  in  soon  after ;  ond  after  they  had  drank  and  smoked 
enough  for  an  election,  they  went  out  together.  This  was  about 
seven  o'clock.  Thinks  I,  111  follow  you;  for  John  Brough  had  put 
on  his  Sunday  clothes  and  left  me  the  waistcoat  he  had  taken  off  to 
mend.  In  turning  out  the  pockets,  I  found  the  piece  of  paper  I 
hove  just  showu'  ye,  which  raised  all  my  suspeecions  :  so  accord- 
ingly I  followed  them,  till  they  came  to  Drury  Lane  theatre,  where 
they  turned  in,  ond  I  after  them.  I  paid  my  money  unobsarved  by 
either  of  them,  ond  followed  them  Into  the  pit.  The  play  was  a 
gentleman  in  block,  ca'd  Hamlet,  which  perte  was  performed  by 
M aister  Carlton  -y  ond  no  sooner  did  he  come  on  the  stage,  with  his 
fine  eyes  ond  hot  ond  feather  turned  up,  ond  his  conseederable 
black  cloak,  which  I'm  sure  had  nae  less  than  sax  yards  roond— * 
than  the  chap  in  the  Russia  ducks  nudged  John  Brough  ond  said, 
^  Thot's  he— do  you  think  ye'd  know  him  again? '  ^  Ond  nae  mis- 
take,' onswered  John  Brough.  ^  Gude,'  said  the  other,  though  the 
rasoal.knew  a'  the  time  that  it  was  bod;  bnd  then  he  went  on 
scrabbling  on  slips  of  paper.  I  lat  hiin  scrabble  on  ip  the  de'ii's 
books  or  whatever  he  was  writing,  ond  I  slipped  oot  ond  cam' 
hame,  where  my  fhrst  notion  was  to  gahg  off  in  quest  of  Maister 
Hooard,  and  gi'  him  up  thot  infernal  piece  of  paper,  telling  him 
a'  I  had  heard  and  seen  between  the  twa ;  but  on  sacond  thoughts 
I  thought  it  wad  be  better,  as  this  is  ainly  Thursday,  to  wait  till 
after  the  play,  ond  see  if  the  mescreants  wad  come  here.  Accord- 
ingly, at  aboot  holf  post  elaven  John  Brough  arrived  with  SaUy 
Tomlins, — wherever  he  picked  the  Jade  up,  ond  after  he'd  been 
seated  some  lime,  he  asked  for  the  waistcoat  he  hod  left  me  to 
mend.  I  gave  it  to  him,  when  he  began  rummaging  in  the  pockets, 
apparently  in  a  great  fright  at  missipg  something,  ond  asked  me  if 
I  hod  foond,  any  thing.  Thinking  he  understood  lies  better  than 
truth,  I  onswered  nae,  ond  lit  my  pipe,  which!  sot  smoking  till 
ye  came,  Maister  Harding.  Ond  noo,  dinna  ye  think  that  I've  put 
a  brace  of  rogues  ond  couple  of  rascals  on  the  right  road  to  the 
gallows?  There  is  the  map  of  it,"  concluded  Archy,  pointing  to 
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tb6  fragmeot  of  the  letter  in  Harding's  hand,  '^  ood  itiiod  ye  di&iia 
sleep  till  ye  hove  delivered  it  safely  into  Mr.  Hpoard's  oustody." 

Harding  deposited  the  paper  in  his  pocket,  drew  up  with  con- 
scious dignity,  and'  promised  all  things  with  the  aid  of  a  prime 
minister ;  then  opening  the  door,  and  calling  to  Mr.  JenkiDs,  who 
was  still  n9t  filling,  but  emptying  the  genial  b6wl ;  he  quitted  the 
Bear  and  Beehive,  shaking  Archy  cordially  with  one  hand,  while 
he  doubled  the  other  pantomimlcally  behind  Mr.  Brough ;  a  move- 
menr  which  (not  being  literally  a  Janus*  allboagh  a  double-faced 
knave)  was  totally  losi  upon  that  great  man. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. . 

**  Toutet  les  pasnioiis  soat  exag^atriees,  eieiles  ne  aont  det 
passions  qae  parce  qa'elles  exag^rent."— Ghamfo&t. 

*'t7ii  CQBor  souflnrant,  comme  une  saoUfaible  s'affecte  de 
mitte  MianceSy  que  le  bonheor  et  la  foree  n'apercevraieot  pas." 

P»suateHilqttfi  ntmnMllU  HnUUs  Mid«  se  in  me  «mbMf turn 
temper  fore."— CicMKO. 


A  TAA6EDT,  A  SUPPBR^  A  DSHOUIMIIIT,  COMTAUIIfi  III  A  LONft  CHAFTBB. 

Mr.  Harding  was  now  Ianc6  as  a  diplomat,  and  the  roost  ar^ 
duous  part  of  his  ihission  be  (bund  was  in  endeavouring  to  chiaiu 
an  audience  with  his  master,  through  the  medipm  of  his  coUeague, 
Monsieur  Girouette.  That  gentleman  could  not  at  all  comprehend 
what  matter  a  mere  Ibotman,  nay.more^ — an  out-door  fbotman! — 
could  possibly  have  to  communicate  to  Mr.  Howard,  beyond  a 
budget-iike  demand  for  an  increase  of  salary,  or  an  aotiHUtnisterial 
intention  <tf  resigning^  both  of  which  points,  he  very  naturally 
thought,  could  be  iliore  orthodoxly  arranged  through^him,  than  by 
so  unprecedeqted  a  step  as  a  personal  interview;  accordingly, 
Monsieur  Girouette  flatly  refused  to  negotiate  it,  unless  previously 
made  acquainted  with  the  business  to  be  lUjScussed  :  this  stipulation 
Mr.  Harding  as  flatly  refusing  to  comply  with,  and  adding  to  his 
refusal  a  considerable  degree  of  very  exciting  and  unpardonabte 
mystery  and  importance,  infinitely  more. calculated  to  exasperate 
than  to  conciliate,  the  parties  separated  in  mutual  disgust,  re- 
spectively slamming  the  Opposite  doors  of  the  servants'  hall,  in 
which  tlieir  cabinet  council  had  taken  place;  Monsieur  Gtfouelte, 
to  sip  his  coffee  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  and  'diseneaDaifler' 
himself  fk-om  «o  long  a  parley  with  an  under  footman,  and  Mr. 
Harding  to  stand  at  the  hall-door,  and  await  the  arrival  of  an  idea 
how  to  achieve  the  wi^ed-f or  t^te^-t^te  with  his  master.  He  did  not 
wait  long  before  a  twopenny  postman  passed,  and  supplied  him 
with  the  df sired  idea,  accon^nied  by  a  wonder  that  it  had  not 
presented  itself  before.  ''A  letter  to  be  scrref— that's  the  thing; ' 
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and  Mr/  HanUiig  iwitcbed  thie  gold  garter  on  bis  rigtat  leg,  with  a 
violence  that  would  have  cowed  any  calf  in  the  world,  as  he  re- 
Ireated  into  the  hall  on  his  way  to  the  paptry  to  execute  his  great 
design.  Many  were  the  sheetiTof  paper  spoilt  ere  the  caligraphy  of 
the  '^ Honoured  Sir''  at  the  top  satisfied  hi6  fastidious  eye,  but 
those  two  important  words  onoe  achieved,  the  rest  was  easy,  and 
the  task  soon  comf^eted,  for  he  had  read  the  debates  that  morning, 
and  had  been  partioolarly  struclc  (as  all  men  must  be,  whether  lac- 
keys, lovers,  liars,  or  lords),  with  the  truth  of  Lord  Melbourne's 
assertion,  that "  no  man  should  ever  write  a  line  that  was  not  abso- 
lutely q^cessary,''  a  truth  no  doubt  arrived  at,  not  only  by  his  Lord- 
ship, but  by  many  of  his  colleagues  and  jackalls,  through  the 
thorny  road  of  experience! 

The  letter  concluded,  the  next  dilemma  was  how  to  seal  it. 
Waters  he  knew  were  never  used  except  in  bills,  and  he  wished  his 
eomiJDunication  to  receive  immediate  attention,  and  not  be  thrown 
aside  unopened,  therefore  a  wafer  was  out  of  the  question,  but  un- 
fortunately he  possessed  but  one  seal  in  the  world,  and  that  bordered . 
on  the  amatory,  as  he  had  purchased  it  from  a  Jew  boy  for  six- 
pence, on  the  top  of  a  German-silver  pencil-case,  to  seal  his  letters 
Co  Bridget  Bond,  having  laid  his  love  and  livery  at  her  feet.  The 
device  of  this  seal  was  an  open  pair  of  large  scissors,  very  like  those 
which  hung  al  Bridget's  side,  and  between  the  mimi(i '  forfex'  was 
inscribed-—*'  We  part  to  meet  again,*'  though,  as  Mr.  Harding  had 
often  f^cetfously  remarked, ^^ Cut  and  come  again''  would  have 
been  a  more  appropriate  '^motter."  The  signing  and  sealing^  over, 
he  himself  conveyed  his  letter  to  the  nearest  receptacle  for  two- 
penny literature ;  and  most  mysterioosly  triumphant  was  his  air, 
when,  three  hours  afterwards,  having  taken  in  his  own  letter,  whicb 
he  thought  looked  remarki^ly  well,^  and  hke  other  letters  with 
the  postmark  op  it,  he  tossed  it  on  a  salver,  and  handed  it  over  to 
Monsieur  Girouette  to  take  up  stairs,  where,  ten  minutes  after 
Its  arrival,  he  himself  was  summoned.  As  may  be  supposed,  lie  bad 
some  difficulty  in  opening  his  mission,  but  the  necessary  delay  oc- 
casioned by  the  search  in  his  pocket  for  the  slip  of  paper  Archy 
Dunn  had  entrusted  to  him,  was  of  consideral^e  use,  as  it  enabled 
his  master  to  put  the  leading  question  of— ^' What  might  be  the 
reason  of  his  wishing  to  see  him?*'  whereupon  he  waxed  eloquent 
as  Isocrates,  detailed  the  information  Archy  had  imparted  to  him 
on  Thursday  nighi,  and  ended  by  placing  the  fragment  of  the  letter 
found  in  Mr.  Brough's  waistcoat  pocket  In  Cecil's  hand,  who,  as 
soon  as  he  had  read  it,  said  ''^  Thank  you,  Harding,  you  and  Dunn 
have  acted  extremely  well  and  sensibly.  Say  nothing  to  any  one 
till  we.  see  farther  into  this  business.  And  now  order  my  horses 
round  immediately." 

Justly  proud  of  such  an  eulogium,  Mr.  Harding  bowed  himself 
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out  of  the,  room,  with  vague  nokions  of  the  prebabUity ,  but  quite 
sure  of  his  capability,  of  one  day  filling  the  position  bis  master 
then  occupied, — an  idea  y/hith  was  confirmed  by  the  dignified 
manner  in  which  be  ordered  George*(he  groom  to  bring  round  Mr. 
Howard's  horses  immediately^  and  the  mysterious  tone  la  which  he 
added,  with  the  wave  of  the  hand,  worthy  of  Mr.  McEverpuff : 
*^and  mind,  saddle  them  yourself,  and  say  nothing  to  nobody!" 
Moreover,  scarcely  had  he  uttered  this  fiat,  when  he  met  Girouette, 
whose  curiosity  getting  the  better  of  his  other  aristocratic  faibiesse, 
accosted  him  with  : 
"  Vein  so  yoij  have  see  Meestair  Howard?  what  he  say  ^m?" 
'*  I  have  seen  him,  Mr.  Jerry-ette,  but  as  I^m  an  Englishman, 
Tm  happy  to  say  that  I  know  as  the  truth  is  not  to  be  spoke  at  all 
times ;  and  that  silence  and  sense  is  one  and  the.  same  thing  in  Eng- 
land, whatever  the  fashion  may  be  in  France^"  and  so  saying,  he 
abruptly  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  ascended  the  stairs  to  .display 
his  importance  at  bis  favourite,  station,  the  hall  door ;  i^^ing  Mon* 
sieur  Girouette  to  shrug  his  shoulders  in  bustling  ignorance  and 
exclaim^^'^  Gr6non !  ces  canailles  de  laquais  T'      , 

It  was  a  clear  bright  morning,  the  air  was  crisp  and  exhilarat- 
ing, and  Cecil  entered  briskly  on  till  he  came  to  Notting-hiU,  when 
he  slackened  his  pace,  and  drew  bridle :  as  he  was  walking  his 
horse  leisurely,  he  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  green-house  of  a 
nursery-garden;  as  he  did  so,  a  loose  stone  caused  his  hoise  to 
stumble — ^\  Good  God  V  he  exclaimed ;  but  it  was  not  at  the  false 
step  the  horse  had  made^  but  at  a  vision  that,  greeted  him .:  among 
the  plants  in  the  green-house,  appeared  a  fair  young  face,  which, 
from  being  mirrored  in  bis  heart,  was  oHpn  reflected  upon  passing 
objects ;  and,  for  an  instant,  so  strong  was  the  power  of  imagina- 
tion, that  it  appeared  palpable  to  his  external  senses  ^  but  now,  if 
ever  he  had  seen  her,  he  saw  Theresa'  Manners !  her  eyes  had  met 
his;  and  the  cheek  which  love  had  made  sp  pale,  now  glowed  at 
the  tyranny  of  his  sudden  approach — Cecil  looked  again,  but  she 
Was  gone!  '^  Pshaw !"  said  he,  tightly  pressing  his  hand  across  his 
eyes, "-'  it  is  only  one  of  those  day  dreams,  that  come  to  mock  and 
to  taunt  me;,  he  looked  round— a  plain  dark  chariot,  ribbed  witb 
invisible-blue,,  the  wheels  picked  out  with  crimson  and  white,  the 
lining  of  purple  velvet,  and  the  |)Iinds  of  white  silk,  with  purple 
and  crimson  fringe  and  tassels,  was  waiting  at  the  door ;  the  horses 
were  thorough-bred  grays,  and  the  harness  of  massive  silver;  but 
no  arms  were  on  the  carriage,  merely  a  small  cypher  in  silver  on 
the  upper  pannel :  in  another  moment  ^Howard  had  reined  in  his 
horse,  and  sprung  to  the  ground :  he  entered  the  nursery  garden — 
and  from  it,  the  green-house,  which  he  walked  rapidly  through, 
looking  breathlessly  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  and  unceremoniously 
decafHtating  sundry  crysanthimums  with  the  end  of  his  whip,  as  he 
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passed  along,  till  he  Vas  suddenly  remonstrated  with^  by  a  gardener 
on  an  upper  shelf,  who  was  nailing  a  vine : 

^^I  say,  sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  you're  a  ruining  on  them 
there  erysanChimums — what  may  you  please  to  want?  and  Fll  caU 
somebody  to  you  ! ''  said  the  man,  taking  a  taek  out  ofhis  mouth, 
and  tucking  a  strip  of  Dutch  malting  into  his  girdle,  as  he  prepared 
to  descend,  in  order  to  save  the  poor  crysanthimums  from  so  strange 
a  customer. 

''Oh*— why  thank  you— nothing*-^that  is,  was  there  not  a  lady 
here  just  now?"  ' 

''Yes,  sir,  I  believe  there  was;  I  heard  some  one  a  choosing 
foulbs«  and  telling  master  to  get  *em  poned  agin  February/' 

"But  don't  you  know  who  it  was?  "  asked  Cecil. 

"  Can't  say  as  I  do,  sir,  for  I  don't  work  reglar  Here,  only  on 
jobs  like." 

The  master  of  the  nursery  now  entered,  and,  hat  in  hand,  begged 
to  know  what  the  gentleman  wanted  ?  Thus  recalled  to  himself,  Ge* 
cil,  with  a  little  embarrassment,  first  ordered  home  the  plants  he 
had  mutilated,  and  then  boldly  enquired  the  name  of  the  lacjy  whom 
he  had  seen  there  some  minutes  before. 

"  I  really  don't  know,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  '^  I  have  never  seen 
her  but  once  before,  as  she,  comes  to  see  a  sick  woman  who  lodges 
in  my  house,  and  to-day  she  ordered  some  plants  and  bulbs,  which 
she  said  she'd  send  for,  so  I  don't  know  where  she  lives ;  but  I  be- 
lieve she's  gone  now." 

Cecil  did  n6t  believe  any  such  thing,  and  thinking  it  most  likely 
that  she  had  only  gone  into  the  house  to  see  the  invalid,  determined 
to  walk  about  the  garden  till  she  came  out,  first  inquiring  of  the  ser- 
vants to  whom  the  carriage  belonged  that  was  waiting. 

"  To  Miss  DelviUe,  sir,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Is  that  the  lady  ¥fho  is  gone  into  the  nursery  garden?"  re-in- 
lerrogated  Cecil. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Very  strange  •,  but  she  has  anbther  lady  with  her,  has  she  not?" 

"  No,  sir,  she's  alone ;  master  did  not  coriie  out." 

"Master! — oh— eh— yes— her  father,  I  suppose?" 

"  No,  sir,  her  huncle." 

But  perceiving  that  the  servants  began  to  exchange  looks,  CeeU 
coloured,  bit  his  lips,  and,  ashamed  of  displaying  so  much  appa- 
rently idle  curiosity,  stammered  out — 

"  Oh!  thank  you,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  thought  it  bad  been  a 
lady  I  knew,"  and  re-entered  the  garden.  Feeling  how  ridiculous  it 
would  be  to  pace  up  and  down  before  the  house^  he  made  the  tour 
of  the  not  very  extensive  grounds,  turning  every  moment  to  see 
that  the  lady  did  not  make  her  exit  unknown  to  him.  He  had  gone 
round  for  the  third  time,  and  was  slopping  at  the  other  extremity  of 
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the  garden  to  rescue  a  kitten  that  a  miscbievous  boy  had  put  into  a 
bucket,  and  was  about,  in  spile  of  its  cries  and  struggles,  to  lower 
into  a  well,  when,  upon  raising  his  eyes,  after  the  porformance  of 
this  benevolent  act,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  lady  get 
into  the  dark  blue  chariot  and  drive  off! 

**  The  deuce  take  you,  you  little  wretch,*'  said  he  to  the  poor 
kitten  as  he  threw  it  angrily  f^om  him,  while  it  was  gratefully  lick- 
ing his  hand,  "  I  wish  I  had  let  you  be  drowned  before  I  lost  so 
much  time  bver  you ;''  and  so  saying,  he  hurried  on  to  the  gale  at 
which  he  had  entered,  and  looked  wistfully  at  the  track  of  the  car- 
riage wheels  for  a  few  seconds.  *'  It's  no  use,"  he  murmured,  "and 
yet  it's  very  str«^nge-such  a  likeness— I— I— yes  I  will  know  that 
Miss  Delville  that  Gertrude  has  been  teasing  me  about."  Having 
come  to  this  resolution,  Cecil  remounted  his  horse,  and  galloped  on 
to  Shepherds  Bush.  When  he  entered  Carlton's  library  he  was  so 
pre-occupied  with  the  vision  he  had  seen  at  the  nursery  garden  that 
he  forgot  the  purport  of  his  visit. 

"You  are  better  than  good,^'  said  Carlton,  laying  down  a  pen 
with  which  he  had  been  writing,  and  extending  his  hand  to  Howard 
as  he  entered,  "for  you  gave  me  no  hope  of  seeing  you  to-day  as 
we  were  to  meet  to-night."  .        . 

"Nor  did  I  intend  coming  to  you  this  morning,*'  replied  Cecil, 
"but  for  a  very  mysterious  thing  that  has  happened." 

"  Mysterious! "  repeated  Carlton. 

"  Very ! "  said  Cecil,  abstractedly,  as  he  switched  the  carpel  with 
the  end  of  his  whip,  still  thinking  of  the  lady  he  had  seen  in  the 
garden, 

"  What  sort  of  mystery  ? "  re-interrogated  Carlton* 

"  The  most  extraordinary  likeness  I  ever  saw  in  my  life/'  replied 
Howard^  in  answer  to  his  own  thoughts,  instead  of  his  friend's 
question. 

"Like  who— or  what  ? "  asked  Carlton, 

*'0h!  tfTO— I  fbrgot— I  was  thinking  of  something  else,  of  a 
person  I  met  to-day,"  hesitated  Cecil,  taking  the  piece  of  paper 
Harding  had  given  him  from  his  waistcoat  pocket,  and  holding  it 
in  his  hand,  till  he  had  related  to  Carlton  the  whole  of  the  scene 
that  had  taken  ptece  at  the  Bear  and  Bee-hive ;  add  all  Archy  Dunn's 
suspicioDs  as  to  the  intentions  of  the  writer  of  the  letter. 

'*  Just  let  me  look  at  it :  "  said  Carlton,  extending  his  hand  for 
the  bit  of  paper,  which  he  had  no  sooner  looked  at  than,  knitting 
his  brows  and  biting  his  lip,  he  exclaimed,  "  Why  this  is  that  rep- 
tile John  Nugent's  writing,  so— after  having  played  the  honourable 
part  of  spy  so  long— I  suppose  he  is  goingjo  enter  upaa  the  nobler 
and  more  arduous  ^  r61e '  of  bous&-breaking." 

•  The  wretch ! "  said  Ceca^ ''  then  if  he  does  we  must  be  ready 
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for  him ;  and  you  had  better  not  act  to-aight,  I  can  easily  put  <M 
the  Glaverings/' 

''Not  act  to-night?''  exclaimed  Carlton,  convulsively  crushing 
the  paper  he  held  in  his  clinched  hand^  '^  that  will  I,  if  it  is  the  last 
night  I  have  to  live — and  it  may  be-4>Qt  as  to  being  prepared  for 
the  villain  that  I  can  be  too ;  and  be  the  crisis  of  my  fate  ¥fhat  it 
may,  you  shall  witness  it.  So  remember,  Howard,  I  hold  you  en- 
gaged to  sup  with  me  here  after  the  play,  and  I  promise  you  It  shall 
be 'full  of  honours.'" 

''Nay,  but  seriously,  my  dear  fellow,"  remonstrated  Cecil,  who 
saw  that  Carlton  was  ladi)ouring  under  one  of  his  paroxysms  "of  mental 
agony,  "  would  it  not  be  better  to  remain  at  home  and  wait  the 
arrival  of  this  wretch? " 

'^No,  it  would  not,"  said  Cariton,  sternly,  as  he  paced  up  end 
down  the  room  with  his,arms  tightly  folded.  Knowing  that  when 
the  mood  was  strong  upon  him,  it  was  worie  tlian  fhiitless  to  at- 
tempt to  reason  wiUi  htm,  Cecil,  in  order  to  divert  his  thoughts  into 
a  different  channel,  carelessly  took  i^^  a  newspaper,  and  asked  whet 
play  he  had  decided  upon  for  that  night? 

' '  The  Iron  Chest,"  was  the  brief  reply. 

''I  thought  it  was  to  have  been  Macbeth. " 

"So  it  was  at  first  intended,  but  I  thought,"  add^d  Carlton, 
stopping  suddenly  with  a  short  bitt^  hu^y  laugh,  "  that  the 
audience  I  was  likely  to  have  would  better  appreciiite  the  sublime 
hypocrisy  and  subtile  villainy  of  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  and  I  like 
to  play  up  to  my  audience." 

Cecil  did  not  exactly  see  the  drift  of  this  sareasm,  bat  considering 
it  merely  as  one  of  the  random  arrowsof  his  friend's  misanthropy, 
did  not  attempt  to  remove  it  by  question  or  reply,  but  silently  let  it 
lay  where  it  had  folien. 

"Well,  I'll  take  care  to  have  a  good  reintbrcement  of  p<^ce  here 
to-night,  ready  to  receive  these  accomplished  scoundrels,  Messrs. 
Brough  and  Nugent,  alias  Guzzlecat,"  said  Howard. 

"As  you  please  about  that,"  said  CBrlton,  ringing  the  bell,  "and 
I  have  also  my  pr^arations  to  make  for  their  reception."  "Ste- 
phens," added  he,  as  soon  as  the  servant  appeared,  "  I  shall  have 
three  ot  four  people  to  supper  to-night,  lei  the  supper  be  good,  and 
let  all  the  gold  cups,  vases,  and  other  pieces  of  p^ie  I  have  been 
given,  within  the  year,  be  upon  the  taUe." 

"Very  well,  sir." 

"I  really  think,"  said  Cecil,  smiHi^  "that  it  would  be  rather 
mone '  germane  to  the  matter,'  if  you  bad  ordered  him  to  load  your 
pistols  instead  of  the  table."  0  ' 

"  L'une  n'emp^he  pas  Fautre,"  replied  Carlton. 

"True^"  said  Cecil,  putting  on  his  gloinss  and  preparing  to 
depart;  "au  revoir  then — oh  by  the  bye,  I  knew  there  was  one 
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thing  I  wanted  to  ask  you.  You  must  know,  my  dear  fellow,  that 
old  Bragglefar  is  a  tremendous  lion-hunter,  and  therefoi'e  after  he 
has  seen  you  act,  or  rather  after  he  has  seen  the  effect  your  acting 
produces  upon  others,  it  is  niost  likely  he  will  ask  to  be  introduced 
to  you ;  and  I  know  the  Duke  has  long  wanted  to  be  so  5  so  if  tbey 
express  any  wish  of  the  kind,  have  I  your  leave  to  bring  them  to 
your  dressing-room  ? " 

^'Decidedly  not,''  thundered  Carlton,  his  eye  kindling  and  his 
lip  quivering^  ^^if  the  poor  actor  is  worth  knowing/'  added  he, 
with  a  sneer,  ^^  he  is  worth  knowing  in  his  own  way  and  on  his 
own  terms. — 'Le  veritable  Amphitryon  est  FAmphilry on  oii  Ton 
dtne,'— -let  the  Yeritieible  Roscius  be,  Mc  Roscius  oi]i  Ton  soupe.' 
They  may  isome  here  after  the  play  if  they  like,  but  on  no  other 
terras  will  I  see  them." 

"Well,  but  my  dear  fellow,  the  usages  of  the  world — *' 

"  The  world !  has  dealt  with  me  after  it's  own  fashion,  but  it  has 
never  made  me  succumb  to  it,  nor  will  I  begin  now.  If  it  wants 
anything  from  me,  let  it's  members  cringe,  and  truckle  to  me  as 
they  do  to  it,  and  for  the  same  reason— self-interest." 

Knowing  that  it  was  useless  to  remonstrate,  Cecil  again  wished  his 
friend  good-bye,  and  returned  to  town,  promising  to  be  at  Drury 
Lane  in  good.time,  and  thinking  as  he  rode  along,  what  a  pity  it  was 
that  so  fine  a  nature  should  be  so  warped  upon  some  points*,  but 
after  all,  thought  he,  what  wonder,  when  one  remembers  all  he  has 
suffered  ^  for  the  poison  which  fate  infuses  into  the  cup  of  life, 
when  it  falls  to  kill,  at  least  destroys  the  healthy  tone  of  the  mind. 
Alas !  how  few  can  see  the  causes  of  effects — and  how  should  they  ? 
when  half  of  our  happiness,  and  certainly  more  than  half  of  our  mi- 
sery arises  out  of  a  thousand  little  circumstances  that  we  cannot 
tell  to  bur  best  friends — perhaps  a  look— a  tone— ^  movement, 
which  are  hieroglyphics  to  every  one  but  ourselves. 

That  night  Drufy  Lane  was  crowded  to  excess,  and  the  Duchess 
of  Arlington's  box  was  occupied  by  herself  and  the  Duke,  Lady  An- 
nette Qavering,  Gertrude  Howard,  and  her  brother,  Lord  Mor* 
niogton  and  Colonel  Dragglefar,  who,  setting  aside  bis  fears  of  Mr. 
McEverpuff,  and  his  barrel  organ,  Guzzlecat,  had  braved  Drury 
Lane  for  a  dinner  at  Arlington  Mouse;  and,  acting  on  that  most 
profound  piece  of  local  wisdom,  which  consists  in  the  geographical 
policy  of — ^when  you  are  at  Rome,  doing  as  Rome  does,  alias  of 
runiiing  with  the  hare  and  hunting  with  the  hounds,  or  selling  one^s 
friends  when  it  is  the  fashion  to  do  so,  he  was  now  as  loud  and  ex- 
clusive in  Garlton's^aise,  when  he  heard  the  unpacked  plaudite 
of  the  House,  as  he  nad  ever  been  in  Mr.  McEverpufTs,  and  de- 
Glared  that  his  Sir  Edward  Mortimer  was  the  finest  piece  of  acting 
he  had  ever  witnessed  in  his  wool  (whole)  life. 
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''  What!  aoer  than  McEverpufT's?"  smiled  Cecil. 

^'  Oh  they  are  quite  in  a  different  style,  and  therefore  not  to  be 
compared/'  '  soUo  voce'd'  Dragglefar ;  but  this  being  a  Yicar  ot 
Wakefield  assertion,  that  might  be  interpreted  either  way,  Cecil 
was  determined  he  should  not  have  the  benefit  of  it,  and  therefore 
maliciously  rejoined,  ^^  W^at!  yoju  think  Carlton  is  not  to  be  com- 
pared to  Mr.  McEverpuff  ?" 

^^No — no,''  said  the  galhint  Colonel  and  impartial  critic,  thus 
pushed  ^/'  quite  the  reverse,  for  upon  the  wool,  I  think  your  friend 
superior." 

^^  Indeed ! "  replied  his  tormentor  \  ^'  I  thought  I  had  heard  you 
express  a  very  different  6pinion  one  night  at  the  Garrick,  but  I 
cannot  agree  with  you,  for  upon  the  wool,  Mr.  McEverpuff  is  su-^ 
perior,  as  he  certainly  fleeces  the  pijd)lic  more  than  Carlton  has  ever 
done."  , 

Gertrude's  ill-suppressed  laugh  following  this  speech,  made  the 
poor  Colonel  Iqok  very  sheepish,  and  he  would  doubtless  have  felt 
still  more  uncomfortable,  had  not  the  box  door  at  that  moment  beea 
opened  to  admit  Sir  Headworth  Clavering,  which  was  a  great  relief 
to  him ;  and  his  greeting  was  even  more  cordial  and  devoted  than 
usual,  though,  to  do  him  justiise,  to  any  one  and  every  one  upon 
whom  fortune  and  the  sun  smiled.  Colonel  Bragglefar  was  always 
ready  to  sacrifice  himself  or  any  body  else,  to  the  fullest  extent  the 
most  sublime  friendship  was  capable  of. 

Sir  Headworth  who  had  been  dinipg  out,  came  in  at  the  last  act^ 
where  Sir  Edward  Mortimer  is  sitting  at  the  tabl^  giving  bis  false 
evidence,  and  leaving  nothing  undone  through  the  medium  of  the 
most  bland  voice  and  manner,  and. apparently  benevolent  words 
and  angelic  sentiments,  to  hang  his  poor  victim,  Wilford,  who 
stands  lost  in  amazement,  not  so  much  at  his  own  misfortune,  as  at 
the  stupendous  hypocrisy  and  philosophical  villainy  of  his  destroyer, 
all  of  which  made  a  fine  tabteau^thd  confusion  and  embarrassment 
of  the  innocent  man  tending  to  his  own  condemnation — the  calm, 
deliberate,  seemingly  reluctant,  nay,  almost  extorted  testimony  of 
the  ruthless  and  guilty  murderer,  produced  an.  elecirical  effect 
upon  the  audience.  The  masterly  bye-play  of  Carlton,  who  was 
abstractedly  playing  with  the  corner  of  th^  table-cover,  while  snaring 
his  victim,  had  all  the  calm  absent  manner  of  sorrow  in  it,  but  not 
a  particle  of  the  nervous  agitation  of  fear,  while  his  subtle  and  pe- 
netrating eye,  which  seemed  to  command  rather  than  to  watch  fate, 
produced  a  breathless  attention  in  the  audience,  which  heightened, 
to  a  painful  degree,  the  excitement  of  the  scene.  It  was  at  this  mo- 
ment that  Sir  Headworth  Clavering  entered;  he  seemed  fearftilly 
affected  and  taken  out  of  himself :  had  he  b^en  the  guilty  party,  be 
could  not  have  appeared  more  convulsively  agitated,  or  more  ner- 
vously excited.  A  damp  dew  stood  upon  his  forehead,  his  teeth 
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chattered,  his  limbs  quivered,  and  bis  bands  opened  and  shut  as 
with  a  muscular  spasm,  wherein  free  will  bore  no  part.  Cecil  looked 
at  him  with  amazement.  ^^  Well,  (his  is  the  triumph  of  art  over 
nature !  "  thought  he,  as  he  attributed  thepowerAil  effect  produced 
upon  the  iron-minded  baronet  to  Carlton's  inimitable  acting. 
-  ^^  Is  be  not  wonderful  ? ''  whispered  Cecil,  but  a  hushing  motion 
of  Sir  Headworlh's  hand  was  the  only  reply. 

*'  That  voice  I — His  most  extraordinary,*'  muttered  the  latter; 
and  then  passing  his  hand  quickly  over  his  eyes,  he  again  relapsed 
into  silence. 

^^  How  handsome  your  firiend  must  have  been,"  giggled  Lady 
Annette  ^  '^  do  you  know  I  think  he's  not  unlike  you  about  the 
eyes,  Mr.  Howard,  when  you  piit  on  one  of  your  terrible  looks." 

But  Cecil's  cold  bow  and  contemptuous  smile,  followed  as  it  was 
by  an  angry  frown  ft*om  her  sposo--reduced  her  ladyship  to  silence. 
When  at  length  the  dagger  drops  out  of  the  parchment,  and  neither 
hypocrisy  nor  plausibility  any  longer  avail,  but  Sir  Edward  Mor- 
timer stands  a  detected  and  unmasked  villain.  Sir  Head  worth  €la- 
vering  actually  groaned,  and  burying  his  face  in  his  hands,  re- 
mained silent  for  some  moments  after  the  curtain  had  fallen. 

'^  Powerfully  acted-— was  it  hot? "  said  Cecil  to  the  duke. 

^^  Wonderfully  so,  indeed  *,  I  should  very  much  like  to  know  him ; 
4o  you  think  that " — 

But  here  the  calls  for  Carlton  became  so  vociferous,  that  nothing 
could  be  heard  but  his  name ;  at  length  he  re-appeared,  pale  and 
exhausted  from  bis  recent  exertions :  the  house  rose-^the  stage  was 
covered  with  flowers  and  wreatlis — and  though  he  bowed  aiecha- 
oically  to  the  audience,  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  Duchess  of  Ar- 
lington's box,  or  rather  upon  Sir  Headworth  Clavering,  whose  face 
was  buried  in  his  hands,  apparently  unconscious  of  all  that  was 
passing  around  him. 

^^  What  do  you  think  of  his  acting,  Sir  Headworth?"  asked  liady 
Aooette^  as  soon  as  the  curtain  had  again  fallen,  and  the  plaudits 
had  ceased. 

^^  Strange  !-^very  strange  !  "  muttered  he,  seemingly  in  answer 
to  bis  own  thoughts,  rather  than  his  wife's  question. 

'^  No -now  do  you  know  I  think  it  is  very  good/'  giggled  Lady 
Annel^te^  ^'but  you  people  of  the  old  school  think  nothing  good 
but  what  you  saw  and  heard  in  your  own  day.^ 

The  gentleman  of  the  old  school  was  too  busy  with  bis  own 
thoughts  to  make  any  reply  to  this  well-bred  speech ;  and  the  duke, 
that  it  might  not  be  repeated,  turned  to  Cecily  and^said^-- 

^^  I  was  going  to  say,  Howard,  just  as  the  noise  began,  that  I 
should  very  much  like  to  be  introduced  to  your  friend ;  do  you  think 
he  would  allow  me  to  go  round  and  pay  him  a  visit?" 

^^  It  is  decidedly  his  place  to  come  and  be  presented  to  your  grace,' 
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interposed  Ck)lonel  Dragglefar,  energetically  thumping  his  stick  upon 
the  ground. 

'^  Why,"  replied  Cecil,  not  paying  any  attention  to  the  gallant 
colonel's  orthodox  parenthesis,  and  wishing  to  generalise  the  ap* 
parent  rudeness  of  Carlton's  misanthropy  as  much  as  possible, 
'^  he  is  an  exceedingly  odd  person,  and  from  a  long  series  of  mis- 
fortunes and  rieverses^  be  has  engendered  a  morose  sort  of  pride, 
that  amounts  to  a  perfect  monomania  -,  and  never  having  received 
any  assistance  from  the  great  in  his  distress,  he  makes  a  sort  of 
merit  to  himself  of  treating  them  '  haut  en  has '  now,  whenever  they 
seek  his  acquaintance ;  for  which  reason  he  never  receives  visitors 
in  his  dressing-room  ^  but  gives  them  the  trouble  of  coming  home  to 
his  house  to  sup  after  the  play,  if  they  wish  to  see  the  wikl  beast, 
as  he  calls  it.'' 

^'  Sir !  a  man  so  distinguished  as  an  Arlington !  "  exclaimed  Co* 
lonel  Dragglefar,  again  flagellating  the  floor,  ^^  should  not  be  sub- 
ject to  the,  rules  of  any  humourist  I  Go,  sir,  and  tell  your  friend, 
that  much  as  I  admire  histrionic  talenl--and  upon  the  wool  no 
man  admires  it  more  (here  the  stick  and  the  ground  had  another 
set-to)-^that  as  a  British  soldier  and  a  British  gentleman  I  I  can- 
not see  historical  fame  like  an  Arlington's !  succumb  to  mimic 
greatness ! — and  therefore  you  will  do  him  the  honor  of  bringing 
him  to  his  grace,  who  has  condescended  to  express  a  wish  to  con-* 
verse  with  him." 

^\  No,  no— not  for  the  world/'  smiled  the  duke,  as  be  exchanged 
looks  with  Cecil ;  ^^but  find  out  whether  he  will  allow  me  to  Join 
his  supper  party." 

'^Recollect,  my  dear  Colonel,"  said  Cecil,  laying  his  hand  on 
Drag^lefar's  shoulder,  as  he  was  leaving  the  box,  and  looking  with 
provoking  archness  in  his  face,  '^  recollect  that  Carlton  is  a  rising 
man."  .      .      * 

^^  Granted — granted;  but  egad,  sir,  there  is  McEverpuff,  who 
has  risen,  and  he  is  but  too  happy  to  be  brought  round  to  much 
less  great  people  than  the  Duke  of  Arlington,  after  the  play. 
McEverpuff !  who  commands  the  wool  of  the  press,  with  very  few 
exceptions,  thinks  nothing  beneath  him  to  gain  public  applause." 

^^  I  aUow,"  laughed  Cecil,  ''  that  it  is  impolitic  to  aim  too  high." 
Non  supra  modum  elatus  Tullius. 

^^  £gad,  the  boy  foils  me  at  my  own  weapons  ^  for,  whatever  he 
knows,  I'm  proud  to  say  I  taught  him,"  chuckled  the  gallant  Co- 
lonel, as  soon  as  Howard  had  closed  the  door,  and  was  safely  out  of 
hearing. 

'^  What  a  load  you  have  done  for  him  then,"  smiled  the  Duke. 

^^  Not  more  than  I  ought  to  have  done  for  his  father's  son ! "  re- 
plied Dragglefar,  with  benevolent  terseness,  and  another  coup  de 
baton. 
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When  Cecil  reached  Carlton's  dresslDg-room,  instead  of  flndiDg 
his  servant  helping  him  to  undress,  and  preparing  for  a  bath,  as 
was  his  wont  after  acting,  he  fouhd  him  alone,  pacing  up  and  down 
the  narrow  room  with  folded  arms. 

^^Ha!  so  you  are  come  at  last,''  said  he,  turning  suddenlj 
round  and  standing  still,  as  Howard  closed  the  door,  and  thein  added, 
or  rather  gasped,  as  he  laid  his  right  hand  on  Cecil's  arm^  ^*  They 
are  not  gone,  are  they  ?  " 

"Who?" 

"  The — the  people  in  your  box." 

"  Oh !  dear,  no--on  the  contrary,  the  Duke  is  most  anxious  to 
make  your  acquaintance  •,  but " 

^ ^  Only  the  Bttke ! "  interrupted  Carlton. 

''  Why,  you  have  so  completely  electrified  Sir  Headworth  Claver- 
ing,  that  he  seems  to  be  still  quite  paralysed  from  the  effect  of  your 
last  scene." 

^^vEh*— eh—it  is  well,"  said  Carlton,  with  a  short  husky  laugh, 
setting  his  teeth,  and  convulsively  interlacing  his  fingers,  as  he 
clasped  his  hands  together  -,  "  but  does  he  not  wish  to  know  me  too  T 

''  Most  likely  he  does/'  said  Cecil,  taking  up  Sir  Edward  Morti- 
mer's granite  velvet  hat,  and  examining  the  diamond  loop  and  but- 
ton that  secured  the  plume ;  '^  but,  hearing  me  tell  the  Duke  that 
that  was  only  to  be  achieved  by  supping  with  you,  I  suppose  he 
thought  it  useless  to  proffer  a  separate  request  for  an  introduction." 

"Howard,"  said  Carlton  solemnly,  "get  thenii  all  to  come— 
mind  aZZ— and  do  with  me  what  you  will  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"What,  women  and  alt?  "asked  Cecil,  surprised  at  the^armstness 
of  his  manner. 

"  I  have  said  it,  all." 

"Well,  but  they  wish  to  see  this  new  afterpiece,  and  I'm  afraid 
it  will  be  so  late  befbre" — 

"So  much  the  better;  I  have  business  which  will  prevent  my 
being  home  till  half-past  twelve  at  the  earliest." 

"In  that  case,  had  I  not  better  go  out  to  your  house  now,  for 
fear  those  villains  should  break  in  before  you  return?" 

"  No,  no,  go  back  to  your  party,  and  never  mind  me  ^  only  should 
I  not  be  at  home  when  they  arrive,  make  all  due  apologies  for  me, 
and  keep  them  till  I  come;  you  know,  according  to  the  formula  of 
that  bit  of  paper  you  showed  me,  ray  other  guests  are  not  to  come 
before  two  in  the  morning." 

"TrujB,"  said  Cecil;  at  all  events,  he  knew  there  was  not  the 
slightest  use  in  combating  any  preconcerted  plan  of  Carlton^s^  so 
he  quietly  opened  the  door,  merely  saying  as  he  closed  it,  "Well 
then,  at  half-past  twelve  we  shall  see  you  ?  " 

"Certainly." 
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'^  What  news  ? "  said  the  Dake  with  a  smile,  as  Howard  re-en  tared 
the  box. 

"Of  course  he  Will  be  delighted  lo  have  the  honour  of  seeing 
your  grace  ^  but  on  the  terms  I  before  staled." 
"  And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  accede  to  them,"  replied  the  Duke. 
"Mr.  Howard,"  said  Si^  Headworlh  Clavering,  who  appeared 
to  be  just  rousing  from  the  reverie  in  which  Cecil  had  left  him,  "  I 
feel  a  singular,  nay  to  myself  an  unaccountable  interest  in  your 
friend,  Mr.  Carlton.  I  wonder  if  he  would  allow  me  to  make  his 
acquaintance  ? '' 

"  Vm  sure  he  will,"  replied  Cecif^ "  for  he  has  just  commissioned 
me  to  invite  our  whole  party  to  sup  at  his  house." 

"Oh,  thank  you!"  said  Sir  Headworth,  abstractedly,  yet  em- 
phatically, as  though  he  had  unexpectedly  obtained  something  he 
had  much  wished  for ;  and  then  suddenly  relapsed  into  silence. 
"What,  the  whole  party— ladies  and  all?"  asked  Lady  Annette. 
"  Yes,  ladies  and  all." 

"Oh,  how  very  charming!  Of  course,  my  dear  Duchess,  you 
willgo  :  it  will  be  something  so  new — and  So  nice— and  so  funny, 
to  go  home  and  sup  with  an  actor! — and  besides,  I  should  so  much 
like  to  see  if  he  keeps  on  his  terrible  eyes  off  the  stage." 

"  I  admire  his  acting  so  much,"  said  the  Duchess,  "  that  I  should 
very  much  like  to  know  him.  But  my  tiresome  health  won't  allow 
me  to  brave  the  night  air,  as  he  lives  at  some  little  distance  from 
town.  However,  notwithstanding  his  eccentricities,  which  Mr.  Ho- 
ward has  been  telling  us  of,  I  hope  the  Duke  will  be  able  to  prevail 
upon  him  to  come  to  Arlington  House :  at  all  events,  my  not  going 
need  be  no  preventative  to  your  doing  so,  as,  I  dare  say,  Gertrude 
would  like  lo  go." 

*'  Yes,  I  should  iike  it  exceedingly,"  said  Gertrude  ^  "  for  I  want 
to  see  Cecil's  romantic  friend,  that  I  have  heard  so  much  of." 

''  Romantic! — is  he?  dear^ — ^how  nice!"  giggled  Lady  Annette. 
"  Well,  he  has  a  dear^-loveable — amiable — high-minded-— virtuous 
brigand  sort  of  look  about  him«  But  how  da  you  ki^ow  that  he  is 
romantic?" 

' '  Cecil  says  his  history  is  a  perfect  romance." 
''  Dear--dear-^how  very— very  nice!  1  hope  he  is  starving  in  a 
garret — and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  Not  exactly,"  laughed  Cecil ;  "  for  it  would  be  rather  presump- 
tuous of  him  to  invite  your  Ladyship  to  supper  if  he  w^s. " 

"  Oh,  but  I  don't  mind  poverty  at  all,  when  it  is  with  geniuses 
and  romantic  people,  or  kings  out  of  crowns  and  all  that  5  but  I 
confess  I  have  no  nerves  for  ugly  women,  squalling  children,  typhus 
fevers,  footmen's  wives,  and  destitute  females.  I  suppose  he'd  be 
offended  if  one  gave  him  money?  I'll  give  him— let  me  see — this 

28     ■ 
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diainoDd  riog— shall  I?'  concluded  lira  truly  femioine  Lady  An- 
nette, turning  to  her  husband. 

''  Nonsense!''  frowned  Sir  Headworth ;  ^^  your  Ladyship  surely 
don't  mean  to  come !'' 

"Why  not,  pray?" 

"  I  should  haT^  thought  yo^r  son  would  want  you  at  home." 

'*  Ton  my  word, '  Caro  Paterno,'  you  are  greatly,  mistaken  if  you 
think  all  the  Gayerings  in  the  world  will  ever  convert  me  into  a 
nursery  maid ! — much  less  when  that  dear,  delightful,  charming, 
handsome,  terrible-looking  man  has  invited  me  to  supper." 

Again  Sir  Headworth  frowned,  and  this  time  he  sighed^  but  not 
having  been  accustomed  lately  to  have  his  own  way  in  anything, 
he  once  more  prudently  took  refuge  in  silence-,  while  Colonel 
Dragglefer,  who  thought  nothing  of  the  Duke's  praises  of  Carlton, 
inasmuch  as  that  he  was  a  Maecenas,  and  Arlington  House  a  focus 
for  talent  in  any  and  every  possible  form  and  shape — ^but  when  Sir 
Headworth  Clavering — the  stiffest,  coldest,  most  haughty,  and  least 
admiring  man  in  England— >had  condescended  to  express  a  wish  to 
know  him,  he  thought  he  might  safely  launch  out  into  his  praise, 
without  incurring  any  danger  from  the  absent  Mr.  McEverpuff,  the 
clique  at  the  Garrick,  Guzzlecat,  or  his  literary  inquisition  the 
Press.  The  prospect  of  a  supper,  too,  at  his  house,  with  people 
whom  he  could  talk  about  for  the  next  sii^  months,  considerably 
enhanced  Carlton's  genius  in  his  estimation; — for,  after  all,  great- 
ness is  more  topographical  than  anything  else.  How  often  does  it 
happen  that  the  cynosure  of  one  hemisphere  is  undreamt  of  in 
another-— and  that  the  ^  primum  mobile'  of  the  east  is  unknown  in 
the  west,  and  vice  versa ;  for,  if  Europe  has  its  Napoleons  and  its 
Wellingtons,  litQe  Peddlington  has  its  Nixes  and  its  Rimmins's, 
more  important  and  more  celebrated  to  it  than  either  of  the  Eu- 
ropean heroes.'  A  strong  proof  of  this  occurs  in  a  charming  and 
very  important  work,  entitled  '  he  Manuel  des  Amphitryons,'  the 
preface  of  which,  speaking  somewhat  reproachfully  of  the  '  Grand 
Monarque's  encouragement  of  those  minor  blessings  to  mankind, 
arts^  sciences,  and  letters,  has  the  following  passage :  ^  La  eoisine 
eut  aussi  les  si6ns  *,  et  si  la  post6rit6  ne  nous  a  conserve  que  le  nom 
deYatel  et  celui  du  Marquis  de  Btehamel,  dont  Tun  s'est  immor- 
talise per  sa  mort,  et  I'autre  (the  marquis)  par  le  proe^d^  qu'il 
trouva  pour  apprgter  k  la  crfime  le  turbot  et  la  morue ,  il  ne  faut 
pas  en  concture  qu'il  n'y  a  pas  eu  de  grands  cuisiniers  dans  lerf^le 
de  Louis-le-<^rand ! ' .  What  follows  too  is  also  a  siriking  iostance 
of  the  injustice  of  Fate  with  regard  to  fame  :  ''  Mais  ii  n'en  esl  pas 
de  cet  art  comme  de  tous  les  autres  ^  ceux  qui  s'y  dtetiqgueat  le 
plus  sont  &  peine  connus ,  m6me  de  leurs  contemporains !  On  jouit 
avec  d^Kces  du  r^sultat  de  leurs  travaux,  sans  leur  tenir  compte  des 
jouissances  ineffables  qu'ils  nous  procurent." 
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'  After  (he  first  act  of  the  ofterpiece,  tlie  Ddcbess  felt  tired,  and 
expressed  a  wish  to  go  home ;  Cecil  put  on  her  cloak,  and  offered 
his  arm,  to  take  her  to  the  carriage;  just  as  hewas  handing  her  in, 
the;sounds  of  ^^  Miss  Delville's  carriage  stops  the  way !"  broke  upon 
his  ear.  The  Duchess  said  somelhing^but  she  might  as  well  have 
talked  to  the  winds,  for  Cecil's  eyes  and  ears  were  strained  to  see 
who  got  into  Miss  Delville's  carriage;  it  was  a  lady,  but  so  mufiEled 
up,  that  he  coukl  not  distinguish, a  single  feature,  as  the  hood  of 
her  burnouse  was  oyer  her  face  \  the  htdy  was  followed  by  a  gentle- 
man, equally  invisible  as  to  features,  from  ramparts  of  fur  in  the 
collar  of  his  coat-,  he  got  in  after  the  lady,  the  door  was  closed,  and 
the  carriage  drove  off :  just  as  Cecil  had  darted  forward,  to  try  and 
catch  a  glknpseTof  its  inmates,  one  of  the  Duchess's  footmen  fol- 
lowed him,  and  broke  in  upon  his  dfeappointment  with  : 

'^If  you  please,  sir,  the  Duchess  says,  will  you  teil  the  Duke, 
that  her  grace  will  send  the  carriage  back.'' 

To  which  Ceeirs  very  appropriate  answer  was : 

^'  This  is  the  second  time  to-day  that  she  has  eluded  me!'' 

But  luckily,  London  footmen  never  stand  upon  the  order  of 
their  going ;  and  the  Duchess  of  Arlington's  was  up  behind  the 
carriage,  standing  beside  his  colleague  in  an  instant,  and  out  of 
sight  the  neiit. 

'^  Gertrude!  who  is  that  Miss  Delville?"  asked  Cecil  abruptly, 
on  getting  back  to  the  box. 

'^  She  is  Miss  Delville !  and  the  most  charming  person  in  Londoiif," 
replied  Gertrude,  ^^and  that  is  all  I'll  (ell  yon  about  her,  as  you 
have  never  thought  fit  to  come  with  me  to  call  upon  her,  often  as 
I  have  asked  you." 

"  I'll  go  tormorrow!" 

^'Indeed  you  won't,  for  to-morrow  she  is  goin^  out  of  town." 

^' Pshaw!  it's  really  too  bad !"  exclaimed  Cecil,  pettishly  tossing 
his  head,  and  slapping  (he  i^alm  of  his  left  hand  sharply  with  his 
right  hand  glove. 

**  What  is  loo  bad?"  asked  Gertrude,  with  a  provoking  smile,  ' 
^^ surely  there  is  nothing  very  desolating  in  not  being  able  to  go 
and  see  a  person  whom  you  h^ve  n^ever  seen." 

^^  Nonsense !  you  talk  like  a  fool !" 

"Thank  you  for  the  compliment,"  laughed  Gertrude,  "for  as 
you  appear  to  me  the  very  antipodes  of  common  sense  just  now, 
no  doubt  you  mean  it  as  such?" 

Her  brother  made  no  reply,  but  seemed  lost  in  thougbt,  till,  (he 
afterpiece  was  ended,  and  the  curtain  fell ;  when  Colobel  Draggle- 
far's  extreme  fussiness  to  cloak  Lady  Annette — and  Lord  Mornipg- 
ton's  anxiety  (hat  Gertrude  should  net  get  cOld,  aroused  Howard 
sufficiently  from  his  reverie,  to  enable  him  to  ask  the  Duke  with 
whom  he  would  like  to  go? 
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'^Ob,  you  and  I,  Mr.  Howard,  and  Gertrade,  and  Lord  Mom- 
ington  can  go  in  my  carriage^  and  the  Duke  and  Sir  Headwortit 
will  do  very  well  logelher." 

"  Upon  Ihe  'wool,'  said  Dragglefar,  *Mhat  is  a  very  prelty  ar- 
rangement, but  I 'don't  see  what  is  to  become  of  me!" 

The  ludicrously  nettled  look  and  tone  of  the  gallant  Colonel,  as 
he  made  (his  speech,  brought  a  smile  to  every  face. 

"Oh !  I  quite  forgot  you  I"  laughed  Lady  Annette,  ''but  there 
is  Lord  Mornington's  carriage,  and  you  can  have  it  all  to  yourself!" 

As  no  one  proposed  an  amendment  to  this  arrangement,  Colo- 
nel Dragglefar  was  fain  to  accept  it  in  solemn  silence,  and  silent 
displeasure,  resolving,  that  when  Guzzlecat  reviewed  the  next 
"  Book  of  Beauty,"  in  which  her  ladyship's  picture  was  to  be,  that 
he  should,  in  an  analysis  of.  her  features,  make  sundry  unpalatable 
remarks  about  dissipation  anticipating  the  march  of  time. 

When  the  parly  arrived  at  Carlton's,  it  was  nearly  half-past 
twelve  :  the  supper  was  laid  in  the  library,  which  was  brilliantly 
illuminated;  at  one  side  of  the  room  were  folding  doors,  with  a 
violet  velvet  curtain  before  them,  which  was  partially  drawn  aside 
by  a  massive  gold  cord;  the  dining-room  was  utterly  dark — ^bul 
the  two  brilliant  fires  of  Kendal  coal  that  blazeH  in  the  library, 
besides  the  innumerable  lamps,  diffused  an  air  of  extreme  comfort 
over  the  large  and  richly-furnished  room. 

"  Dear  me !"  exclaimed  Lady  Annette,  pressing  one  of  her  pretty 
little  feet  down  into  the  soft  Axminster  carpet,  after  she  had  run 
about  like  a  child,  looking  at  the  books  and  busts — "  he  must  be 
very  rich;  I  thought  actors  and  authors,  and  geniuses,  and  those 
sort  of  people,  were  always  poor?" 

"  It  appears  not,"  smiled  Cecil,  looking  found  the  room — 
"but  Carlton,  through  his  own  exertions,  has  realized  a  very  large 
fortune." 

"  Has  he  no  relations?"  asked  Sir  Headworth  Clavering. 

*'  Plenty,  I  believe,  but  Ihey  have  all  behaved  shamefully  to  him." 

"What  a  shame!"  cried  Lady  Annette,  who  was  making  the 
tour  of  the  table,  examining  the  ornaments — "  what  a  shame,  to 
behave  ill  to  such  a  nice  man,  with  such  a  nice  house !" 

"But  he  had  not  always  this  nice  house,"  said  Cecil,  "and, 
perhaps  voil^  pourquoi." 

"Oh,  what  loves  of  salt-cellars !"  exclaimed  Lady  Annette,  dry- 
ing to  lift  one  of  them,  the  design  of  which  was  a  Venus  rising  from 
the  sea.  The  shells  were  of  gold,  and  over  them  were  waves  of 
clear  crystal,  on  the  edges  of  which,  in  the  lower  shell,  the  sail 
rested,  looking  like  white  sea-foam,  while  the  gold,  under  the  glass, 
bad  all  the  jcffect  of  golden  sand.  "  I  wonder  what  we  are  to  have 
forsupper?"  added  she  taking  a  bill  of  fare  off  of  one  of  the  napkins ; 
"  a  genius's  supper  must  be  so  unlike  other  people's.   Yet  no,  I 
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declare !  it  is  Jusl  like  the  dinner  one  has  every  day !— ''  Potage  au 
consomm6  au  gralin — polage  de  pur6e  de  gibier — veau  hldi  cr^me 
— boBuf  en  chevreuil  marin6— une  mayonnaise  de  cabillaud— tur- 
ban de  filets  de  lapereaux— salmi  deb^casses— filets  de  mouton  h 
la  belle  vue — ciarbonade  k  la  choisy — poulels  i  la 'reine — mac6doine 
en  chartreuse— pain  d'une  financi^re  aux  truffes— gel6e  de  cilron 
renvers6e — nougat  praslin6 — des  lazagnes  d'ltalie  h  la  cr^me — 
g6noise  aux  pistaches — croquignoles  k  la  eharlres — choux-fleurs  & 
la  Cond6 — puree  de  pommes  de  terre  au  lail  d'amandes — mirolon 
de  poires  souffle  i^la  jannot— des  gauffres  h  Tallemande — des  pe- 
lites  jalousies. — I  am  quile  disappointed ;  I  was  in  hopes  we  should 
have  had  all  sorts  of  things  one  had  never  heard  of  before.? 

"  I  dont  know,"  said  Ihe  Duke ;  "  I  think  it  is  better  to  venture 

on  the  bills  of  fare  we  have,  than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of." 

"I  quite  agree  with  your  grace,"  laughed  Lord  Mornington ; 

'^  but  I  suppose  Lady  Annette  expected  that,  supping  with  Hamlet, 

she  should  get  the  chamelion's  dish,  the  air/\ 

"  That  is  a  very  fine  picture  of  Shakspear!"  said  Dragglefar, 
placing  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  he  lifted  a  candle  to  look  at  the 
picture  that  hung  over  the  mantel-piece ;  ,'but,  really,"  added  he, 
in  a  mysteriously  important  whisper  to  Cecil,  as  he  put. down  the 
light,  ''  it  is  very  wrong  of  your  friend  to  keep  such  a  man  as  the 
Duke  waiting  in  this  unceremonious  way  !" 

"  I'm  sure,  he  must  be  unavoidably  detained,"  was  Cecil's  reply, 
though,  in  reality,  he  was  growing  alarmed  lest  one  of  Carlton's 
misanthropical  fits  had  come  over  him,  and  that  he  would  not  make 
his  appearance  at  all ;  or,  if  h^e  did,  that  he  would  give  bis  guests 
anything  but  a  courteous  reception.  The  time-piece  pointed  to 
a  quarter-past  one.  The  whole  party  had  talked  and  walked,  and 
examined  every  thing,  till  nothing  remained^  to  te  done,  but  to 
sit  down  and  play  at  patience.  Jusl  as  Cecil  was  beginning  to  des- 
pair^ the  curtain  over  the  dining-room  door  was  pushed  more  back, 
and  Carlton  appeared,  but  in  the  same  dress  in  which  he  had  acted, 
even  to  the  long-haired  wig.  From  Ibis  circumslancej  added  to  his 
more  than  usual  paleness,  Cecil  began  to  think  his  worst  fears 
would  be  verified,  when,  to  his  infinite  surprise,  Carlton  advanced 
up  the  room,  not  only  with  a  perfectly  easy  and  disembarrassed 
manner,  but  almost  with  an  air  of  gaiety.  Nothing  could  be  more 
polished^and  well-bred  than  his  mode  of  receiving  the  strangers  as- 
sembled before  him,  and,  without  the  slightest  freedom  or  forward- 
ness, which  none  but  the  vulgar  are  ever  guilty  of,  he  contrived  to 
place  himself  upon  a  perfect  equality  with  his  guesis  5  and,  if  there 
was  any  apparent  condescension  of  manner  .on  either  side,  it  was 
certainly  on  his.  He  began  by  apologising  for  appearjng  before 
them  in  his.  theatrical  dress,  slating,  that  business  of  importance, 
which  admitted  of  no  delay,  had  prevented  his  having  time  to  change 
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it  ^  but,  the  apology  once  made,  lie  instantly  dismissed  the  subject, 
and,  soon  after  supper  was  served  as  if  by  magic ;  there  was  a  pro- 
fusion of  attendance,  and  every  thing  was  excellent,  from  the  bread 
up  to  the  malvoisie.  Cecil  thought  he  had  seen  bis  friend  in  every 
character ;  but  on  thb  night,  he  appeared  in  a  new  one — the  witty, 
brilliant,  fascinating,  agreeable,  off-hand  man  of  the  world — possess- 
ing that  peculiar  tact  which  makes  each  individual  think  that  they 
are  exclusively  attended  to  and  addressed^  He  had  general  informa- 
tion for  the  Duk^  pditics  for  Sir  Headworth  Ciaverihg,  tales  of 
yachts  and  regattas  for  Lord  Mornington,  her  brother's  praises  for 
Gertrude,  ^  TesprU  des  cliques'  for  Dragglefor,  and  even  nonsense 
in  perfection  for  Lady  Annette.  In  short,  from  first  to  last,  be  was 

the  Yorick 

'*  Who  kepi  the  table  in  a  roar." 

Sir  Headworth  Qavering,  who  never  took  his  eyes  off  Carlton, 
at  length  said,  during  a  short  pause  that  intervened, — 

^^  I  think,  Mr.  Gariton,  I  must  have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
you  before ;  your  voice  seems  very  familiar  to  me ;  and  I  am  cer- 
tain I  could  have  met  no  second  person  so  agreeable.'' 

Carlton  bowed  coldly-^-somewhat  superciliously — ^as  he  replied, 
^'  I  have  met  you  before ;  and  at  ope  time  of  my  life  I  was  exceed- 
ingly intiiBate  with  some  Mr.  Oaverings — your  sons,  I  believe ;  two 
of  them  were  fine,  high-minded,  noble-hearted  creatures  ;  but — " 

"And — and  Henry  the  youngest— did  you  know  him?"  Inter- 
rupted Sir  Headworth  Clavering. 

"  Some  Ghambertin,"  said  Gariton  to  a  servant,  without  replying 
to  Sir  Headwfirth's  question  till  he  had  drank  it. 

"  Did  you  ?"  repeated  the  latter,  with  his  hands  clasped,  and  his 
eyes  riveted  on  Carlton's  face. 

"  Why,  not  exactly — no  body  knew  him — he  was  in  no  sort  of 
society,  from,  as  I  understood,  having  behaved  exceedingly  ill  to 
you." 

'^  No— no— no— it's  false— damnably  false,"  groaned  Sir  Head- 
worth,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands,  wliile  Carlton  leant  his 
elbowa  on  the  table,  placed  his  chin  in  his  hands,  and  kept  his  eyes 
deliberately  fixed  on  his  suffering  guest.  An  awkward  silence 
ensued,  during  which  Dragglefar  pulled  Carlton's  sleeve,  and  whis- 
pered— 

"  My  dear  sir,  you  have  made  a  sad  mistake;  that  was  a  cruel 
speech  of  yours;  for  my  friend  Sir  Headworth  was  the  kindest 
father  in  the  wool  world,  especially  to  his  younger  son,  wbo  ran 
away  from  home  and  behaved  shamefully.  This  I  have  from  the 
best  authority,  a  literary  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Guzzlecat,  whom  Sir 
Headworth  employed  to  find  out  his  prodigal  son,  and  who  devoted 
a  great  part  of  his  valuable  time  to  a  fruitless  search  after  this  *  vau- 
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^'  Indeed  \ ''  said  Carlton,  turning  suddenly  round  and  measur- 
ing Bragglefar  from  head  (o  foot,  with  a  look  beneath  which,  all 
hero  as  he  was,  he  appeared  to  quail  \  till  Carlton  added,  in  a  tone 
of  such  fine  irony  that  it  completely  bafiSed  the  intellectual  fog  of 
the  colonel's  apprehension,  *'This  was,  indeed,  noble  on  the  part 
of  Afr.  Guzzlecat  ^  but  it  is  only  men  who  aspire  to  a  great  name 
that  will  ever  execute  great  things  :  those  who  creep  on  slowly  and 
cautiously  in  the  beaten  track  suffer  all  the  pains  and  penalties  of 
their  calling,  but  neyer  reap  its  honours  or  its  rewards/' 

''Very  true,''  said  the  unsuspicious  Dragglefar*,  <^and  after 
passing  such  an  eulogium  upon  Guzzlecat's  character,  I  shall  be 
happy  to  Introduce  him  to  you  some  night  at  the  Garrick — ^be  the 
making  of  you,  my  dear  sir,  if  you  could  get  a  man  like  him  to 
take  you  up :  he  has  great  influence,  either  directly  or  indirectly, 
with  nearly  the  '  wool'  of  the  press ;  and  thinks  nothing  of  swearing 
black  is  white  to  serve  a  friend ;  but,  unfortunately  for  you,  he  is  a 
staunch  McE? erputfite.  However,  a  few  such  suppers  as  this  might 
do  wonders.'' 

^^  He  must,  indeed,  be  a  valuable  acquaintance— so  convenient,^* 
said  Carlton.  '^.  But  what  if  I  should  take  him  up  instead?  don't  you 
think  that  would  do  as  well  ? " 

"Why  really,"  replied  Dragglefar,  elevating  his  eyebrowiS  like 
a  Denmark  owl,  "if  you  go  on  as  you  appear  to  be  doing,  I  should 
not  wonder  if  you  were  soon  in  a  position  to  do  so." 

"  I  hope  so,"  was  Carlton's  brief  answer. 

"  Good  heavens !  what  was  that? "  said  Lady  Annette. 

"  Nothing  but  a  noise  in  the  next  room,''  said  Carlton,  exchange  , 
ing  looks  with  Cecil,  who  half  rose  from  his  chair ;  but  another  look 
from  Carlton  re-seated  him. 

"  Dear  me,"  resumed  Lady  Annette,  "  I  do  hope  this  dear  charm- 
ing house  is  haunted.  I  am  so  fond  of  ghosts." 

"What  kind  of  ghost  do  you  prefer  ? "  smiled  Carlton,  " '  ft  la 
Dame  Blanche,'  or  '  B^te Noire ? '" 

"  Oh, '  ft  la  Dame  Blanche,'  to  be  sure  •,  for  t  hate  black  devlfe 
as  well  as  blue."  But  here  the  sound  of  soihething  heavy  clanking 
on  the  floor  of  the  next  room,  as,  though  the  iron  bar  of  a  window- 
shutter  had  suddenly  faUen,  caused  Lady  Annette  to  finish  her  speech 
with  a  loud  scream. 

Cafrlton  seized  a  branch  from  the  table,  and  rushed  to  the  door 
opening  into  the  dining-room,  followed  by  the  rest  of  his  guests. 
The '  tableau '  that  awaited  them  was  more  appalling  than  beautiftit. 
At  one  side  of  the  room  stood  two  policemen  with  dark  lanterns, 
holding  Mr.  John  Brough  by  the  collar  of  his  coat,  while  Archy 
Dunn  lugged  manfully  at  the  skirts.  On  the  window-sill  sat  Mr. 
John  Nugent^  alias  Guzzlecat,  with  slouched  beaver,  folded  arms, 
and  one  leg  tightly  embraced  by  two  policemen,  while  a  third 
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taroed  his  small  dark-lantern  full  upon  Guzzlecat's  stiU  darker  face. 
Carlton  placed  the  lights  he  held  on  the  sideboard,  and  then,  ad- 
vancing slowly  to  the,  window  with  a  drawn  sword  in  his  hand, 
said  to  Nugent,  in  a  measured  voice  and  with  an  ironical  laugh— 

''  My  dear  sir,  it  was  most  kind  .and  friendly  of  you  to  take  me 
thus  unawares ;  but  fortune  has  mixed  in  your  schemes,  for  here 
are  several  of  your  friends,''  added  he,  looking  round,  and  bowing 
with  mock  courtesy  to  Sir  Headworth  Clavering  and  Colonel  Drag- 
glefar.  "  Will  you  not  join  them  at  supper  ?  -for  you  must  be  fa- 
tigued after  your  exertions/' 

''  Villain  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Headworth  Clavering,  trembling  wiih 
rage,  while  his  while  hair  waved  in  the  cold  night  air,  ^'  what  brings 
you  here  ? " 

^'  Your  business,  old  boy,"  said  Guzzleeal  doggedly. 

^^  My  business  I  liarl — is  it  by  housebreaking,  and  for  aught  I 
know,  midnight  assassination,  Ifiat  you  search  for  my  lost  soo? 
Where  is  my  son  ? — my  son,  vUlain ! "  screamed  the  old  man,  tear- 
ing off  his  neck-clolh  with  his  trembling  hands  as  he  spoke,  as  if  to 
prevent  the  words  choking  (lim. 

^'  Here !  "  shouted  Carlton,  ^^  to  ask  your  blessing !  ha !  ha !  ha! 
and  thank  you  with  filial  homage  for  all  your  lender  mercies, 
through  long  unchanging  years ! "  As  he  spoke,  he  flung  to  (be 
ground  the  long-haired  wig  that  had  disguised  his  features.  The 
old  man  opened  his  arms  and  rushed  forward,  faltering  out. 

"  Harry— forget— forgive  I " 

Bui  Henry  Clavering  retreated  to  the  wall,  turning  away  his  head, 
and  extending  his  hands  to  prevent  his  father's  approach. 

^^  Then  I  have  no  son  after  all !  "  groaned  the  old  man,  clasping 
his  hands. 

"  Nay,  not  so,"  said  Clavering,  tauntingly — "  you  have  a  son — a 
young  son — the  child  of  your  love! — ^and  what's  so  sacred  as  pa- 
ternal love? — ^but  not  the  heir  of  all  your  wealth— of  all  your  great- 
ness— no,  that  is  me! — the  starving  author — the  poor  player— the 
tutor's  son-in-laW' — the  blot  on  the  House  of  Clavering ! " 

^^  Harry !  in  mercy  hear  me !  "  and  the  old  man  tried  to  kneel, 
which  Clavering  prevented,  by  pushing  the  hill  of  his  sworc^  agaiast 
his  shoulder. 

*' Mercy!"  echoed  he,  "what  know  yoq  of  mercy?  I  never 
had  the  millionth  part  of  a;  grain  from  you — and  so  have  nofie  to 
give  you  now !  what!  though  you  knelt  till  crack  of  doom,  it  could 
not  bring  those  back  whohi  you  have  sent  to  Heaven  before  their 
time— mercy !  seek  it  of  God!  for  man  knows  it  not !  "and  Claver- 
ing turned  his  face  to  the  wall,  and  leant  his  head  against  11. 

^^  Villain ! "  said  Sir  Headworth  Clavering,  advancing  with  clin- 
ched hands  towards  Nugent,  and  looking  at  his  son — '^did  you 
mean  to  murder  him  ? " 
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<*  Not  1,"  said  that  worthy  individual,  "  for  that  would  have  been 
80  many  hundreds  a«year  out  of  my  pocket — and  in  your's  :  I  mere- 
ly meant  to  convey  him  safely  to  a  private  madhouse,  which  I  take 
to  be  the  fittest  place  for  Henry  Claveting ;  and  then,  by  a  pretended 
search  after  him  for  the  next  three  or  four  years,  I  should  have 
kept  you  in  play,  and  myself  in  cash,  that^s  all :  and  now  you  have 
my  whole  plan,  for  the  knowledge  of  which  you  ought  to  give  me 
something  handsome— ;but  I  suppose  you  won't,  as  the  devil's  in  my 
luck  lately,". 

''  He  han't  told  you  balf  on  it,"  igrowled  Mr.  Brough,  from  his 
retirement  at  the  other  side  of  the  room, ''  for  the  little  Mis$  was  (o 
be  kidnapped  too ;  but  if  so  be  as  you'll  let  I  off  scot  free,  I'll  lell  ee 
all  about  it  presenl-ly." 

^'Wheedling!  treacherous !  smooth-tongued !  foul-faced  villain !'' 
said  Sir  Headworth  Clavering,  grinding  his  teeth,  and  advancing 
with  a  clinched  hand,  which  he  shook  menacingly  atlVugent;  who, 
however,  before  he  reached  him,  and  before  the  policeman  could 
arrest  his  arm,  had  drawn  a  small  hair-trigger  pistol  from  his  breast, 
which,  aiming  at  Sir  Headworth,  he  fired,  and  the  ball  penefrating 
his  heart,  ihe  old  man  fell,  weltering  in  his  blood,  in  the  arms  of 
his  son,  who  had  instinctively  rushed  forward  to  rescue  him. 

Again  the  miserable  old  man  tried  to  murmur  the  words-^*'  for- 
get!^— forgive!" — ^but  life  was  ebbing  fast;  and  though  his  lips 
moved  they  scarcely  made  a  sound ;  but  Clavering  read  their  pur- 
port, as  he  replied  in  a  solemn  voice,  ^^  I  do  forgive,  and  will  try  to 
forget  5  may  God  do  likewise." 

Lady  Annette  had  screamed  and  fainted  at  the  sound  of  the  pistol, 
and  was  conveyed  home  in  a  state  of  insensibility,  accompanied  by 
Gertrude  and  Lord  Mbrnington.  Cecil  and  the  duke  remained  to 
minister  what  assistance  they  could  to  the  unhappy  father  and  son  ; 
and  Colonel  Bragglefar,  who  foresaw  that  an  exalted  station  must 
now  inevitably  be  the  termination  of  his  friend  Mr.  Guzzlecat's  ca- 
reer^ remained  to  give  him  sundry  sound  and  valuable  fragments  of 
moral  advice,  relative  to  honesty  being  the  best  policy,  and  virtue 
being  its  own  reward,  which  had  Mr.  John  Nugent  Guzzlecat  been 
about  to  take  a  new  lea^e  of  his  life,  instead  of,  on  the  contrary, 
going  to  cancel  his  proprietorship  in  the  one  he  already  held,  might 
Cif  acted  upon)  have  no  doubt  been  of  considerable  use  to  his  future 
salvation  and  security.  However,  with  such  a  chivalric  and  philan- 
thropic spirit,  Dragglefar  was  not  the  man  to  withhold  straws  from 
his  drowning  friends,  even  at  the  last.  So,  accordingly,  the  next 
day,  when  all  the  papers  teemed  with  garbled  and  exaggerated  ac- 
counts of  Sir  Headworth  Clavering's  fate,  and,  flaming  panegyrics  on 
the  transcendent  talents,  and  well-merited  honours  of  his  successor, 
there  also  appeared  a  modest  letter,  of  simple  words,  and  simpler 
ideas,  written  by  Colonel  Dragglefar,  but  signed  "  Kidney,"  warn- 


442  THE   BUDGET  OF 

ing  the  public  ao(  .to  believe  all  the  e? il  they  heard  of  that  once  ce- 
lebrated literary  character,  Mr.  John  Nagent  Guzzlecat,  as  he  was 
ready  to  pledge  the  honour  of  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman,  that  all 
that  gentleman's  conduct  would  be  made  clear  as  noonday,  after  the 
next  edition  of  the  Newgate  Calendar  had  appeared.  Nor  did  his 
friendship  end  here ;  for,  sit  weeks  after,  he  accompanied  his  friend 
to  that  bourne  where  fete  had  drawn  for  Mr.  Nugent  Guzzlecat  a 
'  cordop  sanitaire,'  between  this  world  and  the  next,  sending  an  or- 
derly to  see  that  Mr.  John  Brough  and  Miss  Tomlins  did  not  lack 
any  creature-comforts  on  board  the  Government  yacht  that  was  to 
convey  them  out  to  Australia. 

Henry  Qavering  watched  by  his  father  unremittingly  for  ten 
hours,  at  the  end  of  which  time  the  old  man  expired  in  his  arms, 
looking  the  blessing  he  could  not  speak,  while  his  son  emphatically 
spoke  the  blessing  he  could  not  look,  as  the  tears  gathered  thick  and 
fast  in.  his  eyes ;  for  when  death,  with  his  one  miracle,  has  expelled 
the  p6wer  to  do  eyil^-^that  foulest  demon  that  ever  possessed  man- 
kind— ^who  can  feel  resentment  towards  the  senseless  clay  that  har- 
boured it? 

^^  Dear  papa,''  said  Blanche,  gently  opening  the  door  of  the  stilt 
chamber  of  death,  "  I  have  brought  you  some  coffee." 

^^Put  it  down,  my  child;  raise  a  little  of  that  window*-curtaio, 
and  come  here.  Here,  Blanche,"  continued  he,  '^  is  what  was  your 
grandfiither ;  he  can  never  harm  you  more,  so  it  is  right  you  should 
kiss  him,  for  the  first  and  last  time." 

The  child  obeyed,  but  it  was  with  a  shudder,  as  she  looked  at  the 
stem,  rigid  feahires  of  the  corpse,  where  an  expression  of  agony 
had  remained  after  death  had  removed  the  feeling. 

^^  You  may  go,"  said  Qarering,  and  the  little  girl  noiselessly 
departed. 

^'Poor  human  nature ! "  soliloquised  Glavering,  looking  on  the 
lifeless  mass  that  had  been  the  author  of  his  being,  and  of  all  his 
misery,  ^Mt  is  ever  thus :  the  eU>s  and  flows  of  the  heart  are  more 
frequent  than  those  of  the  sea,  and  they  roll  on  into  eternity,  car- 
rying our  passions  in  their  depths,  and  their  cohsequences  on  their 
surfiice." 


THE  BUBBLE   FAMILY.  443. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

''  Rien  n'cst  indifferent  dans  la  vie  d'nn  grand  homme ;  le 
gtofe  se  rdv^ledans  ses  moindres  actlons/'-^La  vie  de  Vil- 
lustre  Monsieur  Gogo-^Trib^iom,  Disappoitaemens,  Gait- 
eherie.  Credulity,  Brioches  et  Comidionneries, 


AN  EVEHTFUL  CBAPTVB  •^ALL  TniHGS  MUST  HATB  AM  SID,  AND  BUBBLES  SOONBH  THAU 
MOST  TBIRGS.'-^llH  SEABCHIN6  FOR  HGS^K  B(»IULUS  8TUMBLBS  ON  A  B(lBK.r-<8A* 
PO|IACBOUS  HINTS  TO  BE  DEBITED  IbOH  THE  CHAMBER  OF  DEFimES. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  March,  that  month  so  fatal  to  the 
sanity  of  hares,  and  the  complexions  of  human  beings.  Many  and 
great  were  the  events  which  had  befallen  the  Bubble  family,  since 
their  arrival  in  Paris  in  the  foregoing  autumn.  Colonel  King  had 
been  left  a  fortune,  for  which  he  had  taken  the  name  of  Lighlbody ; 
Miss  Prudence's  purse  had  made  a  con()uest  both  of  Messieurs 
Gataplan  senior  and  junior :  the  former  had  discarded  his  nankeens 
for  top-boots,  and  wore  his  hat  at  the  back  of  his  head — ^  pour  se 
donner  un  faux  air  Anglais^— <to  get  into  her  good  graces^  while 
the  latter  adopted  the  wiser  plan  (had  it  succeeded)  of  hunting 
Pari»  in  order  to  obtain  a  roasting  pig;  but  Miss  Prudence's  affec- 
tions were  equally  balanced.  She  admired  Monsieur  Cataplan  senior, 
for  what  he  did  eat,  and  his  nephew  for  what  he  tried  to  get  her  to 
eat ;  meanwhile,  her  intentions  had  proceeded  so  far,  as  to  consult 
Marmaduke  as  to  which  of  the  gentlemen  he  thought  cared  for  her 
the  most,  to  which  he  returned  the  following,  not  very  refined, 
poetical  answer : — 

'*  Hy  dear  sister  Proe, 
Don't  be  ridicolous ; 
They  don't  care  for  yoQ, 
No,— <not  a  pediculus ; 
Would  yoa  know  what  this  means, 
Shoald  you  have  the  least  nouse. 
As  you're  not  in  your  teens, 
Tou'U  try  rhyme  for  house ;" 

notwithstanding  which,  Miss  Prudence  wavered.  She  neither  liked 
the  French  funds,  nor  the  French  fricassees ;  she  knew  she  did  not 
like  French  habits,  but  she  did  not  know  whether  she  should  like 
a  French  husband,  and  it  was  to  give  the  Gataplans — ^uncle  or 
nephew — ^the  benefit  of  this  doubt  that  she  deliberated.  The  winter 
hadbeen  unusually  gay ;  the  balls  at  the  Tuileries  unusually  brilliant ; 
the  Bubble  family  had  attended  them  all  -,  and,  notwithstanding  their 
different  humours  and  tastes,  had  been,  individually  and  collec- 
tively, equally  charmed  with  the  dignified  amiability  of  the  queen, 
the  natural  grace  and  winning  naivet6  of  the  Duchesse  D'0rl6ans  % 

*  The  beaatifal  Duchesse  de  JSemours  had  not  at  that  time  formed  one  pf  the  galaxy  of 
the  French  court. 
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and  the  sweet  ^olce,  sweet  face,  and  sweet  manners  of  the  Prio-^ 
cesse  Clementine;  while,  like  Napoleon,  Sir  Rontulus  bad  fouod 
Louis-Philippe  to  be  a  very  genteel,  clever  man,  which  arose,  do 
doubt,  from  his  kingly  bearing,  when  Sir  Romulus,  with  his  usual 
tact,  on  one  occasion,  repealed  to  him  Mr.  Simpson's  hospitable 
wish,  that  th^ey  should  see  his  majesty  back  amongst  them  id  Ame- 
rica again. 

Aii^id  all  this  mirth  Lady  Bubble  alone  was  miserable,  from  la- 
bouring under  frequent  and  increased  paroxysms  of  the  green-eyed 
monster.  In  every  gooseberry  bush  sne  saw  a  grisette ;  in  e^ry 
bunch  of  violets,  that  Sir  Romulus  approached,  to  her  distempered 
vision,  was  a  pair  of  blue  eyes ;  in  every  truffle  that  he  eat  (and  they 
were  many),  lurked  a  pair  of  black  ones;  if  he  sneezed  she  fancied 
it  was  nothing  more  than  a  sort  of  rail-road  for  his  amatory  sighs; 
if  he  slept,  she  knew  he  was  dreaming  of  those  he  should  not;  if  he 
woke  it  was  to  think  of  tbem ;  if  he  walked  out  by  himself  it  was  to 
ani  assignation;  if  he  went  in  the  carriage  with  her  it  was  only  to 
hoodwink  her.  Miserable  woman!  that^he  was— why  was  she  ever 
born?  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,  and  if  the  reader  don't,  I  can't  inform 
him.  Yet  never  had  wife  less  cause  for  jealousy;  for,  sooth  to  say, 
Sir  Romulus  on  his  first  arrival  at  Paris  had  had  his  heart  so  deeply 
lacerated  by  the  perfidy  of  the  *beau  sexe,'  that  he  had  resolved 
to  devote  the  energies  of  his  powerful  mind  to  nobler  objects,  and 
had,  therefore,  transferred  his  attention  from  sentiment  to  science, 
attending  regularly  (with  his  daughter,  Mrs.  Lightbody),  Doctor 
Epaminondas  Tripe's  lectures  on  galvanism,  and  sea-bathing :  two 
things  which  the  doctor  had  been  practising  for  hydrophobia  lately 
with  great  success,  as  all  thQ  patients  had  died  immediately  after 
being  perfectly  cured!  Indeed  galvanism  and  sea-bathing  were 
fast  superseding  the  Sub-marine  Rail-road  in  the  baronet's  good 
graces ;  for  the  accounts  which  he  continued  to  receive  from  Eng- 
land of  the  monetary  part  of  that  scheme  were  anything  but  satis- 
factory; whereas,  there  was  but  one  drawback  to  the  pleasures  of 
Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe's  lectures,  which  was  that  he  had  lately 
taken  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald  into  his  service,  who  officiated  as  candJe- 
snuffer  and  water-carrier  on  these  occasions,  much  to  Sir  Romu- 
lus's  discomfort,  who  always  seemed  to  labour  under  a  shght  touch 
of  hydrophohia  himself,  inasmuch  as  that  he  foamed  at  the  mouth 
during  the  time,  were  it  long  or  short,  that  the  ci-devant  keeper 
remained  in  the  room,  Marmaduke  passed  his  time  pleasantly 
enough,  for  he  had  contrived  at  the  h6tel  Gs^stellane  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  all  the  best  of  the  French  literati.  Cosmo  passed  his 
also  perfectly  to  his  own  satisfaction,  for  he  had  during  his  ^  s^jour' 
in  France  devoured  an  incredible  quantity  of  chesnuts  and '  marrons 
glacis,'  which  had'  not  at  all  cleared  his  intellect  for  mathematics. 
Miss  Betsy  was  still  Miss  Betsy,  and  likely  to  remain  so.   Made- 
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moiselle  Perpignon  was  in  a  high  state  df  beatih  and  affeetion  ^ 
consequently  Mr.  McPhin  was  alive,  and  that  was  all.  Things  were 
in  this  slate,  when  one  morning,  as  the  Messieurs  Calaplan  were 
breakfasting  with  the  Bubble  Family  at  Meurice's,  their  letters  and 
papers  were  brought  in,  and  an  eventful  post  was  it  to  them  all, 
more  or  less.  Marmaduke's  letters  were  from  Cecil  and  Gertrude, 
announcing  the  fate  of  Sir  Headworth  Glavering,  Guzzlecat's  capture 
with  John  Brough,  and  the  clearing  up  of  the  mystery  in  Carlton's 
history.  Sir  Romulus's  despatches  were  from  Lord  John ;  but  the 
triumphant  and  important  air  with  which,  he  broke  the  seal,  was 
soon  exchanged  for  a  lachrymose  one,  when  he  had  perused  the 
contents,  which  informed  him  that  Mr.  Town  had  absconded, 
leaving  bim  (Sir  Romulus)  among  the  other  Sub-marine  Rail-road 
victims,  liable  for  thirty  thousand  pounds! 

"That  letter  appears  to  have  agitated  you  greatly.  Sir  Romulus  5 
you  should  not  have  those  sort  of  letters  given  to  you  publicly-,  I 
wrpnder  the  ladies  don't  take  care  of  that,"  said  Lady  Bubble,  tartly. 

''Ladies,  my  dear!  um — umf — ^um,"  bumblebee'd  Sir  Romulus, 
thrusting  the  letter  into  his  pocket,  '^  it  is  some  bad  political  news 
from  Lord  John." 

''  Irf-that  case  I  think  you  might  let  me  see  it.  Sir  Romulus." 

''Oh,  my  dear !  womenkind  know  nothing  about  politics." 

"Politics,  indeed!"  said  Lady  Bubble,  tossing  her  head  as  she 
looked  at  the  caricature  in  the  'Charivari'  that  was  on  the  table 
beside  her,  "No — no.  Sir  Romulus,  unfortunately  I  am  not  a  fool 
— these  are  the  politics  you  are  dabbling  in  '  politique  des  femmes !' 
shameful !  scandalous :  for  a  man  of  your  age —a  grandfather  posi- 
tively— only  Mrs.  Lighlbody  has  never  hadany  children." 

Whenever  Lady  Bubble  was  Xantippecally  inclined^  Sir  Romu- 
lus as  in  duty  bound,  out  Socrates'd  Socrates,  but  the  news  in 
Lord  John's  letter  had  so  far  rippled  the  ^current  of  his  philosopliy, 
that  its  surface  was  not  quite  so  smooth  as  usual.  Indeed,  when  a 
man  loses  thirty  thousand  pounds,  he  may  be  allowed  to  lose  a  little 
of  his  temper  with  it,  which  was  the  cause  of  this  most  perfect  of 
husbands,  and  profound  of  thinkers,  exchanging  his  usual  B  flat  for 
an  F  sharp  tone,  as  he  replied  : 

"Well,  my  dear,  I  know  you  are  old  enough  lobe  a  grandmother, 
and  therefore,  ought  to  be  old  enough  to  know  better." 

The  toughness  of  this  speech  was  too  much  for  Lady  Bubble'^ 
delicate,  and  already  over-excited  nerves.  She  burst  into  tears  (it 
is  by  far  the  best  and  shortest  way  of  ending  all  disputes  with  the 
opposite  sex),  andJefl  the  room, 

"Um— um— um — my  calamity  is  again  in  the  hydraulics,"  said 
Sir  Romulus,  helping  himself  to  the  wing  of  a  'poulardo  en  demi- 
deuil,'  as  Lady  Bubble  closed  the  door. 

"Oh  dear!  oh  dear!"  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence,  pushing  away 
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(be  huge  English  newspaper  she  bad  been  reading,  leaning  ^ck 
in  ber  ehair,  shutting  her  eyes,  and  clasping  her  hands,  ^^Ob, 
dear!  I  am  surprised  beyond  every  thing!" 

^^At  ^bat?''  asked  Marmaduke. 

^'  Shows  what  a  dangerous  thing  cold  is,  and  I've  always  said  so. 
Most  remarkable  circumstance,  when  the  doctor  used  to  say  he 
was  trying  to  get  rid  of  his  cold,  I  used  to  reply — oh !  now — limes 
and  often,  take  care  your  cold  don't  get  rid  of  yon, — ^it's  not  so  bad 
as  that  either,  but  still  it's  bad  enough." 

^' What  on  earth  are  you  talking  a)Kmt?"  cried  Marmaduke. 

^^  Ob,  you  shall  bear  if  you'll  have  patience,  and  give  me  time 
to  read  it  f  and  here  Miss  Prudence  rattled  about  the  paper,  and 
rummaged  for  her  magnifying  glass,  which  was  set  in  mother  of 
pearl,  about  the  size  of  a  large  oyster;  which  having  found,  she 
read  out  the  following  paragraph  in  a  firm  and  decided  voice  : 

^'^ On  the  fourth  instant,  at  Bubbleton  Rectory,  near  Dunder- 
head, Shropshire,  Anna  Martha,  the  beloved  wife  of  the  Rdverend 
Dr.  Demetrius  DamnemaB,  many  years  Rector  of  that  Parish.  This 
lamented  lady  died  of  a  cold  caiigbt  last  January  :  her  loss  will  be 
felt  among  the  poor  as  long  as  water  gruel  and  tracts  are  remem- 
bered^ and  their  absence  missed ;  a^  Mrs.  Damnemall  nsed  to  distri- 
bute both  with  a  truly  evangelicai  spirit — indeed  it  may  be  said  of 
her  as  6f  Madam  Blaze  : 

*'  The  naked  every  day  she  clad» 
When  she  pat  on  ber  clothes.'* 

The  Doctor,  we  are  happy  to  stale,  is  doing  well— for  the  aflUctioD 
of  the  husband  is  supported  by  the  resignation  of  the  Christian.' '' 

"  Fudge!"  cried  Marmaduke,  as  he  left  the  room. 

^'  Bless  me!  so  Damnemall  has  lost  his  calamity ! — oh !  the  luck 
of  some  people !"  said  Sir  Romulus,  scrambling  up  his  letters  and 
papers,  and  following  bis  brother  out  of  the  room. 

*  "  Oh,  d<»r !  1  must  write  to  the  Doctor — yes,  and  to  yonng  Anna 
Martha — ^and  to  George  James,  and  give  him  a  lillle  good  advice ; 
^canse  Fve  heard  of  extravagant  grief— and  as  he's  young,  and  gay, 
and  giddy,  that's  the  sort  he  might  choose ;  which,  I'm  sure,  woald 
sadly  vex  bis  poor  mother  :  oh,  dear!  I  must  he  a  mother  to  them !" 

Tbis  last  idea  seemed  to  make  Miss  Prudence  quite  chUdish*,  for 
she  cried— yet  giggled— then  walked  up  and  down— then  sat  still, 
oh-dearing,  and  twitching  her  fingers  as  if  for  a  wager. 

*<  Was  eTer  woman  in  such  humour  Voo'd  ?  " 

!  1  !  !    I  !  !  I  !  !  !  I  !  ! 
*'  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  its  flood,  leads  on  to  forUme." 

But  woe  betide  the  man,  who  does  not  seize  upon  the  proper 
moment.  That  very  morning,  both  the  Messieurs  Cataplan,— uncle 
and  nephew — 'jadis  et  aujoiird'hui!' — at  the  very  same  instant— in 
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the^vqry  same  placer-nay,  in  the  very  same  breath--»8nd<ofi  the 
very  same  kqee  (the  left) — proposed  for  Miss  Prudence ;  and  were 
formally  and  finally  refused.  The  elder  Gataplan  withdrew,  mur- 
muring, as  he  limped  out  of  the  room  in  his  tight  boots-r-^^  Alors 
je  remettrai  mes  souliers!''  while  his  nephew,  wilh  less  resigna* 
tion,  exclaimed,  as  he  flipped  the  dust  from  his  knee  with  his 
pocket-handkerchief*— 
''  Diable !  si  j'avais  su  ^,  je.n'aurais  pas  abtm^  moD pantalonT* 
Like  all  great  minds.  Sir  Komulos's  philosophy  increased  with 
his  misfortunes ;  he  had  that  morning  become  acquainted  with  the 
loss  of  thirty-tbousand  pounds ;  but  there  was  not  the  least  reason 
why  his  family  should  know  anything  of  the  mattery  and  in  Order 
to  prevent  their  doing  so,  the  best  way  was  to  go  on  preoisety  as 
usual,  and  not  deviate  an  iota  from  his  oriMQary  routine :  Marma- 
duke's  reproaches,  or  rather,  ^^I  told  you  so's,"  be  espeeiaBy 
dreaded;  as  he  ha4  from  first' to  last  warned  him  against  Mr.  Town 
and  the  Sub^marine  Kailroad. 

Now,  it  so  happened,  that  though  it  was  only  March,  the  weather 
was  exceedingly  warm,  and  Sir  Romulus  had  beea  c(«ipeUed  to 
take  refuge  in  Russia  dueks;  but  his  bknehisseuse  did  not  at  all 
please  him,  in  the  colour  she  had  sent  them  hom^ ;  he  might  have 
shown  her  fifty  brilliant  samples  pevambulattng  under  the  colon- 
nade in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli,  of  what  Ihey  ought  to  be  :  but  with  his 
usual  love  of  doing  things  '^  out  of  the  common,^'  he  resolved  upon 
taking  her  to  the  Chamber  of  Deputi^,  to  show  her  tBe  picture  of 
Louis  Philippe,  ratifying  the  Charte,  of  July,  1830 :  as  in  that 
picture,  his  majesty  had  evidently  just  been  home  to  put  on  a  dean 
^air  of  trousers,  of  which  the  painter  bas  made  him  look  justly 
proud :  and  Sir  Romulus  naturally  thought,  that  if  he  could  show 
his  Idaaehisseuse  this  picture,  his  trousers  would  for  the  future 
be — '  fait  k  peindre.'  Accordingly,  placing  his  hands  as  calmly  in 
his  pockets,  as  if  his  thirty-thousand  pounds  had  sliU  been  in  ttiem, 
he  trudged  along,  followed  by  the  blanchisseuse,  till  he  came  to  the 
Place  de  la  concorde;  where  he  suddenly  remembered,  that  he 
had  left  the  tickets  of  admission  at  home  :  but,  having  heard  Lady 
Eubble  order  the  close  carriage — and  dreading,  that  if  he  re- 
appeared, he  should  be  taken  in  for  a  drive ;  he  prudently  xesolved 
to  send  the  laundress  back  for  the  tickets,  and  remain  where  he  was 
till  she  returned;  tellis^  her,  however,  if  anything  should  oceur 
to  tak«  him  away,  to  walk  on  to  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  and  wait 
till  he  arrived.  He  had  been  for  about  five  minutes  gazing  upon  the 
scaffolding  and  tarpauling  that  eiiveloped  the  fountains,  and  re- 
marking how  beautiful  the  sculpture  (which  was  perfectly  invisible) 
was  :  when  he  saw  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe,  and  his  daughter, 
Mrs.  Lighlbody,  approaching  from  fee  bridge— the  latter  coloured 
slightly,  as  she  said—  '     ■■      '  ' 
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^^  Oh  papa,  Dr.  Tripe  has  been  good  enough  to  take  nie  to  the 
swimmiog-school  they  are  to  open  next  month  on  ttie  Quai  Yoltalre/" 

**  Um — um — ^indeed,  my  dear!  Then  I  suppose  you  have  been 
over  hea^  and  ears— over  head  and  ears.  Do  you  approve  of  that, 
doctor?" 

^'  Oh  indade  I  do,  particularly  when  it  is  with  the  ladies.  It's  a 
favourite  expirimint  of  mine,  but  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  seeing 
you  to-morrow  evening,-  Sir  Romulus,  whin  I  (hink  Til  do  some- 
thing that  will  surprise  you.  But  what  terrible  news  this^is  in  the 
papers  of  oiy  frind,  Guzzlecat.  Hang  me,  if  I  can  make  it  out." 

'^  Oh  no,  they  wonH  hang  you,  but  Ihey'll  undoubtedly  hang 
him,"  chuckled  Sir  Romulus. 

'^  Well,  ril  wish  you  good  morning,  as  I  am  now  going  to  escort 
Mrs.  Lightbody  to  the  Gymnase  in  the  Rue  Jean  Goujeoii,"  said 
the  doctor. 

^^  ru  walk  a  little  part  of  the  way  with  you,"  replied  Sir  Romulus. 

"Oh  why  would  you  give  yourself  any  such  trouble?'* 

"  The  trouble  is  a  pleasure,  my  dear  doctor*" 

"  A  mighty  troublesome  plisure,  tt)  us,"  said  the  doctor,  aside. 

For  some  yards  after  they  had  turned  into  the  Champs  Elys^es, 
Sir  Romulus  had  all  the  conversation  to  himself,  till  coming  up  to 
a  round-about  where  there  were  several  ships  in  full  sail,  going 
round  as  fast  as  they  could,  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe  was  startled  by 
hearing  his  sister's  voice  screaming  out — "plus  vite — ^plus  vite." 
Upon  lookinl  up,  he  beheld  her  seated  in  one  of  the  ships  in  her 
bottle-green  habit,  giving  sundry  kicks,  by  way  of  impetus,  with 
her  Wellington  boot  to  the  vessel,  to  the  great  danger  of  the  next, 
which  contained  two  little  boys. 

"  De — ^lightful !"  exclaimed  Sir  Romulus,  rubbing  his  hands,  and 
placing  his  umbrella  against  a  tree;  "Fm  your  man,"  and  bellow- 
ing to  the  showman  to  stop  the  round-about,  much  to  their  dis- 
comfort he  placed  the  little  boys  on  two  wooden  ponies,  and  him- 
self scrambled  into  the  ship  next  Miss  Tripe,  which  groaned  and 
creaked,  and  swung  again,  at  its  unusually  heavy  freight,  but  never- 
theless pitched  forward  at  a  miraculous  rate. 

"  Bon.  voyage,  you  ould  fools,"  muttered  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe, 
as  he  walked  on  with  Mrs.  Lightbody,  not  waiting,  scientific  as  he 
was,  to  watch  the  subversion  of  the  laws  of  gravitation.      > 

Now,  it  so  happened  that  some  neighbouring  urchins  were  try- 
ing rockets  at  a  very  little  distance  from  the  round-about,  while 
some  thirsty  souls  were  regaling  themselves  with  '  bonne  bi^re  de 
Mars'  immediately  under  it,  so  that  while  Sir  Romulus  was  assailed 
wiih  smoke  and  gunpowder  from  above,  he  was  attacked  with  frotb 
and  foam  from  below,«— so  true  is  it — 'que  les  contrastes  forment 
plus  de  liaisons  intimes  que  les  rapports  d'humeur ;'  for  Miss  Tripe's 
as  well  as' Sir  Romulus's  inclinations  were  both  decidedly  against 
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the  'petards'  aod  Ihe  beer— indeed,  Ihe  former  was  so  Irate  at  this 
accumulation  of  evils,  that  she  gave  a  push  with  her  parasol  to  Ihe 
•  vessel  that  bore  Sir  Romulus  and  his  fortunes,  which  deslroyed  Ihe 
equilibrium  of  the  round-about,  and  caused  every  pony  and  ship 
(his  own  included),  to  disembarrass  itself  of  its  contents. 

"Oh  the  Algerines!"  exclaimed  Sir  Romulus,  as  he  fell  on  his 
back  with  his  heels  in  the  air. 

''Hold  on,  old  boy,"  cried  Miss  Tripe,  as  she  fell  over  him, 
which  she  preferred  doing  to  trusting  to  the  reception  she  should 
meet  from4he  ground. 

"Um-— um— I  shall  be  suffocated,''  groaned  Sir  Romulus,  mak- 
ing a  great  but  ineffectual  struggle  to  rise. 

"  Gee-up !"  said  the  lady,  seizing  his  hands,  and  pulling  him  into 
a  perpendicular  position  by  sheer  superiority  of  muscular  strength 
— ^which  position  the  baronet  had  no  sooner  attained,  than,  wishing 
to  feel  that  he  had  something  substantial  to  lean  against,  he  flung 
his  arms  tightly  round  Miss  Tripe's  waist,  indulging  in  the  eja- 
culation of  an  '^O!"  ^  round,  as  large,  and  as  deep,  as  the  basin 
in  Hyde  Park; 

Blind  mortals  that  we  are !  too  often  do  we  rejoice  in  our  secu- 
rity, when,  in  fact,  the  crisis  of  our  peril  has  only  arrived,  in  the 
treacherous  guise  of  protection  and  redress.;  and  so  it  was  with  Sir 
Romulus,  for,  while  he  and  Miss  Tripe  were  still  in  their  Cupid 
and  Psyche  attitude,  who  should  drive  by  on  her  way  to  pay  a  visit 
in  '  rA116e  des  Veuves,'  but  Lady  Bubble !  The  check  was  instantly 
pulled. — Alcibiade  in  a  moment  was  at  the  carriage  door,  and  the 
next.  Lady  Bubble  and  her  large  green  fan  were  moving  slowly  and 
with  great  dignity  towards  the  unconscious  pair.  Sir  Romuhis  hav- 
ing ascertained  to  his  perfect  satisfaction,  that  he  had  incurred  no 
breakage  in  the  fall,  was  beginning,  with  great  benevolence  to  think 
of  Ihe  safety  of  his  companion,  which  he  evinced  by  the  following 
question— "  Well,  my  dear,  and  how  do  you  feel?" 

^'As  every  wife  must,  sir,  at  so  scandalous  and  immoral  a  scene  I" 
exclaimed  Lady  Bubble,  advancing  with  the  air  of  a  tragedy  queen, 
flourishing  her  closed  fan,  as  the  ghost  does  bis  baton  in  Hamlet ; 
and  then  suddenly  placing  it  as  a  barrier  between  the  hay-coloured 
moustache  of  Miss  Tripe,  and  the  ^^ celestial  rosy  red"  of  Sir  Ro- 
mulus's  ample  and  glowing  cheeks ;  which,  from  his  recent  un- 
wonted exertions,  now  blazed  and  shone,  like  the  jewel  of  the  Phi- 
lippine Isles,  which  Camilla  gave  Gil  Bias. 

^^My  dear,  my  dear,"  said  the  baronet,  with  his  usual  presence 
of  mind,  ''  you  have  no  idea  of  the  danger  we  have  been  in ;  you 
should  have  seen  us  jiist  after  our  fall." 

"  I  have,  sir,"  replied  Lady  Bubble,  with  a  look  containing  the 
whole  of  the  third  chapter  of  Genesis. 

"  Um— um— um" — bumble-bee'd  Sir  Romulus,  with  that  dread- 
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nought  courage  which  desperation  always  inspires^  placing  bis 
ha4  with  an  ^air  galant'  on  one  side,  as  he  spoke—^^I  must  now 
leave  you  both,  for  I  have  a  petticoat  waiting  for  me  at  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies,  and  shell  wonder  what  has  become  of  me !" 

"And  I  wonder  what  will  become  of  you — you  unfortunate,  mis- 
guided man !  lost  as  you  are,  even  to  the  external  part  of  decency 
— appearance  : — as  for  you!''  continued  her  Ladyship,  with  apo- 
plectic calmness,  involuntarily  raising  her  fan  close  to  Miss  Tripe's 
face — "your  conduct  is  as  disgraceful  to  the  female  sex,  as  your 
appearance." 

"Come — come — my  dear  Lady  Bubble,  don't  make  a  fool  of 
yourself,"  said  Miss  Tripe,  energetically  brushing  the  dust  off  of 
her  left  elbow,  with  her  right  wrist — "  I  never  cared  one  straw  for 
any  man  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life ;  and  as  Tm  not  fond  of 
trying  experiments  in  natural  philosophy,  like  my  brother  £pami- 
nondaS)  neither  have  I  a  poetical  imagination  like  my  brother 
Alonzo ;  I  certainly  shall  not  begin  with  Sir  Romulus^ — ha !  ha !  ha !" 

"^ Horrible  creature!"  muttered  Lady  Bubble,  as  she  made  her 
way  back  to  the  carriage. 

"Par  exemple!"  thought  Alcibiade,  lowering  the  steps,  after 
having  silently  looked  on,  much  amused  at  the  whole  scene — 

"  Yoil^  un  scandale  qui  fera  6poque !" 

"  I  do  believe,  if  I  was  to  go  to  the  d— I,  I  should  meet  my  ca- 
lamity there,"  soliloquized  Sir  Romulus. 

"Not  the  least  doubt  of  it,"  replied  Miss  Tripe,  now  curry-comb- 
ing her  right  elbow. 

"I  don't  know  what  has  come  to  her  of  late,  she's  a  hetero- 
geneous compound  of  credulity  and  incredulity,  for  she  believes 
everything  she  thinks,  and  won't  believe  one  word  I  say^  I,  that 
used  to  enjoy  boundless  liberty  in  Shropshire — provided  I  did  not 
go  beyond  Dunderhead  Common,  or  Shrewsbury,  and  was  home 
by  six — am  now  watched,  as  a  cat  would  watch  a  mouse  ]  and  she 
looks  with  an  eye  of  suspicion  upon  every  man,  woman,  and  child, 
who  comes  to  see  me  upon  business — even  the  very  barber  who 
comes  to  shave  my  head  is  quite  afraid  of  her,  he — 

**  V^o  by  the  nose,  with  hand  unshaken, 
The  boldest  heroes  oft  hast  taken," 

takes  to  his  heels  when  he  sees  her ;  as  indeed  I  do  to  mine,  wlien 
I  can." 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  well,  that  is  putting  matters  on  a  proper  conjugal 
footing,  and  must  naturally  remove  the  cause  of  dispute,"  said  Miss 
Tripe,  with  her  usual  loud  laugh. 

"Bless  me!  I  have  been  here  half  an  hour,  if  this  Algerine  of  a 
watch  tells  the  truth.  I  must  make  the  best  of  my  way  to  the  De- 
puties. I  think  it's  going  to  rain^can  my  umbrella  be  of  any  use 
to  you?" 
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** Pooh!— no;  I  never  carry  a  spout,  and  as  for  waler,  I  don't 
mind  ii  as  long  as  I  am  not  made  to  drink  it— ha !  ha !  ha !  Good 
bye — see  ybu  to-morrow  night,  I  suppose — good  bye !"  and  so  say- 
ing, Miss  Tripe  tucked  uf)  the  skirt  of  her.habit,  and  strode  on 
towards  tlie  Barri^re  de  I'Etoile,  while  Sir  Romulus  pursued  his 
way  to  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  without  further  disasters.  There 
he  found  poor  Madame  ]>^hireuse  the  laundress,  blown  and  broiled 
into  anything  but  an  amiable  mood,  as  she  sat  rocking  herself  on 
one  of  the  steps. 

^^ Ah,  dame!  k  la  On  yous  Yoil^,  Monsieur! 

''I  suppose  you  had  quite  washed  your  hands  of  me — quite 
washed  your  hands  of  me!''  said  Sir  Romulus,  facetiously;  but  as 
this  'bon  mot'  was  in  plain  English,  it  was  quite  lost  upon  Madame 
D^chireuse,  as  she  trudged  after  the  distinguished  individual  who 
had  uttered  it,  up  the  stairs  leading  to  the  gallery.  The  ^huissier' 
who  unlocked  the  door  to  admit  them  stared  at  the  dress  and  sta- 
tion of  Sir  Romulus's  companion-,  but  ^6galit6'  having  arrived  at 
^  celte  6galit6 '  about  all  things  in  France,  he  did  not  stare  long,  but 
quietly  closed  the  door  upon  them.  At  the  moment  of  their  ^en- 
tr6e,'  Berryer  was  electrifying  the  house  with  one  of  his  peculiar 
and  Apollo-like  bursts  of  eloquence  in  which  the  god  speaks  out, 
and  with  a  flood  of  light,  as  it  were,  barbs  all  his  arrows  to  the 
destruction  of  the  Python  arguments  of  hisr  adversary, — thus  gain- 
ing the  day  he  has  created.  Yirgil  makes  the  manes  of  his  departed 
heroes  hover  round  the  sepulchres  that  contain  their  ashes  '.  The 
manes  of  Cicero  and  Demosthenes  seem  to  have  gone  beyond  the 
heroes  of  Yirgil;  for  while  their  ^^  ashes  glow  with  their  wonted 
fires,"  in  Berryer,  their  spirits  appear  to  animate  and  hover  round 
his  words.  Even  Sir  Romulus  caught  the  infection^  and  gave  a 
breathless  attention  to  what  he  did  not  clearly  hear,  and  what,  if  he 
had  heard,  he  certainly  would  not  have  understood.  At  length,  the 
orator  descended  from  the  Mribune'  amid  a  universal  murmur  of 
applause;  and  while  partizans  and  even  opponents  crowded  round 
him  to  pour  forth  their  tribute  of  admiration.  Sir  Romulus  took 
advantage  of  the  pause  to  point  to  the  portrait  of  Louis  Philippe 
with  one  hand,  while  with  the  other  he  traced  the  flowing  if  not 
symmetrical  outline  of  his  own  figure,  saying  as  he  did  so  to  Ma- 
dame D^hireuse :        , 

*'  Um — um— c'est  comme  ^a  qu'il  faut  me  faire." 

But  Madame  D^chireuse,  who  had  her  head  still  full  of  Berryer, 
to  the  total  oblivion  of  Sir  Romulus'  Russia  ducks,  replied : 

"'  Comment  done !  il  faut  que  je  vous  fasse  parler  eomme  ga  ?  ma 
foi !  toule  I'eau  de  la  Seine  et  tout  le  savonde  Paris  n'en  viendraient 
pas  i  bout ! " 

'^  Boue,  boue — yes  that  is  what  I  complain  of— that  the  mud  or 

'  Id  cinerem  et  manes  credis  curare  sepuUos. —Mneid. 
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'  boue\  ds  you  call  U,  is  uener  kaU  go4  out  of  ihem,"  said  Sir  Romu- 
Kis,  agtuin  poioUDg  to  Ibe  immaculate  purity  oftbe  royal  ioexpres- 
fiibles,  as  handed  dovato  posterily.  The  people  in  the  gallery  were 
begiamng  to  be  exceedingly  amused  at  the  colloquy  between  Sir 
Romuhis  and  Madame  IMchireuse,  and  at  Ihe  mamieff  m  which  the 
former  suited  the  aelioo  to  Ihe  word,  which  aeiade  him  appear  as 
though  he  was  putting  his  person  i^  to  auetion,  and  cattkig  the 
attention  of  the  spectators  to  all  its  peeuliarities — ^when  suddeidj 
his  eye  was  attracted  by  some  one  or  some  thing  in  the  body  oftbe 
chamber,  or  rather  shading  by  one  el  its  doors— when  aB  the 
energy  that  had  been  so  lately  ^  tonte  au  btone,  ■  now  turned  into 
another  channel^  and  rubbing  las  hands^  and  beckoning  the  ^blan- 
ehisseilse'  to  follow  him,  he  left  the  boK  ttielaiming : 

'^The  very  thing!  the  very  thing! — Prudence's  fortune  is  now 
made!   If  there  i&a  pig  to  be  had  in  all  Paris,  he'll  get  it  for  me! '' 

Now  the  fact  is,  Sir  Romulusls  intelieet  was  almost  feminine  ie 
the  manner  in  which  it  jQmped  to  ccaMsliisians^  and  with  his  usual 
^Tiyida  ris  animi,'  he  bad  descried  a  man^  whom  frem  his  phy- 
siognomy he  naturally  enough  supposed  to  he  a  pet k  bnlefaef  :  his 
small  sinisler  cruel  looking  green  ef  es,  low  sheltingeyeliiows,  high 
cheek4xMies^  peculiarly  vulgar-ahapedface,  andsiheaky  eoaaiklaxiott, 
smrmounled  as  it  was  by  his  light  bristly  harsh  hair,  and  aniisersiAy 
plebeian  appearance,  conrineed  Sir  Romulus  thai  nothing  so 
hoggish  coidd  have  appeared  m  a  human  ferm,  but  from  a  constant 
intercourse  with  Ihe  swinish  multitude.  ^  For,  as  Lord  Bacon  hmly 
ofasenes  (and  he  is  a  good  authority  on  the  present  subject),  ^^a 
man's  caWog,  by  moulding  him  io  certain  ways  of  thinking,  is  often 
wool  to  manifest  itsetf  in  his  appearance^  the  outward  man  being 
frequcinlly  but  a  transparency  oyer  ihe  inward  souk"  So  n€>l  re- 
flecting, thai  even  since  tiie  ^charte,'  ^  cfaarcutiers,'  at  least  in  Uie 
exercise  of  their  profession  (!)  4o  not  at  the  same  time  officiate  as 
senators.  Sir  Romulus  hurried  down  stairs,  and  in  spile  of  the  re- 
monsto'ances  of  the  ^hoissiers,'  made  his  way,,  hat  in  hand,  panting 
and  puffing,  into  (he  ^Iribune,^  never  stopping  till  he  had  fdaced 
his  hands  cm  the  sbouMer  of  Ihe  individual  be  had  resolved  to 
gammon  I  Madame  Bechireuse  having  wisely  remained  in  the  pas- 
sage, he  was  thrown  completely  on  his  owu  resources  as  to  French. 
Accordingly,  as  soon  as  he  had  acquired  sufficient  breath,  he  began  : 

"  Um — um— mong  bon  h^me— tu  cocho&<-^tu  cochon-r^moi  un 
UB  enCant  cochon  pour  roast — ^roas^*--you  know — roast  fdg." 

''Comment!— monsieur r'  tiuindered  the  ^oharcnlier  midgre 
Itti,'  with  a  frown  Kke  an  embodied  thund>-6crew,  and  a  voice  that 
was  the  consolidated  grunt  ol  a  whole  forest  of  wild  boars,''  iK)ur 
qui  roe  prenez-vous?" 

''  Ttt  cochon,  tu  cochon  I"  reiterated  Sir  Romulus. 

The  veins  in  the  individual's  face  so  apostrophised  began  to 
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blacken  and  swell  like  a  cordage  of  young  serpents.  He  moved  out- 
side the  door,  pushing  Sir  Romulus  into  the  passage,  and  was  about 
to  inflict  condign  punishment  on  the  ill-fated  baronet,  when  Mr. 
Simpson,  wbe  had  witnessed  the  scene  from  a  box  in  the  gallery, 
and  who  knew  Uiai  French  was  oot  Sir  Romulus's  forte,  good-na- 
turedly hurried  down  to  the  rescue,  foreseeing  that  his  assistance 
would  be  wanting  in  aome  shape  or  pther,  but  not  dreaming  to 
what  extent. 

^^  Good  heavens!  my  dear  sir — what  have  you  done?''  panted 
Mr.  Simpson,  intercepting  the  clenched  hand  that  was  just  about 
to  make  acquaintance  with  Sir  Romutos's  flfece. 

^'Donel^'^^othing.  I  was  tryhiglo  make  the  Alf^erine  un^r- 
stand  that  I  wanted  a  roaming  pig,  and  he  immediately  Hew  into  a 
rage." 

^^  My  dear  sir,  yoo  are  not  perhaps  aware  whom  you  are  speak- 
ing to." 

'^  Perflecliy;  he  is  a  port  boleher,  evidently,  and  ltwTCf<irB  the 
very  person  to  get  me  a  pig." 

^^  Of  lead,  I  gness,  if  you  don't  make  him  a  genteel  apology," 
said  Mr.  Simpson.  ^'  Why,  sir,  that  is  Mr.  Odilon  Barrot." 

^'  Well)  how  should  I  know  that  Barrow  was  French  for  but- 
cher ?"  cried  Sir  Romnhis. 

But  Mr.  Simpson  was  busy  bowing  and  apologising  to  Monsieur 
Odilon  Barrot,  and,  adding,  ^sottovoce/  that  ^he  must  ex-cuse 
the  gentleman,  as  he  was  rather  touched  in  the  upper  ^tory." 

Mr.  Simpson  next  made  Sir  Romulus  bow  and  scrape  for  about 
three  minutes,  and  repeat  the  words,  ^  Mille  pardons.  Monsieur,' 
after  which  he  hurried  him  away  as  fast  as  possit^e^  while  Monsieur 
Odilon  Barrot,  having  grunted  out  an  ungracious  '  du  tout,  Mon- 
sieur,' returned  to  the  tribune.  • 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Simpson,  as  lie  €hampoo*d  Sir  Ro- 
mulus into  a  eitadine,  ^^you  made  a  t^rible  mistake  in  aocosting 
such  a  celebrated  character  as  Mr.  Odilon  Barrot  as  a  ctorcutier." 
'^Why  tlie  d--tdoes  he  look  so  Kke  a  pig-«tlcker,  Chen?"  growled. 
Sir  Romulus. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 


**■  Un  peu  moinsde  galanlerie  ; 
Je  sais  qu'aprte  an  cotillon, 
Yous  coorez  comme  un  postilioQ ; 
Ge  qui  n'est  pas  des  plus  honD^tes 
Pour  un  monsieur  tel  que  vous  6tes." 
La  Hentiade  travesiie. 

mon  te  ungueniorum  odor,  non  from  ealamistri  notata 
vestigiis  in  earn  cogilationem  adducebat  ?— CrcsRo. 


A  CHAPTSR  OF  ACaDSHTS.— ^BXTRAORSINABT  EFFECT  PRODUCED  BT  FANRT  ELSSLRR  S 
FBirr  OH  SIR  ROIfULUS'S  HEAD. — LADT  BUBBLE  IS  MORE  DECEIVED  THAN  EVER  IN  SIR 
ROMULUS.'— BR.  EPAMIROIIDAS  TRIPE  TRIES  A  HEW  EXPERIMEHT  ON  SOLU)  BODIES.^ 
'  LA  SUITE  d'UN  BAL  MASQUE.' 

It  was  only  by  continual  excitement,  and  that  useful  occupation, 
which  the  reader  must  by  this  time  have  perceived  that  Sir  Ro- 
mulus was  in  the  habit  of  giving  himself,  that  he  contrived  so  suf- 
ficiently to  banish  the  remembrance  of  his  recent  loss  of  thirty 
thousand  pounds,  as  not  to  let  it  appear  to  his  family  that  any  thing 
of  the  kind  had  occurred.  It  is  true  that  Mr.  McPfain  had  also  had 
due  intelligence  of  the  elopement  of  his  two  hundred  pounds,  and 
had  made  Marmaduke  acquainted  with  the  whole  transaction ;  but 
a  fellow-feeling  made  the  former  monstrous  kind,  and  kept  him 
silent,  while  Marmaduke  was  too  merciful  to  taunt  his  brother 
upon  his  folly  when  he  had  suffered  so  severely  by  it ;  on  the  con- 
trary, he  did  every  thing  indirectly  to  promote  his  amusement  and 
help  him  to  forget  it.  Moreover,  he  seemed  latterly  to  have  some 
secret  cause  for  gladness,  which  put  him  in  good  humour  with 
every  one,  and  every  thing,  and  only  left  him  fidgetty  on  the  score 
of  returning  to  England.  This  Sir  Romulus  promised  to  do  in 
April,  a  month  from  the  first  day  onwards,  which  he  always  con- 
sidered as  most  propitious^to  his  undertakings  and  proceedings. 
^^  Let  me  see,"  said  he,  taking  up  the  Galignani  the  day  after  his 
fracas  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  '^  what  is  to  be  done  this  even- 
ing? Oh,  to-night  at  the  Academic  Royale  it  is  the  ^  Vendetta,'  and 
afterwards  Fanny  Elssler,  in  the  'Tarenlule,' — the  very  thing! — 
as  we  shall  have  tinne  after  for  Tripe's  midnight  lecture." 

'f  You  may  have  what  midnight  lectures  you  please,  Sir  Romu- 
lus, but  I  certainly  shall  not  go  near  those  abominable  people ;  if 
there  is  one  thing  I  dislike  more  than  another,  it  is  science  and 
shuffling,  galvanism  and  gallevanling !  "  and  here  the  green  fan  iwas 
to  "  double  duty  bound." 

^' — Um — um — my  dear!  those  are  four  things,  and  you  may 
make  them  a  dozen,  if  you  like  ^  but  you'll  find  it  impossible  to  put 
a  stop  to  the  progress  oCknowl^dge." 

"  Yes,  I  know,''  said  her  ladyship,  leaving  the  room,  ''  that  il  is 
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impossible  to  put  a  slop  to  villainy  of  any  kind;  bul  one  need  not 
countenance  il." 

"Well,  Prudence,  are  you  for  the  opera  to-night,  and  your 
friend  Miss  Tripe's  afterwards  ? "  • 

"Oh  dear!  I  wonder  how  you  can  think  of  such  a  thing  !  and 
Mrs.  Damnemall  so  recently  dead! — the  Doctor  would  be  shocked 
beyond  every,  thing,  if  he  heard  it !-— as  to  Miss  Tripe,  I've  nothing 
to  say  against  the  woman,  but  she's  no  particklar  friend  of  mine— 
oh  dear,  far  from  it!  indeed,  there's  a  many  things  she  says  and 
does,  that  I'm  sure  the  Doctor  would  highly  disapprove  of;  for, 
he'd  look  to  a  prudent,  sensible  woman,  who  could  be  an  example 
Jo  his  young  people.  I  shall  go  to  Miss  Tripe's  'cause  that's  pri- 
vate, you  know." 

'*  Why,  surely,"  said  Marmaduke,  "  you  don't  wan't  to  marry 
the  man  the  moment  his  wife  is  dead ! " 

"  Oh,  dear !  I'm  confident  I  never  said  any  such  thing !  "  ex- 
claimed Miss  Prudence,  turning  up  her  eyes,  twitching  her  fingers, 
and  hurrying  out  of  the  room. 

"  Ye  gods  and  little  fishes !  "  said  Sir  Romulus,  as  Miss  Prudence 
closed  the  door,  "it  would  take  a]l  the  miracles  St.  Anthony  wai 
in  the  habit  of  parrying  about  in  his  portmapteau  for  the  benefit  of 
the  ladies,  to  make  our  womenkind  reasonable." 

From  the  ultra  movement  of  the  green  fan,  during  the  whole  of 
the  day,  Sir  Romulus  naturally  concluded  that  Lady  Bubble's  box 
at  the  grand  opera  would  be  too  hot  for  him  in  the  evening,  so  he 
repaired  with  Mr.  Simpson  and  Monsieur  Gataplan  senior  to  a  ^  stalle,' 
of  which,  however,  his  wife's  box  commanded  a  full  view.  Next  to 
bim  sat  two  couturi^res  of  no  very  extraordinary  personal  attrac- 
tions ;  but,  as  is  always  the  case  with  that  class  in  France,  extremely 
well  dressed.  Now,  as  the  chief  part  of  the  valuable  journal  Sir  Ro- 
mulus was  compiling  for  publication,  was  gleaned  from  the  rem- 
nants of  conversations  he  overheard  and  misconstrued  in  public 
places,  he  was  always  exceedingly  attentive  to  every  word  that  was* 
uttered  by  those  who  happened  to  be  next  to  him.  The  young  la- 
dies in  question  were  discussing  the  subject  upon  which  they  were 
most  conversant — dress.  Mademoiselle  M^lanie  was  complaining  of 
the  extreme  luxury  at  which  the  toilette  had  arrived,  and  the  cost- 
liness of  every  thing,  adding  with  a  sigh, — 

"  M6me  les  chemises." 

"  Ah,  dame!  Si  vous  portez  des  chemises!"  replied  Mademoi- 
selle Hortense,  shocked  at  her  friend's  invisible  extravagance. 

Sir  Romulus,  who  had  been  attentively  examining  their  faces 
during  this  colloquy,  now  drew  forth  his  tablets,  and  wrote  down — 

"  The  French  couturi^res  are  so  extravagant  that  they  wear  six 
chemises  at  a  time." 

He  had  scarcely  booked  this  piece  of  information,  when  the  ve- 
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heoieot  agita^tioo  of  tbe  green  fan  just  aboye  him  reeaHed  him  to  a 
sense  of  his  perilous  situation.  So,  asking  Mr.  Simpson  to  change 
places  with  bun,  he  imoiediately  seated  himself  between  thai  gentle- 
man and  Monsieur  Cataplan,  devotinf  his  attention  exclusivelf  to 
the  latter,  which  kept  his  iiead  turned  in  a  contrary  direction  from 
Mesdemoiselles  M^lanie  and  Hortense ;  this  caused  an  almost  instan- 
taneous cessation  to  the  movements  of  the  green  fan. 

''Urn— um"  said  Sir  Romulus  to  Monsieur  Gatapian;  "I  did 
not  understand  what  you  were  ordering  for  dinner  yesterday  .Cards ! 
-Hoards !  were  they  playing  cards,  or  yisiting  cards?  or  what?  I 
know  the  French  can  make  ^  sattt6s '  out  of  old  shoes  ^  but  I  did  not 
think  they  could  make  ^  salmis'  of  cards.'' 

^'  Non — non,  ce  sont  des  legumes,  on  ne  citait  autrefois  que  deux 
cuisiniers  &  Paris  pour  les  cardes  :  celui  de  Monsieur  le  comte  de 
Tess^,  premier  ^cuyer  de  la  Reine ,  et,  le  grand  Morillon,  qui  yit 
encore,  maia  ignore,  dans  Tindigence,  dans  Tobscurit^ !  malheu- 
reux  enfin  sous  tousles  rapports,  quoique  tr^s  en  6tat  encore  de 
trayaiUer.  Telle  est,  hilas !  la  desiin6e,  que,  gr&ce  h  la  R6volutiofi, 
ont  ^prouv^  presque  tons  les  grands  hommes  de  bouehe  de  la  fin 
du  dix-huiti^me  siMe  I ''  replied  Monsieur  Gataplan ' . 

"Um-r-um-.-the  reason. is,  that  the  Algerines  don't  yet  under-* 
stand  tbe  philosophy  of  reyolution,  nor  the  reyolutioa  of  philosophy." 

But  here  Sir  Romulus's  attention  was  withdrawn  from  '  les  grands 
hommes  de  bouehe.,'  by  ^  les  grandes  bouches  des  hommes,'  who 
scream  tbrough  that  ear--splltjing  din,  yclepeda  French  opera,  and 
who  were  now  excoriating  every  tympanum  in  the  house  in  the  last 
scene  of  tbe  ''  Vendetta."  In  self-defence  he  stopped  his  ears  and 
remained  silent  tilt  that  most  graceful  and  charming  of  dancers, 
Fanny  Elssler,  bad  enchanted  tbe  whole  house,  and  nearly  yirorried 
tbe  old  doctor  to  death  in  the  second  act  of  the  ^'  Tarentule."  There 
is  certainly  less  of  tbe  opera  dancer,  and  more  embodied  poetry 
about  her,  than.any  ^danseuse'  1  eyer  saw,  exce{Hing  Taglioni ;  but 
the  charming  Fanny  has  this  advantage  over  her  fascinating  rival ; 
her  witchery  extends  to. her  face;  and  while  ber  fairy  feet  come 
twinkling  to  the  earth  like  falling  stars,  and  leading  hearts  astray 
like  '  ignesfatui,'  her  beautiful  eyes  are  a  firmament,  eontajniog 
fates  far  deeper  and  more  fixed.  There  is  a  bee-like  fiutter  in  her 
delicate  limbs  that  seems  to  extract  honey  firom  motion  -,  and  where 
reality  intervenes,  which  is  in  her  repose,  it  leaves  imaginatiao  no- 
thing to  desire  or  to  suggest.  Beautiful  Fanny !  thou  art  one  of  me- 
mory's cameos,  which  time  hallows  but  cannot  efface. 

The  house  bad  echoed  with  re-iterated  rounds  of  applause— cha- 
plet  after  chaplet,  and  bouquet  after  bouquet  bad  been  showered 
down  on  the  charming  '  artiste,'  which  so  excited  Sir  Romulus,  and 

»  This  is,  verbatim,  the  account  given  of  Me  grand  MoriUon/  and  the  other  *  grands 
honraes^de  Bo<ohe,'  in  "<  Le  Mmiieldes  Amphilryons.'' 
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wrought  him  to  siich  a  pitch  of  eDthusiasm,  that,  forgetttng  ev^ry 
thing,  except  that  he  had  do  floral  offering  to  lay  on  ihe  shrine  of 
Terpsichore,  he  mechanically  raised  his  hands  to  histiead,  and,  in 
a  paroxysm  of  admiration,  flung  the  better  half  of  it,  namely,  Ws 
wig,  on  the  stage;  bat,  as  usual,  his  Tiews  being  too  extensive,  he 
missed  his  aim,  and  it  fell,  singeing  and  smoking  on  the  foot-^mps, 
amid  the  uproarious  laughter  of  the  spectators. 

' '  Um—uto — um — my  wig ! "  exclaimed  the  un  fortunate  baronet, 
putting  on  his  hat,  which,  IVom  the  want  of  its  usual  accompani* 
rnents,  was  a  world  too  large,  and  came  down  o?er  his  eyes  and 
ears,  as  be  followed  close  in  the  wake  of  Mademoiselle  M^lanie  and 
Hortense,  who  were  leaving  the  house.  As  they  did  so,  the  words, 
^^bah  masqu^''  fell  from  one  of  them,  and  the  sound  ascended  to 
Lady  Bubble's  box.  Now  it  was  all  very  well  for  Sir  Romulus  to 
tell  her  that  he  was  going  to  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe's,  but,  beipg 
as  quick  as  lightning,  it  was  only  for  one  spark  of  suspicion  to 
drop  on  the  tinder  of  her  imagination,  and  lo!  her  whole  brain 
ignited  in  a  moment.  She  had  seen  it!  had  heard  it  all!  What  had 
she  seen?— what  had  she  heard?  Why,  Sir  Romulus  leaving  the 
house  with  two  women,  who  widspered  each  other  about  going  to 
the  '  bal  masqu^'  with  him !  But  she  wo^ld  ^ow  them  that  she  was 
not  such  a  fool  as  they  thought,  notwithitandihg  falsslouchingliis  hat 
over  his  eyes  that  she  might  not  see  him.  '^  Oh  theia*t  of  that  man  !** 
Scarcely  had  Lady  BuU>le  reached  Meurice's  and  deposited  her 
youngest  daughter,  than  she  wished  her  good-night  and  pretended 
to  go  to  bed,  but,  in  reality,  descending  to  her  carriage,  and,  with 
a  trembling  voice  and  palpitating  heart,  ordering  Alcibiade  to  drive 
to  a  masquerade  warehouse  on  the  Boubevards  de  Gand.  Before 
she  had  got  half  way  a  fear  came  over,  her*— if  Sir  Romulus  should 
really  be  gone  to  Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe's?  She  had  better,  at  alt 
events,  try.  The  check  was  instantly  pulled— Alcibiade,  ih  another 
moment,  was  at  the  door. 

'^  Au  Dum^ro  quatre-vingt'^dix,  rue  Ba^se-du^Rempart,'*  said 
Lady  Bubble,  and  then  leant  back,  with  a  groan,  to  wait  the  event. 
Arrived  at  No.  90,  the  concierge  was  interrogated.  Sir  Romulus 
was  not  there! 

"  Was  he  expecled  ?" 
The  porter  did  not  know. 

It  was  all  as  plain  as  noon  day.  Lady  Bubble  was  a  miserable 
woman !  and  with  another  groan  Alcibiade  was  again  told  to  order 
the  coachman  to  drive  lo  the  masquerade  warehouse.  Now,  if  Lady 
Bubble  had  but  taken  time  to  reflect,  ^he  must  have  perceived  thai 
it  was  impossible  for  Sir  Romulus  lo  appear  at  a  soiree,  even  a 
scientific  one,  without  his  wig,  and  that  he  had,  in  all  probability, 
repaired  to  a  coiffeur's  lo  replace  his  recent  loss^  but  jealousy, 
which  has  a  thousand  self-created  eyes  to  see  what  docs  not  exist— 


4^8  THE   BUDGET  OF 

neyer  has  one  lo  see  what  really  does.  On  arriving  al  the  masquerade 
warehouse,  Lady  Bubble  found  it  difficult  to  get  a  domino  large 
enough  lo  cover  herself  and  her  suspicions.  Haviog  at  length 
selected  the  nearest  approach  to  it,  she  again  set  off  for  the  Acade- 
mic Royale,  where,  ordering  Alcibiade  and  the  carriage  to  wait,  as 
she  did  not  kiiow  how  long  she  should  remain,  she  proceeded  up 
stairs  *  au  premier,'  to  a  box  over  the  stage,  justly  concluding  that 
she  should  have  a  belter  chance  of  detecting  Sir  Romulus,  by  look- 
ing down  upon  the  crowd,  than  by  mingling  with  it. 

If  great  bodies  move  slowly,  they  at  all  events  move  safely,  for 
notwithstanding  the  concourse  of  people  that  thronged  the  lobbies 
and  salon,  Lady  Bubble  reached  her  box  in  a  perfect  state  of  pre- 
servation '.  "  Good  heavens!  what  a  crowd!— how  shall  I  ever 
discover  him  and  those  two  wretches?"  exclaimed  she,  as  she  looked 
down  upon  innumerable  Greeks,  Turks,  Monks,  Nuns,  Postilions 
de  Longjumeau,  and  naked  shoulders,  that  were '  gigoltering'  (for 
no  other  word  will  express  it),  through  a  galope  •,  "  but  yet  I  see 
that  none  of  the  men  wear  masks ;  so  at  all  events  if  he  is  here,  I 
shall  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  him  out."  Nevertheless,  dance 
after  dance,  and  couple  after  couple  passed  beneath  Lady  Bubble's 
eager  eyes,  without  affording  her  any  clue  to  the  demeanour  and 
misdemeanour  of  her  liege  lord.  An  hour  had  nearly  elapsed,  and 
she  was  almost  beginning  to  despair,  when  the  idea  struck  her  that 
Sir  Romulus  might  be  preserving  a  perfidious  incognito  at  some 
other  part  of  the  house  *,  so  first  taking  the  precaulioti  to  make  the 
t6ur  of  all  the  boxes^  upper  and^ower,  and  peep  into  each,  without 
success,  she  descended  and  mingled  with  the  crowd,  without  any 
other  escort  or  protection  than  her  faithful  green  fan,  which  she 
brandished  ever  and  anon,  so  as  to  strike  terror  into  the  heart  of  the 
guilty  baronet,  should  it  encounter  his  view,  but  in  vain !  She  had 
carefully  perused  every  unmasked  face  that  passed  her,  but  no  Sir 
Romulus  appeared — could  he  have  come  disguised  as  a  woman? — 
horrible  idea !  but  no— as  she  looked  at  the  female  figures  by  which 
she  was  surrounded,  she  could  not  think  so  little  of  her  husband,  as 
lo  mistake  any  of  them  for  him.  Her  eyes  had  been  fixed  for  a  few 
minutes  upon  a  scene  that  was  going  on  in  two  boxes,  attracted  no 
doubt  by  sympathy.    In  one  sat  a  gentleman,  who,  though  by  no 

'  Lackiiy,  Lady  Bubble  bad  not  to  be  tried  by  the  liberal,  enlightened,  and  truly  manly 
judge,  who  oflBciated  in  a  late  case  of  marital  tyranny,  who  so  equitably  and  moraliy  de- 
cided that  a  woman  capable  of  the  enormity  of  going  to  see  a  *  bal  raasqa^/  after  being 
turned  out  of  her  home  by  a  brute  of  a  husband,  ought  for  the  sake  of  morality .'  to  be  sub- 
ject to  every  pain  and  penalty  the  aforesaid  husband  should  think  fit  to  inflict.  However, 
men  are  quite  right  to  twaddle  amain  about  that  one-sided  virtue  which  they  truly  con- 
sider exclusively  feminine,  as  it  certainly  does  not  exist  among  their  own  sex.  Moreover, 
this  rigour  with  regard  to  ours  not  only  rivets  masculine  tyranny,  but  by  enforcing  the 
lock  and  key  system  for  women,  puts  every  vice  with  impunity  *  h  la  port^  des  bommes  :' 
and  as  long  as  women  as  a  sex  continue  to  be  as  foolish,  as  ignorant,  and  as  selfish  as  they 
are,  men  show  their  wisdom  in  exercising  (heir  meanness,  tyranny,  and  brutality  to  their 
'    uttermost  extent. 
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means  young,  had  a  ^faux  air  de  jeunesse,'  wbich  gave  him  the 
appearance  of  a  sucking  Bacchus :  not  apparently  being  able  to 
make  way  with  his  companion,  the  blue  domino,  who  sat  next  to 
him,  he  began  making  away  with  his  rings,  which  he  pressed  into 
ber  hand,  while  beneath  her  mask  sparkled  a  very  handsome  pair 
of  dark  'espi^gle'  Spanish  eyes,  which  seemed  more  willing  to 
receive  the  gentleman's  generosity  than  his  love.  While  all  this  was 
passing  in  one  box,  the  gentleman's  bigger  half,  an  unwieldy  lady 
of  some  fifty  years,  labouring  under  as  much  ugliness  as  flesh, 
and  as  much  ill  nature  and  gratuitous  malice,  as  both  put  together, 
sat  in  the  next,  enjoying  the  satisfaction  of  overhearing  the  whole 
scene.  Beside  her  sat  her  daughter,  a  well  educated  young  lady, 
bearing  a  striking  resemblance  to  a  wasp,  both  in  body  and  mind, 
and.  who  was  constantly  employed  by  her  amiable  and  judicious 
mother  to  mystify  her  father  in  his  *  affaires  de  coeur.' 

''Jessy,"  said  the  !fat  lady  to  her  daughter,  with  a  bitter  smile, 
^hich  displayed  at  the  end  of  her  mask  a  set  of  teeth,  which  the 
venom  of  her  tongue  had  evidently  turned  black ;  *'  we'll  pay  him 

oflf  for  this.  You  shall  write  him  a  letter  as  if  from  Madame , 

giving  him  a  rendezvous  at  the  end  of  the  'all^e  Matignon.'  and 
he  will  be  in  such  a  rage  when  he  finds  it  is  you!" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  'guftpe  de  seize  ans,'  ''  that  will  be  capital 
fun;  but  I  must  get  him  to  go  to  Manourit's  first,  or  I  shall  not  get 
my'  new  dress  for  Colonel  Thorn's  ball,  and  that  will  be  too  bad, 
after  we  have  worked  so  hard  to  get  there." 

"Hush,  my  dear  Jessy,  I  have  told  every  one  that  it  was  the 
Duke  of  B-^ — ^introduced  us  to  the  Thorns.  You  are  much  too 
frank  and  open." 

"Open!  mamma,"  said  the  young  lady,  with  a  congestive  sigh; 
"  why,  I'm  laced  as  tight  as  ever  I  can  be ! " 

"  Dear  Jessy,  you  are  so  witty !  I  thought  I  should  have  died  with 
laughter  at  the  manner  in  which  you  affronted  all  the  Americans  at 
General  Casse's  the  other  night,  saying,  whenever  they  spoke  to 
you — ^  Monsieur,  je  ne  comprends  pas  I'am^ricain.'  It  was  so  very 
clever,  for  none  of  them  ever  suspected  it  was  witty,  but  took  it 
quite  '  au  pied  de  la  lettre.' " 

Lady  Bubble  knew  the  parlies,  and^  in  common  with  all  who 
did,  disliked  them  much  and  despised  them  more,  and  although 
she  thought  every  wife  was  right  to  watch  her  husband  as  closely 
as  possible,  she  did  not  approve  of  their  daughters  being  employed 
to  do  so.  Accordingly  she  passed  on,  saying — "Thank  heaven,  my 
girls  are  at  home  and  in  bed."  Poor  Lady  Bubble !  but  we  must 
not  anticipate — in  the  midst  of  her  soliloquy  she  was  nearly  run 
over  by  the  rapid  approach  of  a  postilion  de  Longjumeau  driving 
with  rose-coloured  ribbons  four  ladies  abreast,  as  the  man  at  Fran- 
coni's  does  the  six  Arabians. 

"  Heavens  upon  earth  I  could  it  be!  impossible! — yes,  it  was — 
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the  perfidious  barooetl  who  notwiihstanding  (he  disguise  of  Ihe 
white  wig,  and  a  very  large  false  nose,  couhi  not  deceive  his  wife's 
peoetratioD.  No,  no— the  fece  was  iodeed  altered  in  all  bat  the 
colour,  but  in  the  figure  she  could  not  be  deceived,  for  Sir  Roma- 
Itts's  was  of  that  peculiar  kiod  to  which  Nature  has  been  so  lavish 
on  all  Sides,  that  she  cao  seldom  afford  to  furnish  one  city  with  two 
similar;  but  the  women,  who  vrere  tliey?-*their  masks  baflied 
detection,  so  she  instantly  decided  that  two  of  them  were  Madame 
Garmagnol,  and  Mademoiselle  Pauline  Manourit,  and  the  otiier  two, 
the  anonymous  grisettes,  she  had  seen  her  ^marito*  vdlh  at  ^e 
Opera  in  the  early  part  of  the  ev;^ing.  Crack  w^ent  the  whips  in  the 
postilion  galope,  and  on  rushed  Sir  Romulus  with  hfe  four  Jades, 
as  Lady  Bubble  called  them,  but  as  they  returned  with  the  same 
rapidity  with  which  they  had  passed  her,  Lady  BubUe  seized  the 
postilion's  arm,  exclaiming,  with  suppressed  rage--' ^  Oh  Sir  Ro- 
mulus !  is  not  this  pretty  conduct,  to  tell  your  tanily  thai  you 
were  going  to  Dr«  £^minondas  Tripe's,  and  then  to  come  here 
and  make  such  an  exhibition  of  yourself !" 

''  Eh--eh— Trip— Tripe^platt-ii?"  said  the  posUHon  de  Loag- 
Jumeau,  vainly  trying  to  extricate  hisarm  from  theDoctors'Oommoas 
sort  of  grasp  by  which  Lady  Bubble  was  retaining  it. 

'^  Oh !  yes,  it  is  very  well  to  resort  to  the  mean  subterfuge  of 
disguising  your  voice,  and  (U-otending  to  be  FraictH-but  thai  can- 
not deceive  me,  Sir  Romulus.'' 

^' — Sacre— ?  excuses — mais  je  ne  vous  oomprends  pas." 

'^You  comprehend  me  perfectly,  sir,"  retorted  the  lady  fiali- 
cally,  bringing  her  green  fan  in  contact  with  the  postilion's  shoulder 
— ^'  and  home  you  must  and  shall  come." 

Here  the  four  ladies,  laughing  exceedingly  at  the  dilenima  in 
which  they  saw  their  fat  ^oavaliero,"  set  ofif  with  other  partners,  and 
left  him  to  his  fate. 

''  C6me-rH;dme — most  c6me,  parbleu!  comme  de  raison  Je  suis 
confondu — mpi!  ah — ^,  mais  qai^es-vous  done?" 

^^  You  may  well  ask  who  I  am,  after  having  made  me  the  most 
miserable  woman  in  the  world — you  barbarous,  unfeeling,  incor- 
rigible man !  But  this  is  no  place  for  reproaches,  sir." 

'*  Sacre !  sacre !— connais  pas." 

^'  Really,  it  is  too  abominaUe,"  said  Lady  BubMe,  now  draggin/? 
her  victim  fbrcibly  forward,  ^  4o  continue  this  Jargon,  and  get  up  such 
a  good  French  accent  merely  to  torment  me,  and  screen  yourself ! 
you — who  cannot  speak  two  words  of  French  when  I  or  the  girts 
want  you  to  ask  for  any  thing— but  now  I've  got  you,  yoo  shall  n<it 
again  escape  me/' 

The  postilion,  who  was  a  'bon  bourgeois,'  firom  the  Porte  Saint- 
Antoine,  but  who  had  no  more  objection  to  an  adventure  than  if  he 
had  been  a  Marquis  deBelair,  now  quietly  resigned  himself  to  his  fate, 
and,  as  the  black  .domino  seemed  resolved  upon  carrying  him  off, 
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\vUhoui  gUiog  him  a  wie  in  the  prctceeding,  he  suffered  himself  to 
be  led  away  without  farther  resislaoce,  exclaimiDg,  philosophically, 
to  the  great  amuseoieDt  of  the  by-standers,  as  he  waved  bis  bat  in 
the  air,  and  its  pink  and  blue  streamers  floated  in  all  directions, — 
."Ma  toil  la  marcbe  des  id^es,  le  trionophe  des  principes  sont 
$ouinis  h  des  lois  qui  se  d^robent  k  la  feiblesse  humaine — soyons 
prCts  h  tous  les  sacrifices!"  and,  so  saying,  he  flung  his  arms  (as 
far  as  they  could  reach)  round  the  black  domino. 

"Hold!  ^r  Romulus,''  cried  Lady  Bubble,  repulsing  him,  'Mt 
is  not  by  such  public  demoni^ations  that  you  can  atone  for  private 
neglect/' 

"Bame,  si  vous  ne  voulez  pas  de  nioi,  pourquoi  m'en  trainer 
avec  vous?"  demanded  the  postilion.  But  Lady  Bubble  preserved 
a  dignitled  silence  till  she  reached  the  carnage,  into  which,  as  soon 
as  the  postiliOQ  had  insinuated  himself,  he  said  to  Alcibiade,  with 
a  '  maltre  d©  niaison^  air, — 

' '  A  J'b6tel !"  and  off  they  drove. 

We  will  merely  remark,  en  passan),  que  "rien  n'est  moins  en 
noire  pouvoir  que  notre  coeUr,  el  loin  de  le  commander  nous 
sooifiies  forc^  doi  lui  ob^ir !"  and  leave  Lady  Bubble  to  return 
home  with  her  eompaniou,  while  we  accompany  Sir  Romulus  from 
Monsieur  ia  Porte^  the  coiffeur's,  next  do(H-  to  Meuriee's,  where 
be  procured  as  good  a  wig  as  the  lateness  of  the  hour  would  allow ; 
but  which,  as  he  facetiously  remarked^pot  his  head  as  completely 
under  cover  as  one  of  the  new  penny-postage  envelopes  do  the 
letters.  Bis  head  once  more  decorateck^though  bi^  forel^ead  was 
by  far  too  much  hid  for  hi&  own  individual  taste  and  for  the  benefit 
of  phrenology — he  agaiii  got  into  his  carriage  and  drove  to  Doctor 
Epaminondas  Tripe's.  As  the  carnage  rattled  along,  Sir  Romulus 
exerted  himself  to  the  utternaost  to  compose  a  witty  impromptu 
either  upon  Jupiter  or  galvanism,  which  be  knew  would  be  the 
leading  subjects  of  conversation,  but  all  in  vaii>;  for,  as  he  himself 
said,  his  wit,  if  not  his  wisdom,  appeared  to  have  been  lost  with 
his  wig:,  Arrived  at  the  Rue  Basse-du<<Rempart,  the  time  which 
elapsed  between  his  ringing  at  the  door  of  the  premier  au-dessus 
de  I'entresol,  and  its  being  opened,  enabled  him  to  push  his  new 
wig  back  to  the  extremest  verge  whieh  safety  permitted,  and  criti- 
cally indelsd  must  the  goddess  of  chances  have  balanced  the  Hyperian 
chef-d'cBUvre,  (hat  it  was  not  like  '^Philip's  god-like  son,  fallen 
from  its  high  estate,"  from  the  terrible  bumble-bee-ing  in  Sir 
Romuius's  throat,  and  violent  shaking  of  his  head  when  he  encoun- 
tered iVIr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald,  ^nez-A-nez,'  upon  the  door  being 
opened ;  but  not  waiting  to  bandy  looks  with  him,  he  rushed  on 
into  the  salon,  which  he  entered  carp-fashion,  bounding  head- 
foremost. Indeed,  such  an  impetus  had  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald's 
appearance  given  to  the  baronet's  movements,  that  he  found  him- 
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self  at  the  opposile  end  of  the  room  in  less  than  a  minute  after  hu 
entree,  to  the  imminent  risk  of  the  equilibrium  of  Aliss  Tripe's 
chair,  though  she  sat,  according  to  her  usual  habit,  ^  k  la  Colossus 
of  Rhodes,'  with  ohe  foot  east  and  the  other  west.  Her  evening 
dress  consisted  of  a  sort  of  lavender-coloured,  coarse  sieye-like 
texture,  which,  I  believe,  is  called  Italian  net^  round  her  neck 
was  a  small  stiff  ruff,  tied  with  a  piece  of  rose-coloured  ribbon  -, 
above  it  appeared  her  face  and  very  Babylonian-looking  wig ;  her 
nose  more  resembled  a  lobster's  claw  in  shape  and  colour,  than  any 
thing  else,  while  her  enormous  ears  bore  an  equally  striking  like- 
ness to  the  body  of  the  fish  divided  and  the  shell  part  turned  out- 
ward; her  hay-coloured  mousta<^hes  at  night,  from  appearing 
lighter,  looked  as  if  they  had  been  manufactured  out  of  the  choke 
of  an  artichoke;  the  sleeves  of  her  gown  were  not  confined  by  any 
sort  of  wristband,  but  came  down  in  a  slope  over  her  enormously 
large  freckled  hands,  of  which  each  thumb  was  so  short  and 
lumpy  at  the  end,  that  it  appeared  as  if  it  wanted  a  joint  *,  in  one 
hand  she  held  a  small  black  paper  fan,  which,  whenever  it  embar- 
rassed her,  she  stuck  perpendicularly  between  her  knees,  which, 
on  those  occasions^  and  on  those  occasions  only,  she  approached 
for  the  purpose;  while,  in  the  other  hand,  she  held  a  coarse  lioeo 
pocket-handkerchief,,  with  which  she  occasionally  frotte'd  her  face^ 
her  feet  terminated  in  coarse  white  cotton  stockings  and  black 
leather  shoes,  bound  with  the  same  material.  With  the  exception 
of  the  members  of  the  Bubble  family,  every  man  in  the  room  was  a 
*  Savant,'  and  every  woman  a  'Blue.'  Near  Miss  Tripe  stood  a  cele- 
brated German,  Doctor  Stuffinmuchin,  renowned  for  a  treatise  he 
had  been  twenty  years  writing,  and  which  he  intended  publishing 
at  the  end  of  twenty  years  more,  upon  the  Physiology  of  Cutaneous 
Irritation.  Doctor,  Stuffinmuchin  was  exceedingly  tall,  gaunt,  and 
wolf-like  in  his  appearance,  and  wore  black  shorts,  as  trousers 
would  have  been  endless ;  his  mouth  seemed  to  have  never  decided 
what  shape  it  should  take,  and,  therefore,  had  taken  none ;  his  nose 
was  very  small,  very  red,  and  very  round,  like  a  turnip-radish  ;  his 
eyes  had  grown  exceedingly  like  his  spectacles,  being  large,  round, 
green  and  shiny ;  while  his  hair,  which  was  light  drab,  completely 
illustrated  the  description  of  some  man  in  particular,  or  man  the 
animal  in  general,  as  given  by  Thomas  Campbell,  in  one  of  bis 
poems,  being  "erect  and  free."  The  Doctor  was  evidently  deeply 
interested  in  a  conversation  he  was  holding  with  a  lady  who  sal,  or, 
rather,  fidgetted  about  a  sofa  near  him.  Like  Belinda  at  her  toilette, 
she  was  robed  in  vestal  white  5  but  some  unprincipled  person  having, 
at  an  early  period*  of  her  existence  possessed  her  with  the  idea  that 
she  had  a  beautiful  figure,  she  ended  as ''  the  lovely  young  Lavinia" 
began,  by  having 

**  No  stay'—^ve  innocence  and  heaven  I " 
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And  from  her  while  muslin  draperies  remaining  in  ^slatu  qao'  all 
I  he  year  round  she  seemed  to  have  become  a  convert  to  Lord 
Byron's  opinion,  that  the  real  was  far  better  than 

**  All  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  ideal."  • 

Her  face  was  of  the  discreet  order,  which  said  very  little,  but 
seemed  to  think  a  great  deal,  of  itself;  her  hair,  which  was  dark, 
was  neither  a  crop  nor  a  derth,  but  all  the  fat  leechy-looking  curls 
turned  back  the  wrong  way,  like  the  feathers  of  a  Friezeland  hen. 
As  we  before  said,  she  sat  upon  a  sofa,  her  right  foot  was  tucked 
under  her  in  the  oriental  style,  while,  from  the  rapid  movement  of 
her  fingers'  amid  the  indifferent  recesses  of  her  muslin  drapery, 
it  was  evident  that  she  was  giving  pradicai  illustrations  (which 
amounted  to  a  perfect  fantasia  on  the  Caledonian  violin)  of  Dr. 
Stuffinmuchin's  theory.  Towering  above  and  behind  this  lady  was 
a  tall  thin  figure  in  rusty  black  silk,  with  a  face  that  looked  as  if  it 
had  been  made  of  soot  and  then  rolled  in  flour — so  black  was  it, 
and  yet  so  while ;  her  nose  was  so  co-equal  with  her  cheeks,  that 
she  must  have  remonstrated  about  it  at  some  time  or  other-,  but 
Nature  had  ungraciously  answered  her,  '^You  have  a  nose,  and 
that's  flat."  On  her  head  was  a  something  via  cap,  but  having  the 
appearance  of  an  enchanted  rag-bag  turned  into  a  cobweb,  with 
large  bunches  of  ivy  flapping  round  her  face ;  the  idea  of  which 
she  no  doubt  took  from  the  seal  of  the  ruin  with  the  ivy  twining 
round  it,  with  the  motto  of  '^  En  adversity  fiddle.''  This  lady  was 
Qot  exactly  a  '^bel  esprit,''  she  was  merely  a  sort  of  amateur  phi- 
lanthropist, who  infested  every  house  in  and  out  the  neighbourhood, 
inquiring  into  the  children's  stuffings  and  studies,  and  into  their 
parent's  billings  and  bickerings^  and,  after  the  labours  of  the  day, 
she  haunled  literary  re-unions,  keeping  both  the  tea  and  the  talkers 
in  hot  water,  and  flitting  from  victim  to  victim  like  a  bat '  en  rdle  dc 
Perruche.'  She  was  now  dividing  herself,  by  keeping  one  hand  on 
the  back  of  the  sofa  and  the  other  on  the  back  of  a  stout  gentleman's 
chair.  This  gentleman  was  a  '  savant '  of  the  first  ord^r — a  Monsieur 
de  Fleur-de-Miel  \  he  was  a  great  naturalist,  and  had  lately  written 
a  very  profound  work  called  ^'  L'esprit  des  Singes,  ou  Ourangoutan- 
giana."  His  body  was  extremely  broad,  his  head  extremely  small, 
and  his  neck  extremely  short;  so  that  when  reclining,  as  at  that 
moment,  in  a  large  chair,  be  had  the  air  of  a  huge  tortoise  on  ils 
back  perfectly  powerless.  He  was  now  leaning  with  one  ear  towards 
a  table  covered  with  green  baize,  upon  which  Jupiter  was  reposing, 
trying  to  catch  the  sound  of  the  creature's  breathing,  while  with 
the  other  ear  he  was  endeavouring  not  lo  hear  the  incessant  cackhng 
laugh  with  which  the  black  lady  accompanied  all  her  own  sayings. 
On  one  side  of  the  chimney-piece  stood  Colonel  Lightbody,. Cosmo, 
and  Mr.  McPhin,  all  with  their  mouths  open  to  inhale  the  intellec- 
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lual  atmosphere  by  whkh  they  were  surrounded  ;  while,  on  (he 
other  side,  sat  Miss  Prudence  near  a  small  table,  upon  >whlch  was 
a  Iray  of  orgeat,  sirops,  foggy-looking  glasses  of  *eau  sucrde/ 
plates  of  geometrical-looking  sandwiches,  and  ^  compotiers,"  full 
of  a  particular,  and  luckily  a  rare  (!)  sort  of  cavier,  that  Ptolemy 
himself  would  have  been  deceived  into  thinking  was  a  '  b^bamer 
of  mummy ! 

Miss  Tripe  was  opening,  shutting,  and  rattling  her  fan  backwards 
and  forwards  with  one  hand,  and  on  one  side,  while  she  leant  her 
head  every  now  and  then  on  the  other  to  address  Dr.  Stufiinmuchin, 
which  she  did  in  the  hoarse  deep  whisper  of  a  link-boy  labouring 
under  a  severe  sore  throat;  and  she  was  gutturaUsing  through  one 
of  these  husky  whispers  just  as  Sir  Romulus  pitched  into  the  room. 

^^Umr— ua>--um"  said  the  latter,  as  soon  as  he  had  balanced 
himself  on  a  steady  footing,  after  his  first  plunge  forward ;  ^'  I  hope 
I  have  the  honour  of  seeing  Miss  Tripe  quite  well,  and  that  she  is 
nothing  the  worse  for  our  little  overthrow  of  yesterday  ?  '* 

''  Oh  dear,  no,''  ventriloquized  Miss  Tripe ;  for  the  sound  seemed 
to  issue  from  her  feet  more  than  from  her  head,  so  deep  and  far- 
fetched was  it;  '^  nothing  ever  hurts  me;  but  111  take  care  how  C 
e^et  go  in  the  same  boat  with  you  again ;  for,  as  Monsieur  Fleur- 
de-Miel  said  to  me  when  he  heard  it,— - 

**  Que  diable  alliez-Tous  fairs 
Dafiscettegal^eP" 

"•  I  am  very  late,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  ''  but  I  hope  the  doctor  has 
not  tried  his  new  experiment  without  me?'' 

' '  No ;  for  he  has  not  yet  made  his  appearance,"  replied  his  sister ; 
''but  I  suppose  he  is  detained  by  something  unusual." 

"  Ah,  just  so— just  so— a,"  assented  Colonel  Lightbody,  passing 
his  hand  across  his  forehead  as  he  spoke« 

"  Urn— um — um,"  bumbled  Sir  Romulus,  arming  himself  with 
a  tea-spoon  and  advancing  towards  the  table  where  Jupiter  lay,  in 
order  to  wage  war  with  his  quills ;  just  as  he  was  within  an  inch  of 
Ihcm  Monsieur  Fleur-de-Miel  seized  his  arm,  exclaiming, 

«*Arr6ie!t^demnlet! 
Gill  yas*ta  P  que  pr^tend»*tu  faire  ? 
Combattre  le  diea  du  tonnerre  ? 
Sais-ta  qa'au  fea  de  son  regard 
Tu  sauteras  eomme  an  petard?"  % 

'^  Blessmy  soul  I  you  don't  say  so !"  cried  Sir  Romulus,  springing 
back  several  paces,  which  nearly  brought  him  into  Miss  Tripe's  lap, 
who,  shaking  her  gown  with  both  hands,  as  if  to  get  rid  of  so  many 
crumbs,  walked  loathe  bell,  exclaiming,  ^^  Well,  it  is  very  strange 
what  has  become  of  Epaminondas : "  the  bell  was  manfully  pulled 
by  Miss  Tripe,  and  answered  by  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald,  at  whose 


THE   BUBBLE   FAMILY.  465 

adveni  Sir  Romulqs  took  the  precaution  of  slipping  behinid  the 
M'indow-curtain. 

"  Jonah,''  said  the  lady,  "  where  is  your  master??' 

''  Is  it  the  dochther,  ma'am?" 

'*  Yes,  to  be  sure." 

''  Sorrow  a  know,  I  know  where  he  is  by  this  time ;  liut  he  tould 
me  to  give  you  this  letter  when  the  quality  wid  be  gone."  And  here 
Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerald  rummaged  in  the  side-pocket  of  his  coat  for  a 
letter^  which  he  presented  to  Miss  Tripe. 

"Very  odd,"  said  she, "  to  go  away  on  a  Saturday,  when  he  knows 
all  the  people  come  ^  but  have  you  no  idea  where  he  is  gone  to?" 

"  He  said  something  or  other  about  a  nace  (niece)  \  at  alletints, 
it  is  to  some  mighty  grand  place— for  he  tuk  the  big  dheressing 
box  wid  him,  viid  all  his  best  lucks  (looks)  in  it,  and  his  new  calves 
rowled  round  his  boot-trees,  ma'am." 

Miss  Tripe  now  tore  open  the  letter.  "  What  a  fool!  ^'  exclaimed 
she,  when  she  had  hastily  read  it.  "  He  might  have  gone  on  for 
ever  if  he  had  not  gone  off! " 

"Um — um — ^um — gone  off!— is  that  the  galvanic  gun?"  said 
Sir  Komulus. 

^'  Gun !  no,  it's  the  galvanic  blade — and  I've  no  patience  witb 
tiim !  What  is  to  become  of  me  and  Jupiter,  and  all  the  skeletons? 
-^  lone  unprotected  wopian ! "  said  Miss  Tripe,  fanning  herself 
vehemently  with  her  right  hand  and  beating  the  floor.equally  rapidly 
^ilh  her  right  foot — "  there,  read  that,  and  you'll  see  what  a  pretty 
mess  we  are  all  in ! "  said  she,  putting  her  brother's  letter  into  the 
baronet's  hand,  who  read  as  follows  : 

*  *  My  dear  Thomasine, 
"Before  you  receive  this,  I  shall  be  many  miles  oii  my  way  to 
iNlce,  with  that  misguided  young  creature,  Mrs.  Lightbody,  who 
bas  conceived  a  violent  passion  for  me,  which  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at.  But  knowing  that  I  shall  at  least  lose  two  thousand  a  year,  by 
forfeiting  my  position  in  society,  I  did  all  I  could  to  reason  her  out 
of  ity  but  in  vain^  and  as  the  poor  creature  would  evidently  die 
without  me,  I  have  resolved  upon  this  sacrifice  to  socialism.  She 
bas  promised  eternal  gratitude,  and  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  be  able 
to  turn  her  to  account  in  some  shape  or  other.  You  need  not  send 
my  last  article,  entitled  <  Moral  Purity  the  only  Safeguard  of  So- 
ciety,' to  Guzzlecat  this  month,  as  he,  poor  fellow,  is  under  sentence 
of  death  and  not  likely  to  appear  again  in  this  world,  nor  indeed  in 
the  other,  till  he  has  said  'cordon  s'il  vous  plait,'  as  I  shall  do  in 
another  minute,  though  not  prior  to  quite  so  long  a  journey* 

' '  Your  affect.  Brother, 

"'  EPAMmONDAS  TrIPK." 

P.S.— A&  for  Lightbody,  it  is  impossible  his  face  ean  look  longer 

30 
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IhaD  it  always  does;  and  I  honeslly  told  the  sapient  baronet  on  the 
bridge  yesterday,  that  I  would  do  something  to-nighl  thai  would 
astonish  him  \  but  this  wa$  a  '  pons  asinor^im'  he  coiiM  not  get 
beyond." 

*'0h  the  Algerines!~lhe  Algerines!  *'  cried  Sir  Romulus,  wring- 
ing his  hands,  and  pulling  the  hind  part  of  his  wig  completely  in 
front;  '*The  sea— the  sea— and 'everything  connected  with  it,  has 
been  my  destruction !  First,  the  Submarine  Railroad — yesterday 
nearly  pulverized  by  an  upset  out  of  that  Algerine  of  a  roundabout, 
which  was  also  in  the  form  of  a  ship !— and  now  my  daughter  ruined 
by  thai  profligate  old  quack  with  his  galvanism  and  sea-bathing  !— 
Um— um— 'Um— I  shall  go  mad !  Lighlbody,"  said  Sir  Romulus, 
approaching  his  son  in-law,  "  you  must  blow  his  brains  out ! " 

''Ah— just  so— just  so^a,"  assented  Colonel  Lightbody,  without 
knowing  whose  brains  he  was  to  blow  out,  or  what  they  were  lobe 
blown  out  for;  and  then  perusing  the  letter  Sir  Romulus  pill  into 
his  hand,  he  exclaimed,  with  great  fortitude,  rubbing  his  hands, 
''  There's  an  end  of  that — I  never  will  see  her  again ! " 

''Well!''  exclaimed  Miss  Prudence,  as  soon  as  she  became 
acquainted  with  the  matter  under  discussion,  "Dr.  Damnemali 
always  said  France  was  no  place  for  young  women !  " 

"Eh!"  groaned  Mr.  McPhin.  "it  wad  hove  been  far  Alter  for 
him  to  hove  gone  off  with  Modemoiseile  Perpignon,  ond  no  one 
wad  hove  molested  him/- 

"Til  make  a  field*-marshal  of  him,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  *Mf  a 
'b^ton'  can  do  it!"     , 

"And  ril  make  htm  a  present  of  all  he's  got,"  said  Colonel 
Lighlbody,  "if Doctors-Commons  can  doit." 

"  Oh,  he  has  doctorVcommons  already,"  grinned  the  black  lady. 
"And  poor  fare  it  is! "  said  Miss  Tripe,  rocking  herself  back- 
wards and  forwards,  '^  when  he  loses  twottiousand  a  year  by  it." 

'*Um — um — um — ^we  lose  time,*'  said  Sir  Romulus.  "Pistols 
and  postilions  are  the  things!  ^* 

"  Eh !  si  I'homme  savait  bien  ce  que  c'est  que  la  vie  et  la  mort, 
il  ne  lesdoDnerail  pas  si  l^g^rement,"  philosophised  Monsieur  Tleor- 
de-MleL 

"Well  «ow,  do  you  know,"  said  the  white  lady,  proving  by  Ihe 
nervous  IwUchings  of  her  fingers  amid  the  recesses  of  her  drapery, 
as  she  spoke,  that  she  was  willing  to  do  so  on  all  occasions,  "  do 
you  kndw>  the  Doctor  was  a  sort  of  man  who  flirted  so  with  every 
one,  that  I'Oi^ver  thought  he'd  come  to  the  scratch! — bot  you  see 
hehasalHi!ftL'? 
"The  Algerines!  the  Algerines! — ^but  they  shall  pay  for  it!" 
^  muttered  Sir  Romulus,  rushing  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  Colonel 
Lighlbody,  Cosmo,  and  Mr.  McPhin.   In  the  passage  was  Mr.  Jonab 
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Fitzgerald  witii  his  hands  raised  arranging  a  lamp  against  a  wall ; 
and  bis  back  being  conveniently  turned  for  the  purpose,  and  des- 
peration making  every  one  courageous.  Sir  Romuhis  took  that 
opportunity  of  giving  hlffl  a  very  substantial  kicking.  Now,  as 
everybody  knows  that  the  exampleof  parents  has  more  effect  upon 
chikiren  than  their  precepts,  it  will  not  perhaps  be  a  matter  of  any 
great  astonishment  that  as  soon  as  Sir  Romulus  had  released  his  foot 
from  Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgeraki's  person,  Cosmo  darted  forward  like  one 
inspiiied,  and  applied  his. 

^'Ohl  oh !  murder !  murder !  wad  ye  be  afther  killing  me.  Och ! 
but  your  hoofs  are  three  divils  harder  than  the  ould  ones ;  if  I 
wancht  (once)  had  the  shaving  of  your  fine  cherry-eoloured  Ibcks, 
it's  I  that  wad  bring  you  tp  raison  my  lad.'' 

^^  Vary  weel  ond  discreetly  aimed,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  encoura- 
gingly, as  his  pupil  oontinued  his  gymnastics  against  Jonah's  de- 
fenceless form,  which  was  completely  pinioned  with  his  face  to 
the  walL 

^^ Bravo!  bravo!  Cosmo,"  said  his* sire,  patting  him  upon  the 
shoulder,  and  placing  a  purse,  containing  ten  Napoleons  in  his  hand, 
"'  Bravo!  I  had  no  idea^that  the  seeds  of  military  glory  would  ever 
develope  themselves  so  strongly  in  you.  I'll  enter  you  in  the 
Shropshire  militia  as  soon  as  we  get  home — ^I  had  once  thoughts  of 
the  navy  for  you*— liut  I've  now  done  with  the  sea  fbr  ever,  after  the 
way  the  Algerine  has  behaved  to  me  on  all  occasions." 

^^  Praise  is  the  hot-bed  of  enterprise,"  and  thus  commended, 
Cosmo  whispered  Sir  Romulus  to  know  whether  he  should  go  back 
and  kick  Miss  Tripe  too  ? 

'*  Um — um — no  my  dear,  that  would  be  dangerous ! " 

'^£h!  ye'll  bear  in  mind,  toy  young  friend,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,^ 
linking  his  arm  within  his  pupil's  as  they  descended  the  stairs, 
^Uhat  there  is  nothing  more  cowardly  than  fighting  on  une(j[ual 
terms,  and  there  the  odds  against  you  wad  be  equivalent  to  four 
to  one!" 

This  argument  was  so  conclusive  that  Cosmo  involuntarily  quick- 
ened his  pace  till  they  reached  the  carriage.  Misfortune  has  upon 
the  feelings  the  same  effect  that  moonlight  has  upon  a  landscape : 
it  softens,  mellows,  and  subdues,  all  that^  in  sunshine  would  be 
rugged,  harsh,  and  unpleasing,  and  such  was  the  effect  it  had  upon 
Sir  Romulus.  During  the  eight  months  that  he  had^4)e6n  in  Paris, 
he  had  never  returned- home  after  midnight  without  dreading  a 
curtain  lecture,  and  without  summoning  all  his  energy  to  brave  and 
to  defy  it  *,  but  now  every  feeling  was  summoned  to  a  council  as  to 
how  he  should  obtain  his  pistols,  which  he  always  kept  in  his  bed- 
room, without  awaking  his  wife,  and  hbw  he  should  most  gently 
break  the  sad  news  to  her,  in  the  letter  he  should  leave  befSore  he 
set  off  for  Nice. 
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' '  Prudence,"  said  he,  as  Ihe  carriage  slopped  at  Meurioe's,  "  you 
must  not  say  a  word  lo  my  poor  calamity,  till  I  break  it  to  her,  of 
that  Algerine  Mrs.  Lightbody." 

*'  Ah !  just  so— jus*  so  a— but  I  beg,  my  dear  sir,  you  won't  call 
her  by  thai  name  any  more,  as  I  intend  to  deprive  her  of  it  as  soon 
as  possible,*'  said  the  disbanded  husband,  butting  his  head  against 
the  side  of  the  carriage.  As  a  reward  for  his  late  valiant  attack  upoa 
Mr.  Jonah  Fitzgerakl,  Cosmo  was  given  permission  lo  accompany 
his  father  and  brother-in-law  in  the  expedition  to  Nice.  **  And  if 
we  don't  electrify  the  doctor,  in  return  for  all  the  times  he  has 
electrified  us,  my  name  is  not  BubUe!''  said  Sir  Romulus,  energe- 
tically flourishing  his  right  foot  as  if  to  keep  it  in  practice.  So  saying, 
he  left  his  relatives  and  Mr.  McPhin,  with  injunctions  to  be  ready 
-to  start  in  less  than  an  hour^  and,  having  ordered  six  post-horses, 
he  noiselessly  ascended*  the  stairs  leading  to  Lady  Bubble's  bed- 
room .  Arrived  at  the  last  landing  place  he  rummaged  for  his  pocket- 
handkerchief,  applied  it  to  his  eyes, '  en  r^gle,'  blew  out  the  candle, 
and  gooped  his  way  along  the  passage,  at  the  termination  of  which 
he  passed  his  hand  along  the  wall,  and  felt  for  the  handle  of  the 
dressing-room  door,  which  having  found  he  gently  turned,  and 
nmselessly  opened.  All  was  total  darkness  (the  persiennes  beiog 
closed  outside  the  windows),  save  a  faint  streak  of  light  that  gleamed 
from  under  the  bed-room  door.  Now  the  reader  must  know  that  as 
soon  as  Lady  Bubble  had  succeeded  in  capturing  the  ^postilion  de 
Longjumeau,'  she  brought  him  safely  home,  and  having  taken  the 
precaution  to  dismiss  her  maid  before  she  went  to  the  *  bal  masqu6,' 
she  walked  unobserved  and  unmolestedly  into  her  room  with  her 
companion,  whom  she  instantly  overwhelmed  with  a  volley  of  tears 
and  reproaches.  The  poor  postilion,  thoroughly  mystified,  only 
knew  for  a  certainty  that  there  was  some  mistake;  and  Lady  Bubble, 
not  having  taken  off  her  mask,  and  he  not  knowing  what  might  be 
under  it,  thought  at  all  events  he  would  be  on  the  safe  side, — so, 
with  great  difficulty  kneeling  down,  he  seized  her  hand,  and  panted 
out  an  harangue  about  '^ramour  le  plus  tendre,"  and  ^^fid^lit^ 
^terneller' 

'^  Nonsensel  Sir  Romuhis,  this  is  a  mockery !''  said  she,  leaning 
back  in  the  ^  berg^e'  into  which  she  had  ttirown  herself  by  the  bed 
side,  fanning  «hersclf  violently  with  one  hand,  and  tearing  off  her 
mask  with  the  other. 

^'  Gr^nom !"  muttered  the  postilion,  trying  to  rise  with  the  assist- 
ance of  the  bed,  and  nearly  falling  in  the  attempt ;  but,  having  at 
length  regained  his  feet,  he  trusted  to  their  fidelity  to  convey  him 
without  loss  of  time  to  the  door,  which  Lady  BubUe  perceiv- 
ing, she  darted  after  him,  and  locking  it  secured  the  key  in  her 
bosom. 

^'  No,  Sir  Romulus,  you  shall  not  return  to  that  scene  of  iniquity, ' 
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said  she,  reseating  herself,  and  pointing  to  an  opposite  chair  for  the 
postilion,  ^^and  you  shal)  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say.'' 

^^  Enfln  I  me  voila  done  le  prisonnier  d'une  tieille  sorci^re !  ah  I 
la  jolie  suite  d'un  bal  masque!  cried  the  postilion,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  flinging  himself  into  the  chair,  elongating  his  feet,  which 
were  raised  in  the  air^  while  be  tattop'd  with  his  heels  on  the  floor, 
and  knocked  the  top  of  his  whip  backwards  and  forwards  against 
bis  closed  teeth,  a  proceeding  which  fr<Hn  its  contemptuous  a{>pe^r- 
ance  greatly  exasperated  Lady  Bubble,  who  eommeaced  a  fresh  ti- 
rade of  tears  and  invectives,  ^^  Ah !  Qa — mais  pour  qui  done  me  pre- 
nez-vous?'' asked  her  companion. 

''  Really,  Sir  Romulus,  your  persevering  in  the  nonsense  of  pre- 
iending^  to  be  French,  is  too  provoking ;  but  if  I  sit  here,  and  watch 
you  all  night,  you  shall  not  escape  me !' 

In  similar  questions  and  replies,  more  than  an  hour  elapsed, 
when  tbe  fire  going  out,  and  the  atmosphere  growing  very  chilly, 
the  ^mari  maJgr^  lui'  fellfiast  asleep,  which  accounted  for  the  total 
silence  that  reigned  just  as  Sir  Romulus  opened  the  dressing-rootii 
door — ^but  before  he  had  reached  the  centre  of  the  room,  the  pos- 
tilion awoke,  and  rubbing  his  eyes  and  seeing  Lady  Bubble  sitting 
opposite  to  him,  as  large  as  life,  he  exclaimed,  with, a  sonorous 
yawn—"  Mais  diable— je  veux  m'en  aller— moi !" 

"Barbarous!  obstinate!  vicious  !  abandoned!  unfeeling!  un- 
principled man !''  sobbed  Lady  Bubble. 

"  Urn — um — poor  thing !  she  is  thinking  of  me,"  thought  Sir  Ro- 
mulus, standing  still,  and  pausing  in  the  swimming  evolutions,  with 
which,' with  outstretched  arms,  he  was  steering  through  the  darkness. 

"Mais,  par  exemple,  ma ch6re  Madame  Gobemouchc,  le l^le  k 
t^le  n'est  pas  des  plus  agr6ables — Je  veux  me  coucher,  ou  je  veux 
m'en  alter,"  said  the  postilion,  in  a  loud  and  delermined  key — 

* '  Um — um — um — this  is  no  joke ,  who  the  deuce  has  she'  got  with 
her  at  this  hour?"  and  so  saying,  Sir  Romulus  boldly  advanced  to 
the  door,  and  quickly  turned  the  handle  •,  which  not  yielding  to  his 
efforts,  he  next  knocked  loudly. 

"  Who's  there  ?"  cried  Lady  Bubble. 

"  Moi,"  replied  Sir  Romulus,  in  a  squeaky  feigned  voice,  like  the 
wolf  in  "  Little  Red  Riding  Hood.' 

"  And  who  is  moi?"  re-interrogated  her  Ladyship. 

"Moi !"  reiterated  Sir  Romulus. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?"  asked  Lady  Bubble,  who  had  now  comp 
close  to  the  door. 

^'  To  find  out  who  you  have  got  locked  up  with  you  at  Ibis  hour," 
Ihought  Sir  Romulus  ^  for  which  reason,  he  prudently  said  nothing. 
Lady  Bubble  repeated  her  question— but  still  no  answer  ^  when  cu^ 
riosity  preponderating,  she  unlocked  the  door,  cautiously  opening 
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i(  but  a  very  little  way ;— bat  little  as  it  was,  it  was  wide  enough  for 
Sir  Romulus  to  beh(dd  his  fac-stmile-^tbe  postilion. 

^'The  Algerine!"  exclaimed  he,  pushing  open  the  door,  and 
rushing  forward :  but  before  he  could  adyanejs  three  steps,  Lady 
Bubble  had  uilered  a  loud  shriek^— and  by  flinging  herself  into  his 
arms,  in  a  fainting  state,  completely  preYentedhis  advancing  another 
ste)[> :  in  vain.  Sir  Romulus  struggled — ^his  arms  being  free,  and  the 
violent  efforts  he  made  with  them,  to  g[et  at  the  intruder,  only  caused 
the  weight  of  his  better  half,  thus  hanging  round  his  neck,  to  push 
him  more  effectually  against  the  wall,  where  they  both  staggered  and 
fell,  locked  in  each  other's  arms.  The  postilion  taking  advantage 
of  this  little  moment  of  conjugal  excitement,  seized  a  candle — made 
for  the  door — ^rushed  do^n  stairs— screaming  :  ^'  cordon,  s'il  reus 
pldtiV  and  before  Sir  Romulus  had  succeeded  in  regaining  his 
equilibrium,  and  picking  up  Lady  Bubble,  was  half-way  down  the 
Rue  de  Rivoli,  turning  the  corner  into  the  Rue  des  Pyramides. 

^'  Madam ! ''  said  Sir  Romulus,  flinging  Lady  Bubble  with  great 
effort  into  the  arm-chair,  at  the  foot  of  which  she  had  fallen — ^^  what 
is  the  meaning  of  all  this?  '* 

^^  Oh  I  Romulus !  I  had  no  idaya  you  would  ever  so  deceive  me," 
sobbed  sh^  falling  at  his  feet 

<<  Um — um — urn — I  fear  the  deception  is  all  the  other  way." 

^'  Heaven  is  my  witness!"  exclaimed  Lady  Buttle,  throwing 
up  her  arms^  as  she  remembered  to  have  seen  Mrs.  Siddons  do  ia 
'  Mrs.  Haller,'  with  great  effec^^'^  that  I  never  had  a  thought  but 
you!" 

^'Um — um — um-^ women  have  no  business  to  think — um — um 
um — especially  when  their  thoughts  are  embodied  in  a  d— ^  French 
postilion,  six  feet  high  :  the  devil  is  busy  with  my  family,  seem- 
ingly, for  not  content  with  my  daughter,  he  wants  my  wife  too." 

''  Your  daughter?  what  of  your  daughter?  "  said  Lady  Bubble^ 
but  before  Sir  Romulus  could  reply,  she  had  poured  out  the  whole 
history  of  her  jealous  visit  to  the  ^  Bal  Masqu^-, '  her  having  mis- 
taken the  postilion  de  Longjumeau  for  him,  and  t|ie  subsequent  cap- 
ture she  had  made  of  his  liberty ! — ^^  indeed !  indeed !"  concluded 
she  ^^ — my  dearest  Ronmlus,  I  have  told  you  the  truth,  the  whole 
truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth  ! " 

"  Um— um — I  hope  so,"  said  Sir  Romulus,  now  suffering  her  to 
throw  her  arms  about  his  neck  without  repulsing  her;  for  there 
hung  such  truth  about  her  words  that  he  did  ^'  not  dare  to  doubt 
them. "  ^*  I  hope  so ;  for  one  such  business  at  a  time  is  quite  enough 
in  any  family." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Romulus  ? " 

''Um — um—um — ^I  mean,  my  dear,  that  nature  intended  that 
mothers  should  look  after  their  daughters,  which  you  have  not 
done,  but  never  th^^l  wives— um — um— should  look  after  their 
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husbands !  which  you  have  done.  The  coosequence  is,  thai  Al- 
gerine,  Mrs.  Lightbody  has  gone  off— aod  no  roislake-sftnd  1  have 
Gome  hoipe  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  and  found  you  locke(Lup 
with"— 

''  Oh,  Sir  Romulus ! ''  interrupted  Lady  Bubble,  plaeing  her 
hand  across  bis  mouth. 

''  All  by  mistake,"  concluded  the  baronet,  who  io  his  turn  gava 
an  explanation,  as  far  a»  he  knew  them,  of  the  particulars  of  hi» 
daughter's  elopement,  and  his  intended  journey  in  pursuit  of  her.. 
Poor  Lady  Bubble,  who  now,  for  the  first  time  ii^  her  life,  had 
really  something  to  be  miserable  about,  did  net  shed  a  tear,  but 
giving  one  groan,  and  muttering  ''God  forgive  her!  for  I  nevear 
will! '  began  mechanically  busying  herself  in  helping  her  husband 
to  prepare  for  his  departure,  by  dusting  the  pistols,  which  Sir  Ro- 
mulus had  not  touched  since  the  morning  of  his  eloquent  prati^ 
from  the  window  of  the  hotel,  and  which,  unlike  Werter,  he  did 
not  kiss^  such  difference  is  there  between  lovers  and  husbands-^ 
even  among  fools  and  madmen.  In  another  hour  Sir  Romulus  and 
suite -were  '  en  route'  for  Nice,  where,  on  the  third  day,  they  ar- 
rived ^  and  where  some  hours  elapsed  before  they  couU  ascertain 
the  hotel  where  the  guilty  pair  had  taken  up  their  abode.  At  length, 
having  done  so,  and  armed  himself  and  his  'garde  du  corps'  with 
relays  of  stout  sticks.  Sir  Romulusi  reached  the  fidtel  du  Midi  jusi 
as  the  doctor  had  solved  a  problem,  and  was  sitting  down  to  break**- 
fast,  with  that  satisfaction  which  the  oonseiousness  of  having  sur* 
mounted  a  diiSculty  always  inspires. 

"  My  dear,''  said  the  doctor  to  his  companion,  a  minute  or  tw4 
before  the  door  opened  and  Sir  Romulus  and  his  siaff  made  their 
appearance,  "  wid  you  like  a  divil." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  Eppy,  provided  it  is  a^ever  one  like  yoo,"  rer 
plied  the  lady,  patting  the  dQctor's  salt-petre  looking  cheek.  ''  Bill 
why  did  you  not  take  that  nice  house  we  saw  yesterday ;  it  wouM 
have  been  so  much  better  than  an  hotel  for  us ;  more  retired  in  the 
first  place,  and  cheaper  io  the  next." 

"  Why,  you  see^  my  dear,  1  heerd  that  Mr.  Foxskla,  who  ran 
away  with  Mrs.  Gosling,  had  been  hving  there ,  and  apparences  are 
ivery thing  in  ttiis  world-,  for  the  less  we  practise  it,  the  more  ne*- 
cessary  it  is  to  talk  about  morality.  If  you  obsarve,  all  my  set  write, 
and  talk,  and  spachefy  a  power  about  virtue  and  moralit^y,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  .which  laves  us  all  quite  indepindant  of  such  a 
troublesome  and  clogging  commodity  in  our  actions*  Oh,  my  dear ! 
talk  is  a  mighty  fine  thing!  in  fact,  it  is  the  gravitation  of  sdciely  I 
Sa3^(see)  the  time  the  Whigs  have  clung  to  oifice  by  it,  and  the 
shottls  (shoals)  of  maneness,  (meanness)  lies,  dirty  tricky,  and  other 
thriiles  it  gits  thim  through !  Give  me  that  other  loaf,  my  dear. 
I  wonder  what  your  legal  long-shanks  is  about?'' 
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'  '*'  I  hope  making  the  tea  I  told  him  to  be  sure  and  get  for  me/' 
giggled  Mrs .  Lightbody . 

V  At^li  eviots,  my  dear,  we  have  supplied  him  with  hot  wafer 
enough  for  the  purpose/'  replied  th»  doctor,  attacking  a  fourth  egg; 
but  before  he  had  time  to  discuss  it,  the  door  opencki,  and  Sir  Ro- 
muhis  appeared,  leading  a  van  of  seyen  or  eight,  including  the 
servants,  all  twice  armed  with  large  bludgeons.  Mrs.  Lightbody 
screamed,  upset  the  breakfast-table,  and  Oew  to  her  ^caTaliero*  for 
protection ;  but,  as  Sir  Romulus  made  straight  for  his  back,  he  un- 
derstood the  danger  of  concussion  between  solid  bodies  too  well  not 
to  take  every  precaution  to  avoid  it;  so,  flinging  Mrs.  Lightbody 
from  Uim  as  a  good  swimmer  vrould  a  garment  that  encumbered 
him,  he  ducked  his  head,  and  darted  with  the  velocity  of  lightning 
and  the  circuitous  movement  of  an  eel,  under  a  piano  that  stood  at 
the  opposite  side  of  the  room ;  but,  unfortunately,  just  as  he  was  no 
doubt  thinking  ^'  how  sweet  it  was  in  harmony  to  dwell/'  Colonel 
Lightbody  kicked  the  instrument  (which  was  a  Hght  cottage  piano  on 
casters)  vehemently  aside,  and  nothing  was  left  for  the  doctor  but  to 
recur  to  what  half  a  century  ago  had  been  a  pastime  to  him,  and  now 
begin  '  nolens  volens,'  (Haying  at  leap  frog ;  but  a.  heavy  heart,  and  a 
stiff  back,  are  not  auxiliaries  calculated  to  insure  success,  in  a  game 
requiring  so  much  agility,  consequently  the  doctor,  who  had  sundry 
remnants  of  lumbago  and  rheumatism  hanging  about  him,  lost  his 
balance  and  pitched  upon  his  nose  in  attempting  an  alHoilr  ^  pas  de 
grenouille '  forward  to  avoid  Sir  Romulus's  proffered  civility  ^  but 
alas !  a  great  man  generally  involves  others  in  his  fall ;  and,  as  the 
baronet  stretched  forward  to  seize  the  doctor  by  the  collar,  his  own 
foot  slif^d,  and  he  also  fell  full  length  over  the  former^  not,  how- 
ever, before  he  bad  secured  his  wig,  which  he  had  grapiHed  at  in 
his  foil.  Thus  released  by  the  false  hold  the  baronet  had  taken,  and 
being  of  a  slight  and  wiry  make,  Doctor  Tripe  made  a  great  effort 
to  separate  mind  from  matter,  and  at  length  succeeded  in  with- 
drawing himself  from  under  Sir  Romulus,  when,  not  to  lose  time 
he  darted  on  his  feet,  and  across  the  room  to  the  door^  but  before 
he  could  reach  it.  Sir  Romulus,  who  was  lying  on  his  stomach,  and 
vainly  flinging  out  bis  feet  behind,  like  the  second  position  in 
swimming,  began  flourishing  the  bay  wig  that  had  lately  contained 
so  much  wisdom,  and  screaming  out,  ^^  Stop  the  Algerine !  stop 
the  Algerine ! — I'll  make  a  ghost  of  the  first  that  lets  him  pass." 
'  The  word^  ghost*  roused  all  Cosmo's  spirit,  and  extending  his 
arms,  not  indeed  to  embrace  the  doctor,  but  to  impede  his  progress 
and  prevent  his  escape,  as  people  do  insubordinate  donkeys,  colts, 
and  cows  who  have  a  fancy  for  going  beyond  bounds,  he  presently 
succeeded  in  securely  clasping  Doctor  Epaminondas  Tripe's  thin, 
lath-like,  cast-iron  figure,  when  Colonel  Lightbody  and  three 
servants,  bringing  up  the  rear,  set  upon  him  so  effectually  and  so 
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"  unmercifully,  (hat  the  Doctor's  ejaculations  of  bodily  agony  com- 
pletely drowned  Sir  Romulus's  encouraging  exclamations  of 
' '  Bravo !  bravissimo !  that's  right  I  go  it ! ''  accompanied  by  clapping 
the  floor  with  his  right  hand,  while  he  supported  himself  on  his  left. 

'^  Oh !  oh !  oh ! — my  ribs !"  roared  the  Doctor,  by  way  of  echo 
to  the  last  two  blows. 

''Ah  !— just  so— just  so— *a— teach  you  for  the  future  not  to 
meddle  with  other  people's  ribs,  you  scientific  old  sinner!"  said 
Colonel  Lightbody. 

Here  Mrs.  Lightbody  heroically  threw  herself  into  the  ^m^l^e,' 
exclaiming  \ ''  Kill  me  if  you  will,  but  you  shall  not  murder  him  I" 

Sir  Romulus,  though  still  unable  to  regain  his  footing  among  the 
group,  was  not  so  completely  floored  as  to  lose  that  playful  and 
elegant  wit  for  which  he  was,  on  all  occasions  and  under  all  cir- 
eumstances  so  distinguished,  now  screamed  out: 

'^  Go  on ! — ^go  on !  never  mind  her  I-r-hang  all  French  fashions ! 
T-She  has  had  Tripe  '  k  la  pouletle'  long  enough — now  let  her 
have  it  in  the  English  style— with  plenty  of  hatter ! — ^plenty  of  bat-( 
ter !— do  you  approve  of  that,  Lightbody  ?" 

"  Ah !  Just  soHust  so  a— but  for  variety's  sake,  let  her  have  a 
little  'cervelles  en  marinade'  with  it,"  said  Colonel  Lightbody, 
aiming  another  blow  at  that  part  of  Doctor  Tripe's  iorehead  where 
he  himself  had  so  lately  suffered  so  severely. 

''Eh,  but  I  thank  yer.noo  os  complete  a  mummy  os  aver  ye 
lectured  upon,"  said  Mr.  McPhin,  giving  the  final  blow  to  tl^ 
unhappy  Doctor,  and  then,  walking  over  with  two  servants,  helped 
to  pick  up  Sir  Romulus.  The  landlord  of  the  Hotel  and  severd 
waiters  had  now  Joined  the  party,  and,  at  Sir  Romulus's  CMamand, 
proceeded  to  secure  Mrs.  Lightbody,  who,  screamed,. kicked,  and 
talked  very  bigly  about  prosecuting  them  for  their  infringement  on 
the  liberty  of  an  English  subject  ^  notwithstanding  which,  she  was 
forcibly  borne  away  to  the  carriage  by  her  father's  orders,  exclaim- 
ing, as  she  went,  that  no  human  power  should  long  separate  her 
from  her  adored  Epaminondas!  Mcanwluie,  her  husband  and  fa- 
ther, considering  her  adored  Epaminondas  as  completely  beaten  as 
a  retreating. army,  left  him  to  Plaisters  and  Philosophy,  Meditation 
and  Mathematics,  while  they  retraced  their  steps  back  to  Paris. 
Two  days  after  their  arrival  in  that  city,  the  Bubble  family  returned 
to  England,  all  more  or  less  discontented  with  their  continental 
'  s^Jour.'  It  was  no  wonder  that,  after  his  daughter  had  evinced  so 
much.  Sir  Romulus  should  be  a  little  '  d^goClt^'  with  philanthropy, 
the  result  of  which  was^  that  he  committed  his  Journal  to  the  flames^ 
containing  so  many  valuable  hints  on  the  cause  and  effect  of  Revo- 
lutions, and  commenced  a  physiological  work,  endeavouring  to 
prove*— and  iu  which  he  did  prove,  to  his  own  and  Lady  Bubble's 
perfect  satisfaction  —  that  Galvanism  and  Sea-Bathing  were  the 
whole  and  sole  causes  of  the  demoralization  of  Modern  Europe ! 
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CONCLUSION. 

<' Never  heed  whal  Cynics  (ell. 
Of  the  faithlessness  of  love : 
Bound  by  virtae's  golden  spell. 
Like  yon  fired  star  above,  . 
I  have  seen  it  shining  through 

The  longest  night  of  human  woe, 
Till  hope  began  to  bloom  anew. 

And  all  her  witching  smiles  bestow. '^ 
Mrs.  Geawpoed. 

"  Je  pnis  vons  marier,  ipadame ,  k  pea  de  frais ; 
Le  moode  est  tout  reinpU  des  beareux  que  j'ai  isits*" 
Mmm  Ejolb  db  Gnuuuun. 

All  that  nature  has  given  us  of  good,  or  of  fine,  of  deticacy,  or 
of  sensibility  in  our  ciiaracters,  are  only  so  many  weak  points  for 
the  world  to  take  advantage  of,  and  attribute  folly  to  us  in  (heir 
stead ; — are  you  generous,  you  will  have  the  reputation  of  extra- 
vagance ^-if  you  endeavour  not  to  exceed  your  means,  ttiat  comes 
under  the  denomination  of  stinginess-— if  you  call  vice,  vice,  and 
dare  to  condemn  it,  however  successful^— and  virtue,  virtue,  and 
presume  to  defend  and  uphold  it  against  that  foul  wliiripool— society, 
you  are  thought  coarse  and  violent,  two  things  unpardonable,  es- 
pecially in  a  woman — an  animal  who  has  but  three  privileges  wrhich 
she  is  unmolestedly  allowed  to  avail  herself  of-«-imbecility,  cunning, 
and  endurance.  Are  you  devoid  of  selfishness,  you  are  an  easy  fool, 
who  do  not  mind  what  is  done  to  you  or  what  is  taken  from  you  \ 
have  you  a  heart  easily  moved  at  seeming  alfliction,  you  are  an 
excellent  target  for  your  friends  to  aim  every  impostor  at,  of  whom 
they  wish  to  disembarra^  themselves.  If  you  have  met  with  much 
treachery,  ingratitude,  vulgarity,  and  impertinence^  from  more 
than  one  of  your  acquaintance— which  if  your  position  is  either 
unfortunate  or  unprotected,  you  most  assuredly  have*-*theii  there 
are  divers  laments  over  your  quarrelsome  disposition,  which  won't 
allow  you  to  keep  well  with  any  one ;  if,  on  the  contrary,  you  treat 
the  delinquencies  of  your  friends  (!)  with  sovereign  contempt— 
which  after  all  is  the  wisest  plan>— and  rid>  on  with  them  the  same, 
tihen  that  just  and  wdl-Judging  monster,  called  society,  howls  a 
dirge  upon  your  m^nness  and  want  of  spirit  !--*4he  only  way,  ^^cui 
senatus  singularibus  verbis  gratias  egit,"  is  to  pay  the  world  i»ack 
in  its  own  coin,  and  for  the  few  whose  minds  are  loo  straigiit  to 
wear  the  warped  garment  of  hypocrisy,  they  should  in  self-defence 
take  reflige  in  the  arctic  regions  of  reserve,  and  not  show  that  tbey 
are  made  of  '^  penetrable  stuff. 

Ever  since  the  night  Cecil  had  lent  Mrs.  Damnemall  his  carriage 
to  take  her  home  from  the  Mansion  House,  Miss  Damnemall,  who 
had  been  in  town  for  a  month  since  her  mother's  demise,  made  a 
point  of  asking  him  to  lend  it  to  her  not  only  every  day,  but  every 
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hour  in  (he  day  *,  this  at  length  became  such  a  nuisance,  that  he  had 
serious  thoughts  of  making  the  young  lady  a  present  or  a  carriage 
and  horses  in  order  to  retain  the  use  of  his  oVn.  It  was  now  April, 
London  was  very  full,  and  the  day  of  Miss  Deiville's  long*talked  of 
fancy-ball  had  arrived — had  it  been  a  Whig  plot  to  shoot  Her  Most 
Gracious  Majesty  into  popularity,  greater  excitement  could  not  have 
prevailed — those  who  were  invited  were  running  mad  after  their 
dresses,  and  those  who  were  not  were  running  mad  after  invitations. 
Cecil  was  sitting  with  his  feet  stretched  out  against  the  fender,  the 
newspaper  in  his  hand,  listening  to  the  retreating  sound  of  his  own 
chariot  wheels  on  their  way  to  Southampton  Street  to  take  Miss 
Damnemall  and  her  friend,  Mrs.  Whabble,  out  shopping,  (we  must 
in  strict  confidence,  but  in  Justice  to  Miss  Damnem6Al,4;onfess  that 
this  lady  it  was  who  instigated  her  to  ail  her  demands  for  Mr. 
Howard's  carriage)  when  Gertrude  entered  the  room,  and  gliding 
behind  her  brother's  chair,  placing  her  hands  on  his  shoulders,  and 
kissing  his  cheek,  said, 

'*  You  are  cohiing  to-night  to  Miss  Belville's,  brother  mine,  arc 
you  not?'' 

'^  I  don't  know,''  said  Cecil,  with  a  sort  of  spoilt  child  pout,  as 
if  he  wanted  to  be  petted  into  doing  what  he  most*  wished  to  do ; 
'*  I  don't  know — I've*  no  carriage  in  the  first  place,  and  I  don't 
know  the  lady  in  the  next,  as  she's  never  thought  fit  to  be  ad  home 
when  r  ve  called." 

'*  As  for  your  first  reason,  it  is  not  a  reason  but  an  absurdity," 
laughed  Gertrude  ^  "  and  as  for  the  second  excuse;,  it  is  even  more 
ridiculous— surely  among  us  all  your  high  and  mightiness  might 
find  <otne  mode  of  conveyance ;  and  as  to  the  lady's  never  being  at 
home  when  you've  called,  thanks  to  your  own  obstinacy,  you  never 
have  called  but  once,  and  that  was  yesterday,  and  she  was  out,  or 
only  having  returned  to  town  the  day  before,  perhaps  did  no  choose 
to  be  at  home." 

*  'Well— I  suppose  I  must  go,  since  you  insist  upon  it,"  smiled  Cecil. 

"  Oh,  I  insist  upon  nothing  ;  only  if  you  do  come,  you  must 
come  early,  as  I  want  to  show  you  the  house." 

"  *  There's  no  compulsion,  honey,  only  you  must,'  is  that  it!" 
laughed  Cecil,  kissing  Gertrude's  pretty  little  hand,  which  returned 
the  salute  with  a  slap—-''  but  has  not  Miss  Delville  a  friend  staying 
with  her  ?  who  is  she  ?" 

**  Twenty  times  you've  asked  me  that,  and  twenty  times  I've 
answered  you  no,  you  ft>olish  boy,"  said  Gertrude. 

*'  Very  strange !  who  could  it  be?"  soliloquised  Cecil. 

Here  the  door  opened,  and  Girouelte  announced  Mr.  McPhin, 
who  darted  into  the  room  as  if  Mademoiselle. Perpignon  had  been 
after  him. 

"  Eh,  Maister  Hoord,  y'ell  axcuse  the  leberly  I  lak,  sir,  but  I'm 
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delighted  to  see  you  again/'  said  the  worthy  man,  dropping  bis  bat 
and  stick  simultaDeously  out  of  each  hand  od  the  floor  as  Cecil  ex- 
tended both  his  to  receive  him. 

^'  Ond Miss  Monners,  sir  ?  the  dear  yong  lady,  hoye  ye  heerd ony 
tidings  of  her  lately  ?'' 

But  the  crimson  flash  of  Cecil  clieek,  and  the  quivering  of  his  Up, 
as  he  pronounced  the  word  ^'  no,"  made  Mr.  McPhin  sensible  that 
he  had  committed  some  great  blunder,  though  he  did  not  exactly 
know  how,  so  clearing  his  throat,  headded  with  great  empressement : 

^'£hem — ehem — ^it's  the  auld  leddy  I  meant  to  be  asking  for, 
Meestress  Monners,  but  my  tongue's  like  Kiksey wicksy,  rather  opt 
to  stumble.'' 

'^  Qb,  she  is  quite  well,"  said  Cecil,  smiling  at  the  promptitude  of 
the  poor  tutor's  subterfuge. 

"  This  is  a  sad  business  about  Mrs.  Lighfbody !"  resumed  Cecil ; 
^'  how  does  poor  Sir  Romulus  bear  up  under  it?" 

^^  £h,  with  tolerable  defience,  sir ;  it  a'  comes  of  this  confooded 
morriage ;  it's  you  ond  I  thotare  weel  out  of  it !"  replied  Mr.  McPhin, 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life  feeling  both  proud  and  happy. 

*'  By  the  bye,  Mr.  MThin,"  smiled  Gertrude,  '^a  Tery  prelly 
young  lady  who  has  a  fancy  ball  to-night,  has  expressed  a  wish  to 
see  you,  having  heard  much  about  you,  I  think  she  said  from  Ma- 
demoiselle Perpignon. 

"Mum,"  groaned  Mr.  McPhin,  "aude  (I  have)  no  foncy  for 
young  leddies,  especially  such  os  I'm  raccommended  to  by  Made- 
moiselle Perpignoq." 

**Weil,  but,"  laughed  Gertrude^  "there  will  be  some  excelleol 
music  there,  will  not  that  tempt  you." 

"Why,  mum,  with  regard  to  music,  aum  (I  am)  of  the  same 
opinion  OS  Don  Antonio  de  Guevara,  Bishop  of  Mondonedo,  Preach- 
er, ond  Historiographer  to  the  Emperor  Charles  the  Fifth,  wba 
used  to  obsarve  that '  music,  poetry,  valour,  ond  love,  are  the  four 
sides  of  folly,'  not  but  what  each  might  be  commendable  enough  in 
its  way  with  discretion,  but  because  thot  the  hke  parts  generally  fall 
to  the  lot  of  persons  of  inconseederable,  weak,  and  slender  judg- 
menis  * ." 

"  Then  you  won't  go,"  laughed  Cecil  and  Gertrude  both  together. 

"I'd  rather  be  axcused,"  said  Mr.  McPhin;  "besides  I  reaDy 
can't,  OS  I  hove  to  escort  Lady  Bubble  to  Dr.  Domnemall's  Cbopei 
in  Holborn,  for  ye  see  she  takes  Mrs.  Lightbody's  conduct  in  the 
Methody  line,  while  puir  Sir  Romulus,  I  fear,  wiH  presarve  the  re- 
collection of  it  in  brondy  if  he  gangs  on  os  he's  begun." 

"And  do  you  like  going  to  Dr.  Damnemall's  Chapel  ?"  asked  Cecil. 

*  For  this  sapient  remark,  see  a  most  ridiculous  old  book,  i>age  47,  written  by  llli^ 
worthy,  published  in  Portugal,  and  iranslatwl  into  English  in  1697,  entilled,  "The  Go- 
vernmenl  of  a  Wife,  or  wholesome  and  pleasant  advice  to  Married  Men." 
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^'  Augh  doDU  dislike  it ;  it's  a  cool  ond  pleasant  place  enough ;  ye 
see  Momselle — hoving  turned  Catholic — neyer  shows  her  face  there 
by  ony  chance.'' 

^^  And  do  you  never  persuade  her  to  go  ?''  laughed  Cecil. 

^'£b,  sir/'  cried  Mr.  McPhin,  starting  on  his  feet,  pulling  a 
letter  out  of  his  pocket,  and  hastily  buttoning  up  his  coat,  '<  it  wad 
not  be  right  to  antroduce  Purgatory  into  the  Church  of  England 
sarvice;  but  here  is  a  letter  (ond  thot's  what  I  came  about)  that 
Sir  Romulus  wishes  forwarded  to  thot  unnatural  curiosity,  Miss 
Tripe,  immediately." 

And  so  saying,  notwithstanding  Cecil's  proffered  hands,  Mr. 
McPhin  took  his  leave  by  respectfuUy  bowing,  and  backing  out  of 
the  room. 

'^  Poor  Mr.  McPhin,"  said  Gertrude,  rising,  '^  the  name  of 
Mademoiselle  Perpignon  effectually  drove  him  away.  Well,  good 
bye,  Cecily  I  shall  come  for  you  at  half-past  nine,  so  don't  keep 
me  waiting." 

^'  Half- past  nine  is  very  early,"  said  Cecil  ]  but  before  he  could 
finish  the  sentence,  Gertrude  was  gone, — and,  strange  (o  say,  he 
was  ready  at  half-past  nine ! 

^'  To  Miss  DelviUe's,"  said  Gertrude,  as  soon  as  her  brother  got 
into  the  carriage. 

''  But  are  we  not  ridiculously  early?"  said  Cecil. 

<  ( jfo — I  wish  to  introduce  you  to  her,  before  all  the  people  come. " 

Cecil  made  no  reply;  and  they  both  relapsed  into  silence,  till  the 
carriage  stopped  in  Whitehall,  and  the  echo  of  the  thundering 
knock  aroused  them. 

'^  Ah,  this  is  the  right  style  of  house"  said  Cecil,  looking  round 
at  some  of  the  chef-d'oeuvres  of  sculpture  in  the  hall,  as  he  and 
Gertrude  ascended  the  wide  snow-white  marble  staircase,  and  their 
footsteps  fell  noiselessly  amid  the  veh et  pile  of  the  violet  and  gold- 
coloured  Axminster  carpets. 

The  large  folding  doors  of  the  drawing  ropms  were  of  plate  glass, 
with  a  massive  treltis-work  of  richly  gilt  carving  over  them,  on  the 
outside;  while  violet  velvet  curtains,  embroidered  with  golden 
violets,  fell  before  them  from  within,  so  as  to  conceal  the  rooms 
from  the  gallery.  These  rooms,  which  were  magnificent  in  them- 
selves, and  so  long  as  to  be  three  or  four  times  divided  with  Acolite 
pillars,  and  richly  gilt  Corinthian  capitals, — were  also  rich  in  pic- 
tures of  the  best  masters,  all  of  which  were  skilfully  lit  from  Psyche 
lamps,  held  by  statues ;  while  the  light  from  these  lamps  was  again 
artfully  reflected  from  the  mirrors  that  intermingled  with  the 
paintings  and  carvings  of  the  ceiling.  The  suite  was  terminated  by 
a  beautiful  conservatory,  so  lit  as  to  resemble  daylight;  and  at 
either  end  were  two  fountains,  the  silver  and  tinkling  sound  of 
whose  waters  accorded  weU  with  the  chef-d'oeuvre  of  sculpture  that 
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was#pkiced  near  each,  one  of  which  was  Gibson's  '^  Hylas  and  the 
Nymphs,"  and  the  other,  Wyatt's  "  Nymph  stepping  into  a  Balh.'' 
A  profusion  of  beautiful  Eastern  birds,  wilh  Iheir  gorgeoas  plu* 
mage,  seemed  perfectly  contented  and  happy  in  an  artificial  tem- 
perature resembling  their  native  atmosphere,  while  ^^  all' Arabia 
breathed'*  around  them.  At  the  end  of  (he  conservatory  was  a  small 
fairy-like  door  of  carved  ivory  and  gold,  opening  into  a  boudoir 
that  might  have  belonged  to  Titania.  The  curtains  were  of  the 
palest  pink  satin,  with  white  lace  over  them,  and  frilled  with  the 
most  delicate  Mechlin  imaginable,  as  were  the  pillows  of  the  sofa, 
which  wer^  made  of  the  same  material.  There  were  a  few  small 
modern-shaped  chairs,  of  ivory  and  gold ;  and  others  in  the  form  of 
*•  prie  Dieu,'  whose  old  poinH^ce  coverings — thrown  out,  as  they 
were,  by  the  soft  pink  lining — gave  them  tbe  appearance  of  old  ladies 
blushing  to  look  young.  The  walls  were  also  of  pale  piok  satin, 
with  lace  fluted  over  them.  There  were  no  pictures  here,  bat  ex- 
quisitely done  small  enamels,  in  deeply  carved  silver  frvnes,  in 
imitation  of  the  old  open  carving  of  branches  and  birds.  Each  small 
picture  was  suspended  with  shrings  of  pale  rose-coloured  ribbon, 
fastened  with  rosettes  of  Mechlin  lace. 

The  few  books  that  were  in  the  room^-^nd  which  rested  on  an 
ebony  table,  inlaid  with  green  and  white  ivory  and  gold-- were  all 
bound  in  green  velvet,  with  filagreed  gold  clasps  and  cornMs.  One 
large  silver  modern  Roman  lamp,  with  chains,  hung  from  the 
centre  of  the  room;  while  in  each  corner  were  high  bronce  giran- 
doles, in  the  ^  iris'  or  '  fleurs  de  lis'  form,  the  stems  and  leaves  of 
which  were  bronze;  but  the  lilies,  which  were  studded  thickly 
about  them,  so  as  to  imitate  nature,  were  of  white  ground-^lass, 
with  lamps  in  each  of  them,  that  shed  the  softest  yet  most  briQiant 
light  possiMe.  The  only  piece  of  sculpture  in  the  room,  was  an 
exquisite  group,  under  a  canopy  opposite  Ihe  fire-place,  of  a 
Sleeping  Cupid,  and  a  Psyche  in  the  act  of  stealing  the  lamp.  The 
sleeping  marble,  which  had  that  delicate  glow  through  the  llesh 
that  Praxiteles  had  the  art  of  infusing  into  his  statues,  actually 
seemed  to  breathe, — and  the  bosom  of  the  Psyche  to^palpitate  from 
suppressed  breathing,  as  one  finely  modelled  finger  was  pressed  on 
her  beautiful  Jips.  The  head  was  partly  turned  back,  and  there  was 
an  iinploring  and  resistless  loveliness  about  the  whole  figure,  that 
gave  one  the  idea  of  its  being  the  embodied  soul  of  the  sleeping  God. 
A  harp  and  a  piano  completed  the  furniture. 

'^I  will  leave  you/'  said  Gertrude,  with  a  sort  of  triampbant 
smile  '^  to  look  for  Miss  Delville.'' 

She  closed  the  door  before  Cecil  could  reply.  He  did  not  know 
why,  but  his  heart  beat  violently — there  was  something  in  the 
atmosphere  of  the  place  that  he  seemed  to  love  and  to  know, 
though,  to  his  knowledge,  he  had  never  been  there  before.   The 
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fact  is,  there  is  a  mysteHous  sympathy  in  nature ;  an^  (he  air  of 
any  place  that  has  been  frequently  impregnated  with  thoughts  of 
us  by  others,  finds  its  way  to  our  hearts,  and  in  its  lurn  creates 
thoughls^  of  them,  i^enuine  love,  if  not  virtue,  approaches  nearer 
to  it  than  anything  else^  for  when  real,  and  untainted  by  ulterior 
motives,  there  is  about  it  a  purity,  a  sublimity,  a  sifi^Iicily,  and 
a  nature,  so  totally  devoid  either  of  vanity  or  of  ostentation,  {heA 
both  its  aim  and  its  reward  centre  wholly  within  itself.  Yet  so 
different  is  it  from  all  other  self-existing  resources,  that,  far  from 
making  us  independent,  it  makes  bondage  absolutely  necessary  to 
existence !  Alas !  that  lore  should  be,  in  our  life,  the  same  unen- 
durable point  that  our  little  life  is  in  the  wide  space  of  Time!  Love's 
delirium  is  to  fancy  itself  eternal !  while  its  chief  attribole  is  oon- 
slant  changfr--«ot  indeed  of  object,  for  thmi  it  is  no  longer  love 
— ^but,  like  the  moon,  though  its  sphere  Is  ever  (he  same,  and 
its  every  ray  is  reflected  from  another  source,  yet  its  own  phases 
are  continlii^y  varying,  and  inftuencing  the  destini^  which  ft 
either  mars  or  makes.  After  all,  love  a«  4)est  is  a  malady,  and 
often  a  fatal  one,  nhose  Aiost  favourable  symptom  is  perhaps  a  sofi 
melancholy, — with  suflQcient  memory  in  it  to  make  us  dream,  and 
sufficient  hop6  to  gild  those  dreams  into  fulurily ! 

Cecil  walked  to  and  fro,  with  a  restlessness  that  he  could  not 
control  ^-^then  he  sal  down,  but  it  was  only  for  a  moment; — and 
the  next  he  was  pacing  the  room,  as  though  by  so  doing  he  thought 
he  should  find  a  solution  to  his  own  complicated  and  burning 
(houghtsv.  A  magnificent  album  lay  upon  the  table ;  over  it  was  a 
filagree  of  gold  work,  studded  with  uncut  rubies  and  pearls.  He 
opened  it ;  some  beautiful  drawings  met  his  view,  but  could  not 
rivet  his  attention;  and  he  turned  listlessly  over  the  leaves,  till 
he  was  startled  by  seeing  a  song  in  his  own  hand-writing  that  be 
had  written  ihore  than  two  years  before,  in  a  book  of  Theresa's, 
but  not  that  book.  Where  was  he?  Did  he  dream?  He  passed  his 
hand  over  his  eyes,  and  mechanically  read  the  following  words  : 

**  My  soul  is  like  a  bee^-"ladeni  ladeo, 
With  honied  thoughts  of  thee,  maiden,  maiden ;  m 

Hei  the  sweets  I've  rifled  leave  thee  as  fair, 
As  buds  that  have  trifled  with  summer  air,    . 

Or  hlush'd  'neath  the  aun  1 

"  Life  is  but  a  streftm  sparkling  on  its  way» 
On  whose  banks  we  dream  tbro'  youth's  sultry  day : 
While  bright  hope's  rosy  smile  dimples  the  hours, 
Which  love  to  beguile  has  strew'd  o'er  with  flowers, 

LikeachUd  atplay! 

'*  Still  on  the  stream's  rushing  Its  arrowy  course, 
Now  gliding,  now  gushing,  now  silvery,  now  hoaise. 
Now  o'er  margins  of  roies,  now  OTCf  shoals, 
Tin  a  whirlpool  closes  o'er  all  the  rash  souls 

Who  braved  its  deep  waters  t 


480  THE  BUDGET  OF 

"  Tlieii,  maiden,  together  still  let  nt  dreem 
Ob  the  fresh  heather,  leaving  the  stream 
*  ^       *     To  the  restless  who  seek  all  that  weWe  foand 
In  lore's  sheltered  creek :  for  eternity  boand# 

Hope  anchors  in  hea?en ! " 

"  What  ifM  all  this  mean? ''  exclaimed  Cecil ;  ^^  my  lines !  my 
|7ritiD|t!  can  she  have  given  them  (o  another?— Yet,  no,  who 
else  wouM  oare  to  have  them — ^Theresa  roust  be  staying  with 
this  Miss  DelYille— hut  whaf  is  that  to  me!  she  can  never  be 
anything  to  me  now ! '' 

He  had  scarcely  arrived  at  this  very  unsatisfactory  conclusion, 
when  the  sound  of  a  door  opening  gently  at  his  back  cmised  bim  to 
turn  round,  when  he  perceived  a  large  dog's  head'peering  through 
the  doorway,  and  at  which  he  had  scarcely  looked  before  he  re- 
cognized his  faithful  old  friend,  Bruno. 

^^  Bruno!  poor  Bruno!  you  lm*e,  too,  is  it  possible?  He  had  no 
sooner  pronounced  Ike  dogVname  thiig  the  animaUbo'Unded  for- 
ward, an0  in  another  laomeni  his  paws  were  on  his  lonner  master's 
shoulders,  his  cold  nose.badmade  the  tour  of  hit  face,  and  his  cries 
of  delight  had  echoed  through  the  room,  while  his  tail,  like  Mr. 
O'Gonneirs,  seemed  bent  upon  levelling  every  ttiing,  for  it  swept 
several  bo<^  off  of  the  adjoining  table.  In  the  midst  of  these 
greetings  between  the  two  friends  the  door  again  opened,  and  three 
figures  ai^)eared^  the  first  was  Gertrude,  and  the  second  a  man 
wearing  the  glittering  armour  of  the  Knight  of  the  Star  of  the  East, 
that  had  caused  Cecil  such  bitter  uneasiness  at  the  tournament— in 
short  it  was  no  other  than  Lionel  Manners,  leading  in  his  niece 
in  the  dress  of  £dith  Plantagenet.  Cecil's  first  impulse  was  to  rash 
forward,  nor  was  there  anything  very  repulsive  in  the  blush  on 
Theresa's  cheek  or  in  the  tears  that  filled  her  beautiful  eyes,  as 
she  extended  her  small,  white  hand,  and  placed  it  tremUingly  in 
his; — still  he. started  back,  as  he  faltered  out, 

''  By  what  name  am  I  to  have  the  hap the  honour  of  ad- 
dressing you?" 

"  Either  by  that  of  Theresa  or  of  Delville,"  replied  Miss  Man- 
ners, smiling,  and  cordially  shaking  Cecil's  unresisting  but  equally 
uncomplying  hand. 

^^  Then  I  have  to  congratulate  you  on  your  marriage,"  said  Ce- 
cil, growing  deadly  pale,  and  dropping  her  hand. 

^^Come,"  said  Mr.  Manners,  who  compassionated  the  intense 
agony  depicted  in  his  face,  ^^  sit  down,  and  I'll  see  if  I  cannot  com- 
press the  last  two  years  into  a  few  words,  and  bring  you  to  ibe 
point  you  are  anxious  to  arrive  at.  My  eyes  were  not  so  old,"  con- 
tinued he,  ^'that  they  did  not  very  clearly  perceive  before  I  had 
been  many  days  domiciled  with  my  relations  how  matters  stood  be- 
tween you  and  Theresa  -,1  saw  that  you  adored  her," — Cecil  looked 
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grateful— ^' but  that  you  did  not  know  how  to  love  her" — Cecil 
looked  aflat  and  indignant  denial.  '^It  is  nevertheless  perfecllf, 
true,"  said  Mr.  Manners,  in  answer  to  his  looks,- ''for  it  is  the' 
easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  aay  man  to  adore  a  beautiful,  amiaUe, 
and  fascinating  woman,  but  there  are  very  few  who4now  how  to 
love  her,  and  you  were  among  the  number.  Yes,  I^re^eat  it,  sir, 
although  you  were  to  frown  all  the  lights  in  the  room  into  darkness^ 
you  were  among  the  number,  for  you  were  jealous  without  a  cause. 
Jealousy  is  a  God,  inasmuch  as  it  creales  every  thing  out  of  nothing, 
but  it  is  also  the  most  heinous  of  idolaters — a  self-worshipper,  -saw- 
crificing  all  things  on  the  altars  of  its  most  foul  superstition,  even 
to  the  immolation  bf  the  idol  it  affects  to  invoke — ^in  short,  it  is  tbe 
lamp  of  Psyche,  which  loses  all  in  seeking  too  much.  I  saw  you 
(hen  with  this  lamp  in  your  hand,  seeking  your -destruction  from 
morning  till  night;  this  I  did  not  ^much  care  about,  but  when  I 
rec^ollected  the  fiend-like  po^ever  which  nhe  law  allo^,  and  the  gor- 
dian  knot  with  which  custom  has  secured  tbM  power  to  man,  I  did 
care  tm  see  a  f  oung,  piire,  fond,  coniding  heart,  expQse<|  to  such 
an  ordeal,  by  being  placed  within  the  pale,  and  subjected  toallihe 
relentless  tortures  arising  from  the  omnipotence  of  a  marital  inqui- 
sition. What  was  to  be  done  ?  There  was  no  sudden  impulse  in  your 
jealousy — no,  it  was  a  sort  of  predisposition  in  your  nature,  and 
therefore  I  dreaded  it,  for  what  arrives  by  slow  and  quiet  degrees^ 
whether  in  morals  or  in  physics,  is  always  decisive  and  inevitable ; 
I  saw  that  yours  was  a  character  which  met  misfortunes  by  antici- 
pating" them,  recoiled  from  them  with  honor  when  met,  and  then 
performed  a  useless  penance  of  unavailing  regrets  over  results  whicb 
a  little  conduct  and  a  little  prudence  on  your  part  jnight  have 
avoided:  I  therefore  resolved  upon  a  test  by  which  you  should  be 
reformed;  or  reap  the  fruits  of  your  broken  promise  of  amendment ; 
you  khov^  ihe  result  of  my  experiment,  for  the  failure  of  which  you 
have  no  one  to  blame  but  yourself.  I  then  determined  upon  remov- 
ing my  niece  from'  the  influence  of  a  man  who,  not  being  capable  of 
managing  bis  own  happiness,  was  certainly  not  fit  to  be  trusted  with 
hers ',  but  compassionating  her  lingering  weakness  in  your  favour^ 
I  yielded  to  her  entreaties  of  remaining  another  month  in  England 
after  your  departure  for  London;  during  that  month  you  had  the 
grace  neither  to  approach,  write  to  her^orin  any  way  to  vindicate 
your  conduct,  or  sue  for  a  pardon  that  you  did  not  deserve — a  pro- 
ceeding which  while  it  alienated  you  from  her  good  graces,  rein- 
stated you  one  step  in  mine,  and  in  this  antipodical  frame  of  mind 
we  sailed  for  India,  Theresa  not  caring  one  straw  for  you— don't 
interrupt  me,  my  dear— being  fully  convinced  of  the  truth  of  the 
report  that  you  Were  about  to  be  married  to  Lady  Annette  Lovell." 

^' Good  God !"  interrupted  Cecil. 

"  If  either  of  you  say  another  word  V\i  leave  the  room,  and  sail 
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for  Gaicuttanett  week.'*— Cecil  bowed — Theresa  smiled — and  Mr. 
MaoDers  resumed.  ^^  Well,  when  we  arrived  in  India,  difficult  as 
you  may  find  it  to  believe,  I  assure  you  Theresa  found  a  host  of  ad- 
mirers, and  among  others  a  very  pld  acquaintance  of  mine  and  a 
perfect  CroBSus,  Arthur  Delville^^Cecirs  breath  came  short  and 
quick^^^  for  Ibe  last  thirty  years  all  the  bales  of  marriageables  im* 
ported  from  England  had  done  their  best  to  secure  him  but  in  Tain ; 
however,  Ihough  he  was  by  this  time  old  enough  to  know  better,  he 
proposed  for  my  niece.'*-^ 

^^  And  she  accepted  him ! ''  gasped  Cecil. 

''No,  sir,  she  did  not.' 

''  Thank  you,  thank  you,  God  bless  you  I "  ^id  Cecily  not  well 
knowing  what  he  was  saying. 

''You  need  not  thank  me,  for  I  did  all  I  could  to  make  her  marry 
him-^but  perhaps  she  was  right,  for  notwithstanding  his  protesta- 
tions that  he  should  never  foi^et  her^  in  less  than  three  mooths  he 
went  off  wiih-^the  yellow  feter^  first  having  had  the  complaisaDce 
to  make^bis  will,  leaving  ber  one  million  six  hundred  thousand 
pounds  fbr  havifig,  as  he  expressed  it,  had  the  virtue  to  refuse  the 
same  when  mortgaged  by  a  disagreeable  old  fellow^  but  wbose  name 
he  trusted  she  would  not  refUse  to  take  now  that  it  was  disencum- 
bered of  himself;  well,  sir,  would  you  believe  it,  Theresa  had  do 
sooner  got  this  little  independence  than  she  fancied  henelf  her  own 
mistress,  end  wanted^  right  or  wrongs  to  return  to  Eogland  \  but  I 
soon  convinced  her  that  ail  her  money  could  not  make  me  reUn- 
quish  my  authority  t-^the  fact  is,  I  again  dreaded  her  coming  in 
contact  vfith  a  certain  madman  of  the  name  of  Cecil  Howard  whom 
I  had  met  in  ShropfAiire  "-^-Gecil  smiled,  while'i'heresa  gave  him  a 
h)ok  that  might  have  turned  any  man's  head.  "However, ".conti- 
nued Mr.  Manners,  after  some  time,  "  I  myself  began  to  have  a 
great  if ish  lo  shake  hands  with  a  Mr.-  Howard,  member  for««^-~,  a 
very  different  person  by  all  accounts  from  my  Shropshife  friend^  ^ 
all  the  workl  heard  of  bis  public  career,  and  all  I  heard  of  his  pii- 
vate  one,  which  is  the  only  real  part  of  any  man^  ddighfed  me^  and 
as  a  proof  of  it  I  then  yolunteered  to  return  to  England;  but  we 
were  too  rich  and  too  great  to  seek  any  one^  which  accounts  Ibr  my 
not  having  caHed  upon  you  -,  no,  I  thought  it  strange,  on  Ibe  con- 
trary, that  you  did  not  hasten  to  pay  your  respects  to  us,  when  aU 
London  were  half^killing  themselves  to  testify  their  s^tmirafloo  of 
my  friend  Delville's  posthumous  vh'tues,  all  of  which  he  had  be- 
queathed to  Theresa,  who  had  placed  them  in  the  Kiglish  flrnds, 
and  thus  secured  the  esteem  and  homage  of  the  gt^lest  nation  in 
the  world,  because  the  only  one  which  acknowledges  no  good  qua- 
lities in  any  individtflil  but  what  are  sterling  ^  but  as  you  did  not 
know  that  in  us  you  would  find  your  old  acquaintance,  I  confess 
y cu  were  much  raised  In  my  opinion  by  not  bdng  among  the  num- 
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ber  of  our  worshippers ;  aod  as  Miss  Delyille  and  I  have  ever  coin- 
cided in  opinion  (always  excepting  upon  the  one  memorable  point, 
of  as  to  tbe  flilest  time  for  our  retarn  to  England)  I  don't  think  you 
were  lowered  in  ber's  by  it.  My  tale  is  ended,  and  I  have  nothing 
more  to  say,  exeept  that  if  you  have  no  peculiar  or  personal  objec- 
tion to  tbe  name  of  Howard  Delville,  you  are  welcome  to  take  it  as 
soon  as  you  like,'*-for  I  command  Theresa  to  bestow  it  on  you,  and 
she  dare  not  disobey  me !"  So  saying,  Mr.  Manners  rose,  and  of- 
fering Gertrude  bis  arm,  added :  ^^Gome,  my  dear,  I  don't  see 
what  further  use  you  and  I  can  be  of  here ;  for  although  Howard 
has  at  length  condescended  to  shake  hands  with  me,  and  call  me  his 
best  friend,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  they  neither  of  them  seem  to 
be  able  to  find  any  conversation  for  us,  so  we  will  go  into  the  ball- 
room, where  we  have  a  thousand  dear  friends  ready  to  receive  us." 

As  laonel  Manners  and  Gertrude  closed  the  door  after  them 
leading  into  the  conservatory,  they  thought  Ihey  saw  Cecil's  arm 
encircle  Theresa's  waist,  as  her  head  reclined  on  his  shoulder  ^  but^ 
as  they  never  revealed  this  vision  to  any  one,  we  cannot  lake  upon 
us  to  assert  that  such  was  actually  the  fact,  especially  as  vhat  is 
probaUe  is  not  always  possible!  any  more  than  what  is  possible  is 
not  always  probable;  but  being  of  Mr.  Manners'  opinion,  that  we 
can  be  of  no  further  use,  we  will  leave  Mr.  Howard  and  Miss  Del* 
ville^t^teit^te.* 

Sul&ce  it  to  say,  that  they  did  not  make  (heir  appearance  in  the 
ball-room  till  very  late,  when  many  flourishing  hopes  were  blight- 
ed, by  the  public  announcement  of  Miss  Delvilie's  approaching 
marriage. 

Political  economists  say  that  there  is  enough  of  food  in  the  world 
for  every  body;  and  optimists  assert  that  there  ts  happiness  enough 
in  tbe  world  for  all — '  quand  m^me ! '  Be  this  as  it  may,  we  cannot 
see  why  because  Miss  Delville  and  Mr.  Howard  think  themselves 
the  happiest  people  in  it,  that  nobody  else  should  be  happy.  Though 
perhaps  happiness  bursts  upon  some,  like  sunrise,  all  at  once,  yet 
to  others  it  comes,  like  college  honours,  by  degrees.  Soil  was  with 
Miss  Prudence.  Several  days  had  she  been  debating  within  herself 
(during  the  manufacture  of  a  new  black  silk  dress)  as  to  the  pro*- 
priety  or  her  calling  upon  Dr.  Damnemall,  to  condole  with  him  in 
person.  Of  the  pleasure  of  it,  there  could  be  no  doubt;  and  hence 
her  scruples.  Luckily,  when  tbey  were  at  their  acm6,  Theresa's 
marriage  was  announced  to  her,  and  she  immediately  felt  the  ne- 
cessity of  communicating  the  intelligence  to  the  Doctor.  For  which 
reason^— having  discussed  a  very  substantial  luncheon — she  started 
from  Mivart's  for  Southampton  Street  on  foot,  at  about  four  o'clock, 
P.M.  with  no  other  companton  but  her  umbrella.  The  early  part  of 
the  day  having  been  very  showery,  she  bad  much  difldculty  in  keep- 
ing her  'new  black  silk  dress  immaculate  till  she  arrived  in  South- 
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amptOD  street ;  however,  what  with  lucking  it  through  the  pocket- 
hole,  and  sundry  other  little  precautions,  it  arrived  uninjured.  Not 
so  the  dimity  petticoat,  over  which  it  was  let  down,  as  she  knocked 
at  Dr.  Damnemairs  door,  which,  after  a  second  appeal,  was  opened 
by  a  cherry-cheeked  maid,  as  the  footman  was  waiting  at  dinner. 

Now,  though  Miss  Prudence  loved  the  Doctor's  man,  and  Ids 
maid,  bis  ox,  and  his  ass,  ibd  every  thing  that  was  his,  she  did  not 
like  (at  least  on  the  present  occasion)  ^'  the  stranger  within  his  gate." 
So  she  took  the  precaution  of  inquiring  whether  he  was  alone. 

^^  Yes,  ma'am,  quite,'-  said  the  maid,  ^^for  Miss  Damnemall  is 
out  with  Mrs.  Whabble,  in  Mr.  Oward's  carriage." 

'^  Oh,  then  I'll  go  in,  for  I'm  confident  he'll  see  me." 

^'  He's  at  dinner,  ma'am,"  hesitated  the  maid. 

'^Oh  dear!  I  hope  he  gets  his  m^l^  comfortable,  now  he's  a 
single  man  ? "  said  Miss  Prudence,  following  the  maid  into  the  pas- 
sage, and  raising  her  voice,  so  as  that  her  anxiety  might  reach  the 
Doctor's  ears. 

^^Miss  Bubble,  sir,"  said  the  maid,  throwing  open  the  dining- 
room  door. 

One  glance  round  the  room,  must  have  realised  all  Miss  Pru- 
dence's hopes  as  to  the  Doctor's  gastronomic  comforts.  On  the  table 
before  him  was  a  lobster  '  k  la  chipolata,'  in  a  silver  saucepan,  for 
immediate  use  ^  the  remains  of  three  roast  pigeons  were  lying  neg- 
lected at  the  other  end  of4he  table  ^  while  the  caserole  in  office  was 
surrounded  by  sundry  black  bottles,  a  decanter  of  Madeira,  and 
•  another  of  Port.  Before  the  fire  were  two  iron-barred  shelves,  with 
two  scallops  of '  macaroni  au  gratin '  on  one,  and  two  large  Spanish 
onions  on  the  other,  while  each  hob  was  illustrated  with  plates.  Oo 
the  side  table  were  a  cold  round  of  beef,  the  debris  of  a  hot  ham  and 
a  roast  turkey,  a  Stilton,  Parmasan,  and  Gruy^re  cheese,  with  sar- 
dines, cavier,  char,  and  other  condiments.  The  Doctor  himself  sat 
sideways  at  the  table,  supporting  one  foot  upon  a  bootikin,  from  a 
rocent  attack  of  gout. 

Miss  Prtidenee's  heart  was  full— so  was  the  Doctor's  mouth,  as 
at  her  entrance  he  rose,  and  hobbled,  or  rather  hopped  towards  her, 
removing  his  napkin  from  his  chin,  and  applying  his  handkerchief 
to  his  eyes.  Wss  Prudence  did  the  same, — ^but  sorrow  is  prover- 
bially dry ;  the  Doctor  poured  out  two  glasses  of  wine — they  draok 
them— they  were  better! — especially  the  Doctor,  who  was  now  able 
to  converse  about  his  '^  widowed  state."  Miss  Prudence,  with  her 
u$ual  perspicuity,  thought  the  best  antidote  for  that  was  marriage, 
and  announced  Theresa's  -,  but  marriages,  like  all  other  misfortunes, 
never  come  single  (which  means  that,  alas !  there  is  no  getting  sin- 
gle again,  when  once  you  are  married) ;  and  somehow  or  other,  in 
less  than  an  hour  Dr.  Damnemall  had  ascertained  that  the  whole  of 
Miss  Prudence's  forty  thousand  pounds  in  the  five  per  cents  were 
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entirely  at  her  own  disposal  ^  and  with  some  of  that  eloquence  which 
she  had^o  long  admired,  he  assured  her  that  she  would  ever  be' 
dear  to  him,  even  on  those  terms ;  but  far  be  it  from  us  to  raise  the 
veil  which  shrouds  the  mysteries  of  the  heart!  No!  let  the  Doc- 
tor's professions,  like  his  profession,  be  sacred  \  it  is  enongh  for  the 
world  to  know,  that  before  he  and  Miss  Prudence  parted  on  that 
eventflil  evening,  he  asked  her  ^^  if  she  would  be  his? "  and  she  re- 
plied, with  her  usual  candour,  that  she  '^should  like  it  beyond 
every  thing! ''  . . 

Little  now  remains  to  be  told  of  the  Bubble  Family.  It  was  de- 
cided,, nem,  con.,  that,  twelve  months  after  the  events  above  re- 
corded, the  marriages  of  Theresa  and  Cecil,  and  Gectrude  and  Lord 
Mornington,  were  to  be  solemnized  at  Bubble  Hall.  Nor  was  this 
sufficient.  Hymen  seemed  busy  with  the  whole  family,  for  in  the 
intercourse  Marmaduke  was  obliged  to  have  with  the  Mornington 
Family,  he  quite  overcame  his  prejudice  to  widows,  and  committed 
matrimony  with  his  first  and  last  love.  Lady  Mornington. 

There  was  but  one  thing  in  the  course  of  all  these  events,  which 
displeased  Miss  Prudence;  and  that  was,  that  Dr.  Damnemall  did 
not  udite  all  the  couples  \  but  as  he  was  himself  to  figure  as  a  bride- 
groom on  the  same  day,  she  was  forced  to  submit  to  the  Bishop 
of— .—officiating  in  his  stead. 

The  morning  of  the  omniBus  wedding,  Sir  Romulps  took  Cecil 
aside,  as  he  was  walking  with  the  rest  of  the  procession  into  the 
chapel. 

'*Um — um — um — my  dear  Howard,"  said  he,  "I  have  never 
said  a  word  to  mortal, — ^but  I  do  hope  you  have  been  candid  with 
Theresa  about  your  cork  leg,  for  it's  not  fair  to  deceive  her." 

'<I  assure  you  for  the  hundreth  time,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Cecil, 
laughing, ''  I  have  no  cork  leg." 

'^Um — um— after  that!"  said  Sir  Romulus,  turning  up  his 
hands  and  eyes,  and  walking  on  into  the*  chapel,  with  the  most  bri- 
dal air  he  could  assume.  Colonel  Lightbody  was  the  only  one  of  the 
family  absent  on  the  Joyous  occasion, — ^but  he  had  had  enough  of 
marriage.  Immediately  after  the  ceremony,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Howard 
Delville  set  off  for  Earl's  Court,  a  place  of  the  Duke  of  Arlington's, 
about  twenty  miles  from  Bubble  Hall.  Lord  and  Lady  Mornington 
went  to  Mornington  Abbey,  in  Wales  -,  and  Mrs.  Damnemall  to  the 
Rectory,  where  she  first  entered  upon  her  conjugal  duties,  by  in- 
closing a  ten-pound  note  to  her  stepson  in  the  l5Sth,  with  instruc- 
tions about  the  best  way  of  laying  it  out,  which  she  said  was-^nofr  to 
change  it.  Marmaduke  alone,  in  order  to  do  as  other  people  do, 
remained  at  the  hall,  to  dance  out  his  own  wedding  *,  for,  as  he  truly 
observed,  both  Sir  Charles  Grandison,  Sir  William  Thornhill,  and 
Tom  Jones,  had  done  the  same. 

Three  weeks  after  all  these  bridals,  poor  Mademoiselle  Perpi- 
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gnon  took  a  feTer,  aDd  died.  It  was  supposed  so  many  marriages^ 
in  wbicb  khe  bad  no  part,  did  not  agree  witb  ber.  Peace  be  to  ber 
manes !  Mr.  McPbin  beaved  a  sigb  to  ber  memory,  excbimfng  witb 
great  patboa  : 

' '  Poor  creature,  nae  tbing  in  life  beoame  ber  like  tbe  leaving  it !'' 
He,  wortby  man,  continues  a  fixture  in  tbe  BulMe  Family. 

Miss  Damnemall's  marriage  was  celebrated  a  montb  aOer,  with 
Mr.  Alonio  Tripe  (wbo  wrote  bis  own  epithalamium)  at  Gorget  Cot- 
tage, on  wbicb  occasion  Mrs.  Wbabble  gave  a  ball ;  but,  altbougb 
Lord  and  Lady  JoHn  were  staying  at  Bubble  Hall,  Major  Wbabble 
would  not  allow  ber  to  ask  tbat  gentleman,  baying  again  turned 
Tor7,»-«and  justly  observing  tbat  aqy  Wbigs  would  disgrace  tbeir 
party. 

Sir  Romulua  again  eiyoys  tbe  same  unbounded  personal  liberty 
be  did  beltore  be  went  abroad,--*-being  able  to  go,  without  asking 
any  leaye  or  giving  any  account  of  bis  ^  d-marches,'  from  Dunder- 
head Common  to  Shrewsbury,  provided  be  is  in  by  six;  but  having 
purchased  from  tbe  Due  de  Mont^bello,  previous  to  bis  quitting  Pa- 
ris, a  large  quantity  of  Champagne,  and  bis '  Chef  being  a  perfect 
adept  ^  dans  Tart  de  truffer  les  dindes,'  and  in  what  the  said  ^  Chef' 
calls  'des  viriiables  abn&g6s  de  Paradis,  des  petites  bouchdes  de 
i'oie  gras/  Sir  Romulus,  from  frequent  attacks  of  gout,  is  seldom  in 
a  state  t<r  use,  much  leas  to  abuse,  bit  liberty  ^  Lady  BiilMe  there- 
fore confesses  that  he  is  quite  a  refgrmed  character,  and  that  she 
should  be  the  happiest  x)f  women,  could  she  forget  her  daughter's 
delinquency.  With  one  exception,  every  tbing  remains  in  ^  statu 
quo'  at  Bubble  Hall,  and  that  exception  is,  tbat  Lady  Bubble  has 
never  been  known  to  drive  postilion  since  ber  return  from  tlie 
llontinent,  and  has  been  heard  to  declare  on  more  than  one  occa- 
sion, that  she  would  rather  even  travel  in  a  stage  coach  than  post,— 
such  a  horror  has  she  of  them. 

Colonel  Lightbody  succeeded  in  getting  a  divorce,  and  has  quilted 
the  army  ^  but  seldom  comes  to  Bubble  Hall. 

Dr.  Epaminondas  Tripe  has  not  married  Mrs»  Lighlbody  ^  but 
continues  to  write  highly  moral  I  and  deeply  scientific  articles  for  bis 
own  and  his  friends'  periodicals  ^  while  Miss  Tripe  has  set  up  a  pre- 
paratory school  of  ^enscignementmutuer  at  the^'Barri^re  d'Eofer." 

Six  months  after  his  father's  death.  Sir  Henry  Clavermg  was  in- 
troduced in  the  same  tomb  with  bis  beautiful  and  ilt-falea  wife. 

Blanche  lives  with  her  first  friends,  Cecil  and  Theresa,  whose 
daily  iocroasing  happiness  alone  convinces  ber  that  there  is  such  a 
thing  in  the  world  :  but  she  i3  now  seventeen,  and  Mr.  Stuart  Ver- 
non, having  recenlly  returned  from  abroad  and  become  Cecil's  most 
intimate  friend,  seems  in  a  (lair  way  toxonvince  the  beautiful  Blanclic 
thai  there  is  more  to  be  found. 

Lady  Annette  is  living  with  iier  father,  on  a  limited  foi  tunc,  with 
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no  olber  occupalion  but  that  of  spoiling  her  son,  who  already 
jplagues  her  out  of  her  life. 

Many  persuasions  have  been  wasted  upon  Mr.  McPhin,  and  even 
the  example  of  his  friends,  to  induce  him  to  marry, — ^bulin  vain ! 
For  he  still  assert  that  if  marriages  are  made  in  heaven,  that  it  is 
only  a  proof  that  they  are  like  all  other  ready-made  things, — which 
seldom  turn  out  well.  The  result  is,  that  Sir  Romulus's  last  ^  bon 
mot '  which  has  reached  our  ears,  consisted  in  bestowing  the  ^  so- 
briquet '  of  the  Epilhalamium  on  him.  Upon  Lord  John's  inquiring 
why  of  all  men  in  the  world  he  should  csril  Mr.  McPhin  by  such  an 
appellation,  when  he  was  always  railing  at  marriage,  he  facetiously 
replied : 

"  For  that  very  reason, — ^because  he  is  a  verse  to  matrimony  ! 
— a  verse  to  matrimony  !  Do  you  approve  of  that  ?  " 

But,  as  we  are  happy  to  state,  Mr.  McPhin  has  not  succeeded  in 
instilling  his  own  prejudices  into  his  pupil,  who,  on  the  contrary, 
seems  labouring  under  a  growing  affection  for  his  cousin  Johndina, 
who  makes  paper  pillows  quite  as  well  as  her  mother, — there  is  no 
chance  of  the  Bubble  Family  becoming  extinct. 


THE  END. 
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